Google 


This  is  a  digital  copy  of  a  book  that  was  preserved  for  generations  on  library  shelves  before  it  was  carefully  scanned  by  Google  as  part  of  a  project 

to  make  the  world's  books  discoverable  online. 

It  has  survived  long  enough  for  the  copyright  to  expire  and  the  book  to  enter  the  public  domain.  A  public  domain  book  is  one  that  was  never  subject 

to  copyright  or  whose  legal  copyright  term  has  expired.  Whether  a  book  is  in  the  public  domain  may  vary  country  to  country.  Public  domain  books 

are  our  gateways  to  the  past,  representing  a  wealth  of  history,  culture  and  knowledge  that's  often  difficult  to  discover. 

Marks,  notations  and  other  maiginalia  present  in  the  original  volume  will  appear  in  this  file  -  a  reminder  of  this  book's  long  journey  from  the 

publisher  to  a  library  and  finally  to  you. 

Usage  guidelines 

Google  is  proud  to  partner  with  libraries  to  digitize  public  domain  materials  and  make  them  widely  accessible.  Public  domain  books  belong  to  the 
public  and  we  are  merely  their  custodians.  Nevertheless,  this  work  is  expensive,  so  in  order  to  keep  providing  tliis  resource,  we  liave  taken  steps  to 
prevent  abuse  by  commercial  parties,  including  placing  technical  restrictions  on  automated  querying. 
We  also  ask  that  you: 

+  Make  non-commercial  use  of  the  files  We  designed  Google  Book  Search  for  use  by  individuals,  and  we  request  that  you  use  these  files  for 
personal,  non-commercial  purposes. 

+  Refrain  fivm  automated  querying  Do  not  send  automated  queries  of  any  sort  to  Google's  system:  If  you  are  conducting  research  on  machine 
translation,  optical  character  recognition  or  other  areas  where  access  to  a  large  amount  of  text  is  helpful,  please  contact  us.  We  encourage  the 
use  of  public  domain  materials  for  these  purposes  and  may  be  able  to  help. 

+  Maintain  attributionTht  GoogXt  "watermark"  you  see  on  each  file  is  essential  for  in  forming  people  about  this  project  and  helping  them  find 
additional  materials  through  Google  Book  Search.  Please  do  not  remove  it. 

+  Keep  it  legal  Whatever  your  use,  remember  that  you  are  responsible  for  ensuring  that  what  you  are  doing  is  legal.  Do  not  assume  that  just 
because  we  believe  a  book  is  in  the  public  domain  for  users  in  the  United  States,  that  the  work  is  also  in  the  public  domain  for  users  in  other 
countries.  Whether  a  book  is  still  in  copyright  varies  from  country  to  country,  and  we  can't  offer  guidance  on  whether  any  specific  use  of 
any  specific  book  is  allowed.  Please  do  not  assume  that  a  book's  appearance  in  Google  Book  Search  means  it  can  be  used  in  any  manner 
anywhere  in  the  world.  Copyright  infringement  liabili^  can  be  quite  severe. 

About  Google  Book  Search 

Google's  mission  is  to  organize  the  world's  information  and  to  make  it  universally  accessible  and  useful.   Google  Book  Search  helps  readers 
discover  the  world's  books  while  helping  authors  and  publishers  reach  new  audiences.  You  can  search  through  the  full  text  of  this  book  on  the  web 

at|http: //books  .google  .com/I 


'0- 


:1 

1 1 


i 

i 


•« 


# 

.♦  THE 

«■ 

WORRS 

OF 

THOMAS   MOORE, 


COMVREHBKDIVG 


ALL  HIS  MELODIES,  BALLADS,  etc. 


XKVEH   BEFORE  PUBLISHED  WITHOUT  THE  AOCOWAIIYOIG  MUSIC. 


m 


VOL.  xvn. 


PARIS : 

PUBUSHED  BY  A.  AND  W.  6ALIGNANI, 

AT  THE  FRERCB,  EtCOUSB,  TTAUAH,  GERHAH,  AHO  fPARISB  LIBRART, 

n*  l8,  BDBTITIEIIIIE. 


X>  i832. 


1 


^ 


•^•^ 
«     .^ 


NOTICES   ' 


OF    THE 
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LETTER  GCCCIIL 

TO  MR  MOORE. 

•  Ravenna,  December  aSth,  i8ao. 

c(  Yoc  will  or  ought  to  have  received  the  packet  and 
letters  which  I  ntaiitted  to  your  address  a  fortnight  ago 
(or  it  may  he  more  days),  and  I  shall  he  glad  dPan 
answer,  as,  in  these  times  and  places,  packets  per  post 
are  in  some  risk  of  not  reaching  their  destination. 

u  1  have  heen  thinking  of  a  project  for  you  and  me, 
in  case  we  hoth  get  to  London  again,  which  (if  a  Neapo- 
litan war  don't  suscitate)  may  he  calculated  as  possible 
for  one  of  us  about  the  spring  of  1 82 1 .  I  presume  that 
you,  too,  will  be  back  by  that  time,  or  never;  but  on 
that  you  will  give  me  some  index.  The  project,  then, 
is  for  you  and  me  to  set  up  jointly  a  newspaper — nothing 
more  nor  less — weekly,  or  so,  with  some  improvement 
or  modifications  upon  the  plan  of  the  present  scoundrels, 
who  degrade  that  department, — ^but  a  newspaper,  which 
we  will  edite  in  due  form  and,  nevertheless,  with  some 
attention.  , 

vot.  IT.  IV        ^    j 
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«  TJliere  mastfdi4&ys  be  in  it  a  piece  of  poesy  from  one 
or  other  of  us  twOy  leaving  room,  however,  for  such 
dilettanti  rhymers  as  may  be  deemed  worthy  of  appear- 
ing in  the  same  column ;  but  this  must  be  a  sine  qua  non; 
and  also  as  much  prose  as  we  can  compass.  We  will 
take  an  office — our  names  not  announced,  but  suspected 
— and,  by  the  blessing  of  Providence,  give  the  age  some 
new  lights  upon  policy,  poesy,  biography,  criticism, 
morality,  theology,  and  all  other  ism,  ality,  and  ology 
whatsoever. 

«  Why,  man,  if  we  were  to  take  to  this  in  good  earnest, 
your  debts  would  be  paid  off  in  a  twelvemonth,  and  by 
dint  of  a  little  diligence  and  practice,  I  doubt  not  that 
we  could  distance  the  Common-place  blackguards,  who 
have  so  long  disgraced  common  sense  and  the  common 
reader.  They  have  no  merit  but  practice  and  impu- 
dence, both  of  which  we  may  acquire,  and,  as  for  talent 
and  culture,  the  devil's  in't  if  such  proofs  as  we  have 
given  of  both  can't  farnish  out  sometking  better  than  \ 
the^*  funeral  baked"  meats'  which  have  coldly  set  forth 
the  breakfast  table  of  all  Great  Britain  for  so  many 
years.  Now,  what  think  you?  Let  me  know;  and 
recollect  that,  if  we  take  to  such  an  enterprise,  we  must 
do  so  in  good  earnest.  Here  is  a  hint, — do  you  make 
it  a  plan.  We  will  modify  it  into  as  literary  and  clas- 
sical a  concern  as  you  please,  only  let  us  put  out  our 
powers  upon  it,  and  it  will  most  likely  succeed.  But 
you  must  Uve  in  London,  and  I  also,  to  bring  it  to  bear, 
and  we  must  keep  it  a  secret 

u  As  for  the  living  in  London,  I  woiild  make  that  not 
difficult  to  you  (if  you  would  allow  me),  until  we  could 
see  whether  one  means  or  other  (the  success  of  the  plan, 
for  instance)  would  not  make  it  quite  easy  for  you^  as 
well  as  your  family ;  and,  in  any  case,  we  should  have 
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some  fun,  composing;,  correcting;,  supposing;,  inspecting;, 
and  supping;  together  over  our  lucubrations.  If  you 
think  this  worth  a  thoug;ht,  let  me  know,  and  I  .will 
begin  to  lay  in  a  small  literary  capital  of  composition 
for  the  occasion. 

a  Yours  ever  affectionately, 

tt  P.S. — If  you  thought  of  a  middle  plan  between  a 
Spectator  and  a  newspaper,  why  not? — only  not  on  a 
Sunday.  Not  that  Sunday  is  not  an  excellent  day,  but 
it  is  engaged  already.  We  will  call  it  the  ^  Tenda  Rossa,' 
the  name  Tassoni  gave  an  answer  of  his  in  a  contro- 
versy, in  allusion  to  the  delicate  hint  of  Tim  our  the 
Lame,  to  his  enemies,  by  a  'Tenda'  of  that  colour, 
before  he  gave  battle.  Or  we  will  call  it  'Gli,'  or 'I 
Carbonari,'  if  it  so  please  you — or  any  other  name 
'full  of  pastime  and  prodigality,' which  you  may  prefer. 
#*#**«  Let  me  have  an  answer.  I  conclude 
poetically,  with  the  bellman,  'A  merry  Christmas  ta 
YOU !'» 

The  year  i8ao  was  an  era  signalized,  as  will  be 
remembered,  by  the  many  efforts  of  the  revolutionary 
spirit  which,  at  that  time,  broke  forth  like  ill-suppressed 
fire,  throughout  the  greater  part  of  the  South  of  Europe. 
In  Italy,  Naples  had  already  raised  the  Constitutional 
standard,  and  her  example  was  fast  operating  through 
the  whole  of  that  country.  Throughout  Romagna^ 
secret  societies,  under  the  name  of  Carbonari,  had  been 
organized,  which  waited  but  the  word  of  their  chie£i  to 
break  out  into  open  insurrection.  We  have  seen  from 
Lord  Byron's  Journal  in  18149  what  intense  interest  he 
took  in  the  last  struggles  of  Revolutionary  France  under  ^ 
Napoleon;  and  his  exclamations,  ((Oh  for  a  Republic W 
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— ^Bmtus,  thon  s1eepest!'»  show  the  lengths  to  which, 
in  theory  at  least,  his  political  zeal  extended.  Since 
then,  he  had  hut  rardy  turned  his  thoug;hts  to  politics ; 
the  tame,  ordinary  vicissitude  of  public  affairs  having 
but  little  in  it  to  stimulate  a  mind  like  his,  whose  sym- 
pathies nothing  short  of  a  crisis  seemed  worthy  to  inter- 
est. This  the  present  state  of  Italy  gave  every  promise 
of  affording  him;  and,  in  addition  to  the  great  national 
cause  itself,  in  which  there  was  every  thing  that  a  lover 
of  liberty,  warm  from  the  pages  of  Petrarch  and  Dante, 
could  desire,  he  had  also  private  ties  and  regards  to 
inlist  him  socially  in  the  contest.  The  brother  of  Ma- 
dame Guiccioli,  Count  Pietro  Gamba,  who  had  been 
passing  some  time  at  Rome  and  Naples,  was  now  re- 
turned from  his  tour;  and  the  friendly  sentiments  with 
which,  notwithstanding  a  natural  bias  previously  in  the 
contrary  direction,  he  at  length  learned  to  regard  the 
noble  lover  of  his  sister,  cannot  better  be  described 
than  in  the  words  of  his  fair  relative  herself. 

a  At  this  tim.e,n  says  Madame  Guiccioli,  «  my  beloved 
brother,  Pietro,  returned  to  Ravenna  from  Rome  and 
Naples.  He  had  been  prejudiced  by  some  enemies  of 
Lord  Byron  against  his  character,  and  my  intimacy 
with  him  afflicted  him  greatly;  nor  had  my  letters  suc- 
ceeded in  entirely  destroying  the  evil  impression  which 
Lord  Byron's  detractors  had  produced.  No  sooner 
however,  had  he  seen  and  known  him,  than  he  became 
inspired  with  an  interest  in  his  favour,  such  as  could 
not  have  been  produced  by  mere  exterior  qualities,  but 
was  the  result  only  of  that  union  he  saw  in  him  of  all 
that  is  most  great  and  beautiful,  as  well  in  the  heart  as 
mind  of  man.  From  that  moment  every  former  pre- 
judice vanished,  and  the  conformity  of  their  opinions 
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and  studies  contributed  to  unite  them  in  a  friendship, 
ivhich  only  ended  with  their  lives. »' 

The  young  Gamba,  who  was,  at  this  time,  but 
twenty  years  of  age,  with  a  heart  full  of  all  those  dreanfs 
of  the  regeneration  of  Italy,  which  not  only  the  example 
of  Naples,  but  the  spirit  working  beneath  the  surface 
all  around  him,  inspired,  had,  together  with  his  fathen 
who  was  still  #i  the  prime  of  life,  become  inroUed  in 
the  secret  bands  now  organizing  throughout  Romagna, 
and  Lord  Byron  was,  by  their  intervention,  admitted 
also  among  the  brotherhood.  The  following  heroic 
Address  to  the  Neapolitan  Government  (written  by  the 
noble  poet  in  Italian,'  and  forwarded,  it  is  thought,  by 
himself  to  Naples,  but  intercepted  on  the  way)  will  show 
how  deep,  how  earnest,  and  expansive  was  his  zeal  in  that 
great,  general  cause  of  Political  Freedom,  for  which  he 


*  «In  quest'  epoca  venne  a  Ravenua  di  rltorao  da  RomaeNapoli  i 
mio  diletto  fratello  Pietro.  Egli  era  stato  prevenato  da  dei  nemici  di 
Lord  Byron  contro  il  di  lui  carattefe;  molto  lo  affligeva  la  mia  intimitis 
con  lai,  e  le  mie  lettere  non  avevano  riuscito  a  bene  distruggere  la  cat- 
Uva  impressione  ricevuta  dai  deirattori  di  Lord  Byron.  Ma  appena  \6 
vide  e  lo  conobbe  egli  pure  licevelte  quella  impressione  che  non  pa6 
essere  prodotta  da  dei  pregi  esteriori,  ma  solamente  dall  unione  di  totto- 
ci6  che  v'lh  dipiiibello  edi  y.'iii  grande  nelcaore  e  nella  mente  dell'uonio. 
Svani  ogni  soa  anteriore  preveozione  contro  di  Lord  Byron,  e  la  confor- 
mity delle  loroidee  edegli  studii  loro  contribui  a  stringerli  in  quella  ami- 
cizia  che  non  doveva  avere'fine  che  colla  loro  vita.» 

^  A  draft  of  this  Address,  in  his  own  hand-writing,  was  found  among 
his  papers.  He  is  supposed  to  have  intrusted  it  to  a  professed  agent  of 
the  Constitutional  Government  of  Naples,  who  had  waited  upon  him  s«> 
cretly  at  Ravenna,  and,  under  the  pretence  of  having  been  waylaid  and 
robbed,  induced  his  lordship  ;to  supply  him  with  money  for  his  return. 
This  man  turned  out  afterwards  to  have  been  a  spy,  and  the  above  paper, 
if  confided  to  him,  fell  most  probably  into  the  hands  of  the*  Pontifical 
Government. 
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soon  after  laid  down  liis  life  among'  the  marshes  of 
Missolongfhi. 

.'a An  Eng[lishman,  a  friend  to  liberty,  having  un- 
•derstood  that  the  Neapolitans  permit  even  foreigners  to 
^contribute  to  the  good  cause,  is  desirous  that  they 
should  do  him  the  honour  of  accepting  a  thousand 
iouis,  which  he  takes  the  liberty  of  offilring.  Having 
already,  not  long  since,  been  an  ocular  witness  of  the 
despotism  of  the  Barbarians  in  the  States  occupied  by 
them  in  Italy,  he  sees,  with  the  enthusiasm  natural  to  a 
cultivated  man,  the  generous  determination  of  the 
Neapolitans  to  assert  their  well -won  independence.  As 
«a  member  of  the  English  House  of  Peers,  he  would  be  a 
-traitor  to  the  principles  which  placed  the  reigning 
family  of  England  on  the  throne,  if  he  were  not 
fateful  for  the  noble  lesson  so  lately  given  both  to 
people  and  to  kings.  The  offer  which  he  desires  to 
make  is  small  in  itself,  as  must  always  be  that  presented 
from  an  individual  to  a  nation;  but  he  trusts  that  it 
will  not  be  the  last  they  will  receive  from  his  coun- 
trymen. His  distance  from  the  frontier,  and  the  feeling 
of  his  personal  incapacity  to  contribute  efficaciously  to 
the  service  of  the  nation,  prevents  him  from  proposing 
himself  as  worthy  of  the  lowest  commission,  for  which 
experience  and  talent  might  be  requisite.  But  if,  as 
a  mere  volunteer,  his  presence  were  not  a  burden  to 
whomsoever  he  might  serve  under,  he  would  repair  to 
whatever  place  the  Neapolitan  Government  might  point 
out,  there  to  obey  the  orders  and  participate  in  the 
dangers  of  his  commanding  officer,  without  any  other 
motive  than  that  of  sharing  the  destiny  of  a  brave 
-nation,  defending  itself  against  the  self-called  Holy 
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Alliance,  which  but  combiaes  the  vice  of  hypocrisy  with 
despotism.  »* 

It  was  during;  the  agitation  of  this  crisis,  while  sur- 
rounded by  rumours  and  alarms,  and  expecting,  every 
moment,  to  be  summoned  into  the  field,  that  Lord 
Byron  commenced  the  Journal  which  I  am  now  about 
to  give;  and  wIKch  it  is  impossible  to  peruse,  with  the 
recollection  of  his  former  Diary  of  18 14  in  our  minds, 
without  reflecting  how  wholly  different,  in  all  the 
circumstances  connected  with  them,  were  the  two  periods 
at  which  these  records  of  his  passing  thoughts  were 
traced.  The  first  he  wrote  at  a  time  which  may  be 
considered,  to  use  his  own  words,  as  » the  most  poetical 

*  «UQ^glcse  amico  della  lifoertlk  avendo  sentito  cbe  i  NapolitaDi  per- 
mettono  anche  a^  stranieri  di  contribuire  alia  baona  causa,  bramerebbe 
Tonore  di  vedere  accettata  la  sua  offerla  di  mille  luigi,  la  quale  egU  as- 
zarda  di  fare.  Gia  teatimonio  oculare  oon  moUo  fa  della  tirannia  dei 
Barbari  negU  stall  da  liro  occupati  nell'  Italin,  egli  vede  con  tutto  Ten- 
tusiasmo  di  nn  uomo  ben  nato  la  generosa  determinazione  dei  Napoli- 
tani  per  confermare  la  loro  bene  acqnistata  indipendenza.  Membro 
della  Camera  dei  Pari  della  nazione  Inglese  egli  sarebbe  un  traditore  ai 
principii  cbe  hanno  posto  sul  ironu  la  famiglia  regnante  d'  Inghilterra  se 
non  ricoDoscesse  la  belb  lezione  di  bel  nuovo  data  ai  popoli  ed  ai  Re. 
L'  olfint^  cbe  egli  brama  di  presentare  h  poca  in  se  stessa,  come  bisogna 
cbe  sia  sempre  quella  di  un  individuo  ad  una  nazione,  ma  egli  spera  chc 
non  sark  I'altima  dalla  parte  dei  suoi  compatriotti.  La  sua  lontananza 
dalle  firontiere,  e  il  sentimento  della  sua  poca  capacity  personale  di  con- 
tribuire efficacimente  a  servire  la  nazione  gl'  impedisce  di  proporsi  come 
degno  della  pidi  piccola  commissione  cbe  domanda  dell'  esperienza  e  del 
talento.  Ma,  se  come  semplice  volontario  la  sua  presenza  non  fosse  un 
incomodo  a  quelle  cbe  I'accetasse  egli  riparebbe  a  qualunque  luogo  indi- 
cato  dal  Govemo  Napolitano,  per  ubbidire  agli  ordini  e  pareicipare  ai 
pericoli  del  sue  superiore,  senza  avere  altri  motivi  cbe  quello  di  dividere 
il  destino  di  una  brava  nazione  resistendo  alia  se  diccnte  Santa  Alleanza 
la  qnale  ngginnge  V  ippocrisia  ai  despotismo.* 
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pirto^Iiis  wboiriiie,^r — tmL  isertainiT;.  in.  wimiesartled 
die  ^iMiicis  air  ins  ^^^—s  to  wiiick  evcrr  imi  i  iifing 
added  new  ibice  ami  raa^^  bat  in  di  that  xdset  Ike 
tD  iimifiiiiii  tin  [wmii  li'i  fiMiTii  — dloae6cesi^ 
mnvoiiiilT  ficeiuigsw  a£  wiikk^iii.  ifBie  of  btseu4y  pi^^ 
into  expcxience.  he  sdli  lefauied  dh^  ^os&^  Msd  dut 
<!™«hli—fr  ludit  «]£  TmariiMMTniiii  windi*  wii^  jII  his 
pgqfeaaed  scom  of  mankhid^  stili  6iAltintiI  in  die  traidk 
of  his  al£ectiana^  g^iviiii|r  ^  instte  to  eirerr  «ib jeet  on 
wiuckdiev'  rested*  TliBe  wafi«.  indeed^  in  his  ausan- 
duropfT^  as  in  his  socniwsy  jbt  diat  periods  to  die  iaH  as 
wmMKkolt  ^KT  as  ai  le^. and erai due gailanoies 
and  loves  in  whidk  he  at  dbe  sune  ttme  entan^ied  himr 
id^  partook  ef|Balhr«  as  1  have  mdenvoored  to  show, 
«£  the  same  imaginative  character.  Thoii|^  broo^t 
carlr  andcr  the  dominion  q£  die  senses.,  he  Ind  been 
also  early  rcscoed  from  das  thrakioas  br^  in  Ae  first 
place,  the  satietr  such  excesses  never  fail  «>  produce, 
and,  at  no  hmg  int«rval  after*  by  this  series  of  half- 
foncildl  attachments  which,  tHiMi^  in  their  moral  con- 

perhaps^ 


had  the  Tarnish  at  least  of  refinement  on  the  surface, 
and  by  the  noTdty  and  apparent  difScnky  diat  invested 
them,  served  to  ke^  alive  that  illusion  of  imagination 
from  which  sodi  porsoits  derive  their  sole  redeoning 
cnarai. 

With  socfa  a  mixture,  or  rather  predominance,  of  the 
idea]  in  hh  loves,  his  hates,  and  his  sorrows,  the  state 
of  bis  existence  at  that  period,  animated  as  it  was,  and 
kept  buoyant,  by  such  a  flow  of  success,  must  be 
ncknowledged,  even  with  every  deduction  for  the  un- 
pirturesque  SMOciations  of  a  London  life,  to  have  been, 
^io  a  high  degree,  poetical,  and  to  have  worn  round  it 
^Mlogether  a  fort  of  halo  of  romance,  which  the  events 
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that  followed  were  but  too  much  calculated  to  dissipate 
By  his  marriage,  and  its  results,  he  was  ag^ain  brought 
back  to  some  of  those  bitter  realities  of  which  his  youth 
had  had  a  foretaste^  Pecuniary  embarrassment, — that 
ordeal^  of  all  others,  the  most  trying  to  delicacy  and 
high-minded ness — now  beset  him  with  all  the  indignities 
that  usually  follow  in  its  train ;  and  he  was  thus  rudely 
schooled  into  the  advantages  oi  possessing  money,  when 
he  had  hitherto  thought  but  of  the  generous  pleasure  of 
dispensing  it.  No  stronger  proof,  indeed,  is  wanting  of 
the  effect  of  such  difficulties  in  tempering  down  even 
the  most  chivalrous  pride,  than  the  necessity  to  which 
he  found  himself  reduced  in  1816,  not  only  of  depart- 
ing from  his  resolution  never  to  profit  by  the  sale  of 
his  works,  but  of  accepting  a  sum  of  money,  for  copy- 
right, from  his  publisher,  which  he  had  for  some  time 
persisted  in  refusing  for  himself,  and,  in  the  full  since- 
rity of  his  generous  heart,  had  destined  for  others. 

The  injustice  and  malice  to  which  he  soon  after 
became  a  victim,  had  an  equally  fatal  effect  in  disen- 
chanting the  dream  of  his  existence.  Those  imaginary, 
or,  at  least,  retrospective  sorrows,  in  which  he  had  once 
loved  to  indulge,  and  whose  tendency  it  was,  through 
the  medium  of  his  fancy,  to  soften  and  refine  his  heart, 
were  now  exchanged  for  a  host  of  actual,  ignoble  vexa- 
tions, which  it  was  even  more  humiliating  than  painful 
to  encounter.  His  misanthropy,  instead  of  being,  as 
heretofore,  a  vague  and  abstract  feeling,  without  any 
object  to  light  upon,  and  losing  therefore  its  acrimony 
in  diffusion,  was  now,  by  the  hostility  he  came  in 
contact  with,  condensed  into  individual  enmities,  and 
narrowed  into  personal  resentments;  and  from  the  lofty, 
and,  as  it  appeared  to  himself,  philosophical  luxury  of 
hating  mankind  in  the  gross,  he  was  now  brought  down 
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to  the  self-humbling  necessity  of  despising^  them  in  detail. 
By  all  these  influences,  so  fatal  to  enthusiasm  of  cha- 
racter, and  forming,  most  of  them,  indeed,  a  part  of 
the  ordinary  process  by  which  hearts  become  chilled 
and  hardened  in  the  world,  it  was  impossible  but  that 
^oine  material  change  must  have  been  effected  in  a 
disposition  at  once  so  susceptible  and  tenacious  of  im- 
pressions. By  compelling  him  to  concentre  himself  in 
his  own  resources  and  energies,  as  the  only  stand  now 
ieft  against  the  world's  injustice,  his  enemies  but  suc- 
ceeded in  giving  to  the  principle  of  self-dependence 
within  him  a  new  force  and  spring  which,  however  it 
added  to  the  vigour  of  his  character,  could  not  fail,  by 
bringing  Self  into  such  activity,  to  impair  a  little  its 
amiableness.  Among  the  changes  in  his  disposition, 
attributable  mainly  to  this  source,  may  be  mentioned 
that  diminished  deference  to  the  opinions  and  feelings 
of  others  which,  after  this  compulsory  rally  of  all  his 
powers  of  resistance,  he  exhibited.  Some  portion,  no 
doubt,  of  this  refractoriness  may  be  accounted  for.  by 
his  absence  from  all  those  whose  slightest  word  or  look 
would  have  done  more  with  him  than  whole  volumes  of 
<;orrespondence ;  but  by  no  cause  less  powerful  and 
revulsive  than  the  struggle  in  which  he  had  been  com- 
mitted could  a  disposition  naturally  diffident  as  his  was, 
and  diffident  even  through  all  this  excitement,  have 
been  driven  into  the  assumption  of  a  tone  so  universally 
defying,  and  so  full,  if  not  of  pride  in  his  own  pre- 
eminent powers,  of  such  a  contempt  for  some  of  the 
ablest  among  his  contemporaries,  as  almost  implied 
it.  It  was,  in  fact,  as  has  been  more  than  once  re- 
marked in  these  pages^,  a  similar  stirring  up  of  all  the 
best  and  worst  elements  of  his  nature,  to  that  which  a 
like  rebound  against  injustice  had  jproduced  in  his 
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youth: — though  with  a  difference,  in  point  of  force 
and  ^andeur,  between  the  two  explosions,  almost  as 
great  as  between  the  out-breaks  of  a  firework  and  a 
volcano. 

Another  consequence  of  the  spirit  of  defiance  now 
roused  in  him,  and  one  that  tended,  perhaps,  even 
more  fatally  than  any  yet  mentioned,  to  sully  and,  for 
a  time,  bring  down  to  earth  the  romance  of  his  cha- 
racter, was  the  course  of  life  to  which,  outrunning  even 
the  licence  of  his  youth,  he  abandoned  himself  at  Ve- 
nice. From  this,  as  from  his  earlier  excesses,  the  timely 
warning  of  disgust  soon  rescued  him ;  and  the  connexion 
with  Madame  Guiccioli  which  followed,  and  which, 
however  much  to  be  reprehended,  had  in  it  all  of  mar- 
riage that  his  real  marriage  wanted,  seemed  to  place  at 
length,  within  reach  of  his  affectionate  spirit,  that  union 
and  sympathy  for  which,  through  life,  it  had  thirsted. 
But  the  treasure  came  too  late ; — the  pure  poetry  of 
the  feeling  had  vanished,  and  those  tears  he  shed  so 
passionately  in  the  garden  at  Bologna  flowed  less,  per- 
haps, from  the  love  which  he  felt  at  that  moment,  than 
from  the  saddening  consciousness,  how  differently  he 
could  have  felt  formerly.  It  was,  indeed,  wholly  be- 
yond the  power,  even  of  an  imagination  like  his,  to  go 
on  investing  with  its  own  ideal  glories  a  sentiment 
which, — more  from  daring  and  vanity  than  from  any 
other  impulse, — he  had  taken  such  pains  to  tarnish  and 
debase  in  his  own  eyes.  Accordingly,  instead  of  being 
able,  as  once,  to  elevate  and  embellish  all  that  inter- 
ested him,  to  make  an  idol  of  every  passing  creature  of 
his  fancy,  and  mistake  the  form  of  love,  which  he  so 
often  conjured  up,  for  its  substance,  he  now  degenerated 
into  the  wholly  opposite  and  perverse  error  of  depre- 
ciating   and  making  light  of  what,  intrinsically,  he 
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valued,  and^  as  the  reader  has  seen,  throwing  slight  and 
mockery  upon  a  tie  in  which  it  was  evident  some  of  the 
best  feelings  of  his  nature  were  wrapped  up.  That  foe 
to  all  enthusiasm  and  romance,  the  hahit  of  ridicule, 
had,  in  proportion  as  he  exchanged  the  illusions  for 
the  realities  of  life,  gained  further  empire  over  him; 
and  how  far  it  had,  at  this  time,  encroached  upon  the 
loftier  and  fairer  regions  of  his  mind^  may  be  seen  in 
the  pages  of  Don  Juan, — that  diversified  arena,  on 
which  the  two  Genii,  good  and  evil,  that  governed  his 
thoughts,  hold,  with  alternate  triumph,  their  ever-pow- 
erful combat. 

Even  this,  too,  this  vein  of  mockery, — in  the  excess 
to  which,  at  last,  he  carried  it, — was  but  another  re- 
sult of  the  shock  his  proud  mind  had  received  from 
those  events  that  had  cast  him  off,  branded  and  heart- 
stricken,  from  country  and  from  home.  As  he  him- 
self touchingly  says, 

And  if  I  laugh  at  any  mortal  thing, 
*T  is  that  I  may  not  weep. 

This  laughter, — which,  in  such  temperaments,  is  the 
near  neighbour  of  tears, — served  as  a  diversion  to  him 
from  more  painful  vents  of  bitterness;  and  the  same 
philosophical  calculation  which  made  the  poet  of  me- 
lancholy. Young,  declare,  that  «  he  preferred  laughing 
atthe  world  to  being  angry  with it,n  led  Lord  Byron  also 
to  settle  upon  the  same  conclusion;  and  to  feel,  in  the 
misanthropic  views  he  was  inclined  to  take  of  mankind, 
that  mirth  often  saved  him  the  pain  of  hate. 

That,  with  so  many  drawbacks  upon  all  generous  ef- 
fusions of  sentiment,  he  should  still  have  preserved  so 
much  of  his  native  tenderness  and  ardour  as  is  conspi- 
cuous^ through  all  disguises,  in  his  unquestionable  love 
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for  Madame  Guiccioli,  and  in  the  still  more  undoubted 
zeal  with  which  he  now  entered,  heart  and  soul,  into  the 
^eat  cause  of  human  freedom,  wheresoerer,  or  by 
whomsoever,  asserted,' — only  shows  how  rich  must 
have  been  the  original  stores  of  sensibility  and  enthu- 
siasm which  even  a  career  such  as  his  could  sq  little  chill 
or  exhaust*  Most  consoling,  too,  is  it  to  reflect  that  the 
few  latter  years  of  his  life  should  have  been  thus  visited 
with  a  return  of  that  poetic  lustre,  which,  though  it 
never  had  ceased  to  surround  the  bard^  had  but  too 
much  faded  away  from  the  character  of  the  man ;  and 
that  while  Love, — reprehensible  as  it  was,  but  still  Love, 
— had  the  credit  of  rescuing  him  from  the  only  errors 
that  disgraced  his  maturer  years,  for  Liberty  was  re- 
served the  proud,  but  mournful  triumph  of  calling  the 
last  stage  of  his  glorious  course  her  own,  and  lighting 
him,  amidst  the  sympathies  of  the  world,  to  his  grave. 

Having  endeavoured,  in  this  comparison  between 
his  present  and  former  self,  to  account,  by  what  I  con- 
sider to  be  their  true  causes,  for  the  new  phenomena 
which  his  character,  at  this  period,  exhibited,  I  shall 

*  Among  his  ■  Detached  Thonghts*  I  find  this  general  passion  for  li- 
berty thas  strikingly  expressed.  After  saying,  in  reference  to  his  own 
choice  of  Venice  as  a  place  of  residence,  « I  remembered  General  Lnd- 
*  loVs  domal  inscription,  'Omne  solum  forti  patria,*  and  sate  down  free  in 
a  country  which  had  been  one  of  slavery  for  centuries,*  he  adds,  «  Rut 
there  is  fio  freedom,  eyen  for  masters,  in  the  midst  of  slaves.  It  makes 
my  blood  boil  to  see  the  thing.  I  sometimes  wish  that  I  was  the  owner  of 
Afirica,  to  do  at  once  what  Wilberforce  will  do  in  time,  viz.,  sweep  slavery 
firom  her  deserts,  and  look  on  upon  the  first  dance  of  their  freedom. 

«  As  to  political  slavery,  so  general,  it  is  men's  own  fgiolt:  if  they  witi 
be  slaves,  let  them!  Tet  it  is  but  a  <word  and  a  [blow.*  See  how 
England  formerly,  France,  Spain,  Portugal,  America,  Swiuerland,  freed 
themselves !  There  is  no  one  instance  of  a  long  contest  in  which  mtn  did 
not  triumph  over  systems.  If  Tyranny  misses  her  first  spring,  she  is 
cowardly  as  the  tiger,  and  retires  to  be  hunted.* 
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now  lay  before  the  reader  the  Journal  by  which  these 
remarks  were  more  immediately  sugg^ested,  and  from 
which  I  fear  they  will  be  thought  to  have  too  long  de- 
tained him. 

EXTRAQTS  FROM  A  DIARY  OF  LORD  BYRON,  1821. 

«  Ravenna,  January  4th,  1821. 

u '  A  sudden  thought  strikes  me.'  Let  me  begin  a 
Journal  once  more.  The  last  I  kept  was  in  Switzerland, 
in  record  of  a  tour  made  in  the  Bernese  Alps,  which  I 
made  to  send  to  my  sister  in  1816,  and  I  suppose  that  she 
has  it  still,  for  she  wrote  to  me  that  she  was  pleased 
with  it.  Another^  and  longer,  I  kept  in  i8i3-i8i49 
which  I  gave  to  Thomas  Moore  in  the  same  year. 

«  This  morning  I  gat  me  up  late,  as  usual — weather 
bad — bad  as  England — worse.  The  snow  of  last  week 
melting  to  the  sirocco  of  to-day,  so  that  there  were  two 
d — d  things  at  once.  Could  not  even  get  to  ride  on  horse- 
back in  the  forest.  Staid  at  home  all  the  morning — 
looked  at  the  fire— wondered  when  the  post  would 
come.  Post  came  at  the  Ave  Maria,  instead  of  half- 
past  one  o'clock,  as  it  ought.  jGalignani's  Messengers, 
six  in  number — a  letter  from  Faenza,  but  none  from 
England.  Very  sulky  in  consequence  (for  there  ought 
to  have'been  letters),  and  ate  in  consequence  a  copious 
dinner;  for  when  I  ain  vexed,  it  makes  me  swallow 
quicker — but  drank  very  little. 

u  I  was  out  of  spirits — read  the  papers — thought  what 
fame  was,  on  reading,  in  a  case  of  murder,  that  ^  Mr 
Wych,  grpcer,  at  Tunbridge,  sold  some  bacon^  filour, 
cheese,  and,  it  is  believed^  some  plums,  to  some  gipsy 
woman  accused.     He  had  on  his  counter  (I  quote 
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faithfully)  a  booky  the  h\feoi Pamela^  which  he  was  tear- 
ing for  waste  paper,  etc.  etc.  In  the  cheese  was  found, 
etc.,  and  a  leaf  of  Pamela  wrapt  round  the  baconJ*  What 
would  Richardson,  the  vainest  and  luckiest  of  living 
authors  (t.  e.  while  alive) — he  who,  with  Aaron  Hill, 
used  to  prophesy  and  chuckle  OkVjer  the  presumed  fall  of 
Fielding  (the  prose  Homer  of  hu&ian  nature)  and  of  Pope 
(the  most  beautiful  of  poets)  —  what  would  he  have 
said  could  he  have  traced  his  paf]fes  from  their  places  on 
^he  French  pr^ice's  toilets  (see  Boswell's  Johnson)  to 
the  grocer's  counter  and  the  gipsy-murderess's  bacon! ! ! 
({ What  would  he  have  said?  what  can  any  body  say, 
save  what  Solomon  said  long  before  us?  After  all,  it  is 
but  passing  from  one  counter  to  another,  from  the  book- 
seller's to-the  other  trade«nan's — grocer  or  pastry-cook.. 
For  my  part,  I  have  met  with  most  poetry  upon  trunks ; 
so  that  I  am  apt  to  consider  the  trunk-maker  as  the 
sexton  of  authorship. 

u  Wrote  five  letters  in  about  half  an  hour,  short  and 
savage,  to  all  my  rascally  correspondents.  Carriage 
came.  Heard  the  news  of  three  murders  at  Faenz^  and 
Forli—  a  carabinier,  a  smuggler,  and  an  attorney — all 
last  night.  The  two  first  in  a  quarrel,  the  latter  by 
premeditation. 

u  Three  weeks  ago — almost  a  month — the  7th  it  was 
— I  picked  up  the  Commandant,  mortally  wounded, 
out  of  the  street^  he  died  in  my  house;  assassins  un- 
known, but  presumed  political.  His  brethren  wrote 
from  Rome  last  night  to  thank  me  for  having  assisted 
him  in  his  last  moments.  Poor  fellow !  it  was  a  pity  ^ 
he  was  a  good  soldier,  but  imprudent.  It  was  eight 
in  the  evening  when  they  killed  him.  We  heard  the 
shot}  my  servants  and  I  ran  out,  and  found  him  ex- 
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piring,  with  five  wounds^  two  whereof  mortal— hy  ^ 
slugs  they  seemed.  I  examined  him,  hut  did  not  qo  to  I 
the  dissection  next  morning;.  t 

u  Carriage  at  8  or  so — went  to  visit  La  Gontessa  G. — 
found  her  playing  on  the  piano-forte — talked  till  ten, 
when  the  Count,  her  father,  and  the  no  less  Count,  her    ^ 
brother,  came  in  from  the  theatre.     Play,  they  Said, 
Alfieri's  Filippo— well  received.  ^[ 

u  Two  days  ago  the  King  of  Naples  passed  through 
Bologna  oh  his  way  to  congress.  My  servant  Luigi 
brought  the  news.  I  had  sent  him  to  Bologna  for  a 
lamp.     How  will  it  end  ?    Time  will  show. 

u  Came  home  at  eleven,  or  rather  before.     If  the     - 
road  and  weather  are  conformable^  mean  to  ride  to*    i 
morrow.     High  time— almost  a  week  at  this  work — *  ^ 
— snow,  sirocco,  one  day — frost  and  snow  the  other 
— sad  climate  for  Italy.     But  the  two  seasons,  last  and 
present,  are  extraordinary.     Read  a  Life  of  Leonardo 
da  Vinci  by  Rossi — ruminated — wrote  this  much,  and 
will  go  to  bed. 

«  January  5th,  1821. 

u  Rose  late — dull  and  drooping — the  weather  drip- 
^  ping  and  dense.  Snow  on  the  ground,  and  sirocco  above 
in  the  sky,  like  yesterday.  Roads  up  to  the  horse's  belly, 
so  that  riding  (at  least  for  pleasure)  is  not  very  feasible. 
Added  a  postscript  to  my  letter  to  Murray.  Read  the 
conclusion,  for  ^e  fiftieth  time  (I  have  read  all  W. 
Scott's  novels  at  least  fifty  times)  of  the  third  series  of 
*  Tales  of  my  Landlord,' — grand  work—Scotch  Field- 
ing, as  well  as  great  English  poet-^wonderful  man !  I 
long  to  get  drunk  with  him. 

u  Dined  versus  six  o'  the  clock.  Foi^ot  that  there 
was  a  plum-pudding  (I  have  added,  lately,  eating  to  my 


if -dessert.  Fed  the  two  4itB,  the  hawk,  and  the 
(bat  not  tamed)  crow.  Sesd  Mitfbrd's  History  of 
e — Zeiwphoii's  Retreat  of  the  Tea  Thousand.  Dp 
}  present  moment  writing,  6  minutes  before  eight 

dock — French  hours,  not  Italian, 
ear  the  carriage— order  pistols  and  greatcoat,  as 
— necessary  articles.  Weather  cold — carriage  open, 
nhabitants  somewhat  savage— rather  treacherous 
tghly  iDflamed  by  politics.  Fine  fellows,  though 
d  materials  for  a  nation.  Oat  of  chaos  God  made 
Id,  and  out  of  higji  passions  comes  a  people. 
lock  strikes^going  out  to  ma\e  love.  Somewhat 
us,  but  not  disagmatHe.     Memorandum—  a  new 

pat  up  to-day.     It  is  rather  antique,  but  will  do 

little  repair. 

law  continues — hopeful  that  riding  may  be  piac- 
!    to-morrow.      Sent  the  papers  to  Alli — grand 

coming. 

o'  the  clock  and  nine  minates.     Visited  La  Con-  ^ 
r.  Nata  G.  G.    Found  her  beginning  my  letter  of 

r  tn  the  thitn\i  of  AI<Hi<:in  dpi  Pinto  of  Rome  for 
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Jugurtha.     At  9  came  in  her  brother,  11  Conte  Pietro — 
at  10,  her  father,  Conte  Rug(jiero. 

«  Talked  of  various  modes  of  warfare — of  the  Hun- 
garian and  Hig^hland  modes  of  broad-sword  exercise, 
in  both  whereof  I  was  once  a  moderate  '  master  of 
fence.'  Settled  that  the  R.  will  break  out  on  the  7th  or 
8th  of  March,  in  which  appointment  I  should  trust,  had 
it  not  been  settled  that  it  was  to  have  broken  out  in 
October,  1820.  But  those  Bolognese  shirked  the  Ro- 
magnuoles. 

« *  It  is  all  one  to  Ranger.'     One  must  not  be  parti- 
cular, but  take  rebellion  when  it  lies  in  the  way.   Came 
home — read  the  'Ten  Thousand'  again,  and  will  go  to^ 
-   bed. 

((Mem. — Ordered  Fletcher  (at  four  o'clock  this  af- 
ternoon )  to  copy  out  7  or  8  apophthegms  of  Bacon,  in 
which  I  -have  detected  such  blunders  as  a  schoolboy 
might  detect,  rather  than  commit.  Such  are  the  sages ! 
What  must  they  be,  when  such  as  I  can  stumble  on  their 
mistakes  or  mi  statements?  I  will  go  to  bed,  for  I  find 
that  I  grow  cynical. 

«  Jann9ry  6th,  1821. 
Ik  «  Mist — thaw — slop— rain.  No  stirring  out  on  horse- 
back. Read  Spence's  Anecdotes.  Pope  a  fine  fellow 
— Always  thought  him  so.  Corrected  blunders  in  nine 
apophthegms  of  Bacon — all  historical — and  read  Mit- 
ford's  Greece.  Wrote  an  epigram.  Turned  to  a  pas- 
sage in  Guinguene — ditto,  in  Lord  Holland's  Lope  de 
Vega.    Wrote  a  note  on  Don  Juan. 

«  At  eight  went  out  to  visit.  Heard  a  little  music — 
like  music.  Talked  with  Count  Pietro  G.  of  the  Italian 
comedian  Vestris,  who  is  now  at  Rome— have  seen  him 
often  act  in  Venice— a  good  actor— very.    Somewhat 
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of  a  mannerist;  but  excellent  in  broad  comedy,  as  well 
as  in  the  sentimental  pathetic  He  has  made  me  fre- 
quently laugh  and  cry,  neither  of  which  is  now  a  very 
easy  matter — at  least,  for  a  player  to  produce  in  me. 

it  Thought  of  the  state  of  women  under  the  ancient 
Greeks — convenient  enough.  Present  state,  a  remnant 
of  the  barbarism  of  the  chivalry  and  feudal  ages — ar- 
tificial and  unnatural.  They  ought  to  mind  home — 
and  be  well  fed  and  clothed — but  not  mixed  in  society. 
Well  educated,  too,  in  religion — but  to  read  neither 
poetry  nor  politics — nothing  but  books  of  piety  and 
cookery.  Music — drawing — dancing — also  a  little  gar- 
dening and  ploughing  now  and  then.  I  have  seen 
them  mending  the  roads  in  Epirus  with  good  success. 
Why  not,  as  well  as  hay-making  and  milking? 

(( Came  home,  and  read  MitiFord  again,  and  played 
with  my  mastiff — gave  him  his  supper.  Made  another 
reading  to  the  epigram,  but  the  turn  the  same.  To- 
night at  the  theatre,  there  being  a  prince  on  his  throne 
in  the  last  scene  of  the  comedy, — the  audience  laughed, 
and  asked  him  for  a  Constitution,  This  shows  the  state 
of  the  public  mind  here,  as  well  as  the  assassinations. 
It  won't  do.  There  must  be  an  universal  republic, — 
and  there  ought  to  be. 

u  The  crow  is  lame  of  a  leg — wonder  how  it  happen- 
ed— some  fool  trod  upon  his  toe,  I  suppose.  The  falcon 
pretty  brisk—the  cats  large  and  noisy — the  monkeys  I 
have  not  looked  to  since  the  cold  weaAer,  as  they  suffer 
by  being  brought  up.  Horses  must  be  gay— get  a  ride 
as  soon  as  weather  serves.  Deuced  muggy  still — an 
Italian  winter  is  a  sad  thing,  but  all  the  other  seasons 
are  charming. 

tt  Wh^t  is  the  reason  that  I  have  been,  all  my  lifetime, 
more  or  less  enmiyd?  and  that,  if  any  thing,  I  am  rather 
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less  SO  now  than  I  was  at  twenty,  as  far  as  my  recollec- 
tion serves?  I  do  not  know  how  to  answer  this,  but 
presume  that  it  is  constitutional, — as  well  as  the  wak- 
ing; in  low  spirits,  which  I  have  invariably  done  for 
many  years.  Temperance  and  exercise,  which  I  have 
practised  at  times,  and  for  a  long  time  tog^ether  vigo- 
rously and  violently,  made  little  or  no  difference. 
Violent  passions  did; — when  under  their  immediate 
influence — it  is  odd,  but — I  was  in'agitated,  but  not  in 
depressed  spirits. 

a  A  dose  of  salts  has  the  effect  of  a  temporary  ine- 
briation, like  light  champagne ,  upon  me.  But  wine  and 
spirits  make  me  sullen  and  savage  to  ferocity — silent, 
however,  and  retiring,  and  not  quarrelsome,  if  not 
spoken  to.  Swimming  also  raises  my  spirits, — but  in 
general  they  are  low,  and  get  daily  lower.  That  is 
hopeless;  for  I  do  not  4hink  I  am  so  much  ennuy4  as  I 
was  at  nineteen.  The  proof  is,  that  then  I  must  game, 
or  drink,  or  be  in  motion  of  some  kind,  or  I  was  mise- 
rable. At  present,  I  can  mope  in  quietness ;  and  like 
being  alone  better  than  any  company — except  the  lady's 
whom  I  serve.  But  I  feel  a  something,  which  makes  me 
think  that,  if  I  ever  reach  near  to  old  age,  like  Swift, '  I 
%hall  die  at  top'  6rst.  Only  I  do  not  dread  idiotism  or 
madness  so  much  as  he  did.  On  ^he  contrary,  I  think 
some  quieter  stages  of  both  must  be  preferable  to  much  of 
what  men  think  the  possession  of  their  senses. 

«  January  7th,  1821,  Sunday. 

«  Still  rain — mist — snow — drizzle — and  all  the  incal- 
culable combinations  of  a  climate,  where  heat  and  cold 
struggle  for  mastery.  Read  Spence,  and  turned  over 
Roscoe,  to  find  a  passage  I  have  not  found.  Read  the 
ith  vol.  of  W.  Scott's  second  series  of  *  Tales  of  my 
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Landlord.'  Dined.  Bead  the  Lugano  Gazette.  Read 
— I  forget  what.  At  8  ^ent  to  conversazione.  Found 
there  the  Countess  Geltrude,  Betty  V.  and  her  husband, 
and  others.  Pretty  black-eyed  woman  that — onfy  twenty- 
two — same  age  as  Teresa,  who  is  prettier,  though. 

a  The  Count  Pietro  G.  took  me  aside  to  say  that  the 
Patriots  have  had  notice  from  Forli  (twenty  miles  off) 
that  to-night  the  government  and  its  party  mean  to 
strike  a  stoke — that  the  Cardinal  here  has  had  orders  to 
make  several  arrests  immediately,  and  that,  in  conse- 
quence, the  Liberals  are  arming,  and  have  posted  pa- 
troles  in  the  streets,  to  sound  the  alarm  and  give  notice 
to  fight  for  it. 

«He  asked  me  *what  should  be  done? — I  answered 
^  fight  for  it,  rather  than  be  taken  in  detail;'  and  offered, 
if  any  of  them  are  in  immediate  apprehension  of  arrest, 
to  receive  them  in  my  house  (which  is  defensible),  and 
to  defend  them,  with  my  servants  and  themselves  (we 
have  arms  and  ammunition),  as  long  as  we  can, — or  to 
try  to  get  them  away  under  cloud  of  night.  On  going 
home,  I  offered  him  the  pistols  which  I  had  about  me — 
but  he  refused,  but  said  he  would  come  off  to  me  in 
case  of  accidents. 

c<  It  wants  half  an  hour  of  midnight,  and  rains  ; — as 
Gibbet  says, '  a  fine  night  for  their  enterprise — dark  as 
hell,  and  blows  like  the  devil.'  If  the  row  don't  happen 
now,  it  must  soon.  I  thought  that  their  system  of  shoot- 
ing people  would  soon  produce  a  reaction— and  now  it 
seems  coming.  I  will  do  what  I  can  in  the  way  of  com- 
bat, though  a  Uttle  out  of  exercise.  The  cause  is  a  good 
one. 

u  Turned  over  and  over  half  a  score  of  books  for  the 
passage  in  question,  and  can't  find  it.  Expect  to  hear 
the  drum  and  the  musquetry  momently  (for  they  swear 
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to  resist,  and  are  right)— but  I  hear  nothing,  as  yet,  save 
tbe  plash  of  the  rain  and  the  gu#ts  of  the  wind  at  inter- 
vals. Don't  like  to  go  to  bed,  because  I  hate  to  be  wak- 
ed, and  would  rather  sit  up  for  the  row,  if  there  is  to  be 
oae. 

<i  Mended  the  fire — have  got  the  arms — and  a  book  or 
two,  which  I  shall  turn  over.  I  know  little  of  their 
numbers,  but  think  the  Carbonari  strong  enough  to  beat 
the  troops,  even  here.  With  twenty  men  this^house. 
might  be  defended  for  twenty-four  hours  against  any 
force  to  be  brought  against  it  now  in  this  place,  for  the 
same  time;  and,  in  such  a  time,  the  country  would  have 
notice,  and  would  rise, — if  ever  they  will  rise,  of  which 
there  is  some  doubt.  In  the  mean  time,  I  may  as  well 
read  as  do  any  thing  else,  being  alone. 

«  January  Sib,  1821,  Monday. 
'  tt  Rose,  and  found  G)unt  P.  G.  in  my  apartments. 
Sent  away  the  servant.  Told  me  that,  according  to  the 
best  information,  the  Government  had  not  issued  orders 
for  thearrests  apprehended ;  that  the  attack  in  Forlihad 
not  taken  place  (as  expected)  by  the  Sanfedisti — the  op- 
ponents of  the  Carbonari  or  Liberals — and  that,  as  yet, 
they  are  still  in  apprehension  only.  Asked  me  for 
some  arms  of  a  better  sort,  which  I  gave  him.  Settled 
that,  in  case  of  a  row,  the  Liberals  were  to  assemble 
here  (with  me),  and  that  he  had  given  the  word  to  Yin* 
cenzo  G.  and  others  of  the  Chiefs  for  that  purpose.  He 
himself  and  father  are  going  to  the  chase  in  the  forest ; 
but  V.  G«  is  to  come  to  me,  and  an  express  to  be  sent  off 
to  him^  P.  G.,  if  any  thing  occurs.  Concerted  opera- 
tions.   They  are  to  seize — but  no  matter. 

ttl  advised  them  to  attack  in  detail,  and  in  different 
parties,  in  different  places  (though  at  tbe  same  time),  so 
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as  to  divide  the  attention  of  the  troops,  who,  though 
few,  yet  heing  discipHned,  would  heat  any  hody  of 
people  (not  trained)  in  a  regular  fight — unless  dispersed 
in  small  parties,  and  distracted  with  different  assaults. 
Offered  to  let  them  assemble  here,  if  they  chuse.  It  is 
a  strongish  post — narrOW  street,  commanded  from  with- 
in— and  tenable  walls.  ****** 
tt  Dined.  Tried  on  a  new  coat.  Letter  to  Murray, 
with  corrections  of  Bacon^s  Apophthegms  and  an  epi- 
gram— the  latter  not  for  publication.  At  eight  went  to 
Teresa,  Countess  G.  ***** 

At  nine  and  a  half  came  in  II  Gonte  P.  and  Gqiint  P.  G. 
Talked  of  a  certain  proclamation  lately  issnecl.  Count 
R.  G.  had  been  with  *  *  (the  *  *),  to  sound  him  about 
the  arrests.  He,  *  *,  is  a  trimmer,  and  deals,  at  pr<%nt, 
his  cards  with  both  hands.  If  he  don't  mind,  they  '11  be 
full.  *  *  pretends  (/  doubt  him — they  don't — we  sh^ 
see)  that  there  is  no  such  order,  and  seems  staggered  1^ 
the  immense  exertions  of  the  Neapolitans,  and  the  fierce 
spirit  of  the  Liberals  here.  The  truth  is,  that  *  *  cares 
for  little  but  his  place  (which  is  a  good  one),  and  wishes 
to  play  pretty  with  both  parties.  He  has  changed  his 
mind  thirty  times  these  last  three  moons,  to  my  know- 
ledge, for  he  corresponds  with  me.  But  he  is  not  a 
bloody  fellow — only  an  avaricious  one. 

ttit  seems  that,  just  at  this  moment  (as  Lydia  Lan- 
guish says)  there  will  be  no  elopement  after,  all.  I  wish 
that  I  had  known  as  much  last  night — or,  rather,  this 
morning — I  should  have  gone  to  bed  two  hours  earlier. 
And  yet  I  ought  not  to  complain ;  for,  though  it  is  a 
sirocco,  and  heavy  rain,  I  have  not  yau;ne(/ for  these  two 
days. 

u  Came  home — read  History  of  Greece — before  dinner 
had  read  Walter  Scott's  Rob  Roy,    Wrote  address  to  the 
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letter  in  answer  to  Alessio  del  Pinto,  who  has  thanked 
me  for  helping;  his  brother  (the  late  commandant,  mur- 
dered here  last  month)  in  his  last  moments.  Have  told 
him  I  only  did  a  duty  of  humanity — as  is  true.  The 
brother  lives  at  Rome. 

u  Mended  the  fire  with  some^sgrobole/(a  Romagnuole 
''word)  and  gave  the  falcon  some  water.  Drank  some 
Seltzer-water.  Mem. — received  to-day  a  print,  or  etch- 
ing, of  the  story  of  Ugolino,  by  an  Italian  painter — 
different,  of  course,  from  Sir  Joshua  Reynolds^  and  I 
think  (as  far  as  recollection  goes)  no  worse,  for  Reynolds's 
is  not  good  in  Instory.    Tore  a  button  in  my  new  coat 

u  I  wonder  what  figure  these  Italians  will  make  in  a 
regular  row.  I  sometimes  think  that,  Hke  the  Irishman's 
gun  (somebody  had  sold  liim  a  crooked  one),  they  will 
only  do  for  ^  shooting  round  a  comer;'  at  least,  this  sort 
tc^shooting  has  been  the  late  tenor  of  their  exploits. 
md  yet,  there  are  materials  in  this  people,  and  a  noble 
energy,  if  well  directed.  But  who  is  to  direct  them? 
No  matter.  Out  of  such  times  heroes  spring.  Difficul- 
.ties  are  the  hot-beds  of  .high  spirits,  and  Freedom  the 
mother  of  the  few  virtues  incident  to  human  nature. 

«  Tuesday,  January  gtb,  i8a^. 
a  Rose — the  day  fine.  Ordered  the  horses;  but  Lega 
Vfmy  secretary^  an  Italianism  for  steward  or  chief  servant) 
coming  to  tell  me  that  the  painter  had  finished  the  work 
in  fresco,  for  the  room  he  has  been  employed  on  lately, 
J  went  to  see  it  before  I  set  out.  The  painter  has  not 
copied  badly  the  prints  from  Titian,  etc.,  considering 
all  things.        *         **^f*^*, 

u  Dined.  Read  Johnson's  ^  Vanity  of  Human  Wishes,' 
— all  the  examples  and  mode  of  giving  them  sublime,  as 
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well  as  the  latter  part,  with  the  exception  of  an  occa- 
sional couplet.  I  do  not  so  much  admire  the  opening. 
I  rem^iMnber  an  observation  of  Sharpe's  (the  Conversa-^ 
donkty  as  he  was  called  in  London,  and  a  very  clever 
man)  that  the  first  line  of  this  poem  was  superfluous, 
and  that  Pope  (the  best  of  poets,  /  think,)  would  have 
b^un  at  once,  only  changing  the  punctuation — 

Survey  mankind  from  China  to  Peru  1 

The  former  line,  '  Let  observation,'  etc.,  is  certainly 
heavy  and  useless.  But  'tils  a  grand  poem — aad  so  true! 
— true  as  the  loth  of  Juvenal  him  self* '''Tfite  lapse  of 
ages  changes  all  things — time — lan(juage — the  earth^ — 
the  bounds  of  the  sea — the  stars  of  the  sky,  and  l^ery 
thing  '  about,  around,  and  underneath'  man,  except  man 
himself,  who  has  always  been,  and  always  will  be,  an 
unlucky  rascal.  The  infinite  variety  of  lives  jfpndvigt 
but  to  death,  and  the  infinity  of  wishes  lead  bm^to  dis- 
appointment. All  the  discoveries  which  have  yet  been 
made  have  multiplied  little  but  existence.  An  extirpat 
ed  disease  is  succeeded  by  some  new  pestilence;  and  a 
discovered  world  has  brought  little  to  the  old  one,  ex- 
cept the  p—  first  and  freedom  afterwards — the  latter  a 
fine  thing,  particularly  as  they  gave  it  to  Europe  in  ex- 
change for  slavery.  But  it  is  doubtful  whether  '  the 
Sovereigns'  would  not  think  the  Jirst  the  best  present  of 
die  two  to  their  subjects. 

u  At  eight  went  out — heard  some  news.  They  say  the 
king  of  Naples  has  declared,  by  couriers  from  Florence, 
to  the  Powers  (as  they  call  now  those  wretches  with 
crowns)  that  his  Constitution  was  compulsive^  etc.  etc., 
and  that  the  Austrian  barbarians  are  placed  again  on 
war  pay,  and  will  march.  Let  them — ^  they  come  like 
sacrifices  in  their  trim,'  the  hounds  of  hell !     Let  it  stiU   ^ 
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be  a  hope  to  see  their  bones  piled  like  those  of  the  human 
dc^  at  Morat,  in  Swits^erland,  which  I  have  seen. 

u  Heard  some  music  At  iiine  the  usual  visitors — 
news,  tuor,  or  rumours  of  war.  Consulted  with  j?.  G., 
etc.  etc.  They  mean  to  insurrect  here,  and  are  to  honour 
me  with  a  call  thereupon.  I  shall  not  fall  back ;  though 
I  don't  think  them  in  force  or  heart  sufficient  to  make 
much  of  it.  But,  omvardl — it  is  now  the  time  to  act, 
and  what  signifies  self^  if  a  single  spark  of  that  which 
would  be  worthy  of  the  past  can  be  bequeathed  un- 
quenchedly  to  the  future?  It  is  not  one  man,  nor  a 
million,  but  the  spirit  of  liberty  which  must  be  spread. 
The  waves  which  dash  upon  the  shore  are,  one  by  one, 
broken,  but  yet  the  ocean  conquers,  nevertheless.  It 
overwhelms  the  Armada,  it  wears  the  rock,  and,  if  the 
Neptuhians  are  to  be  believed,  it  has  not  only  destroyed, 
but  made  a  world.  In  like  manner,  whatever  the  sacri. 
iSce  of  iadi  vidua  Is,  the  great  cause  will  gather  strength, 
sweep  down  what  is  rugged,  and  fertilize  (for  seorweed  is 
manure)  what  is  cultivable.  And  so,  the  mere  selfish 
calculation  ought  never  to  be  made  on  such  occasions ; 
and,  at  present,  it  shall  not  be  computed  by  me.  I  was 
never  a  good  arithmetician  of  chances,  and  shall  not 
commence  now. 

^'  ^        « January  loth,  1821. 

«Day  fine — rained  only  in  the  morning.  Looked 
over  accounts.  Read  Campbell's  Poets — marked  errors 
of  Tom  (the  author)  for  correction.  Dined — went  out 
— music — Tyrolese  air,  with  variations.  Sustained  the 
cause  of  the  original  simple  air  against  the  variations  of 
the  Italian  school.       ***«««« 

u  Politics  somewhat  tempestuous,  and  cloudier  daily. 
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To-morrow.being  foreign  post-day,  probably  sometbing 
more  will  be  known. 

tfCame  homa — read.  Corrected  Tom  Campbell's 
slips  of  the  pen.  A  good  work,  tbough — style  affected 
—  but  his  defence  of  Pope  is  glorious.  To  be  sure,  it  is 
bis  oum  cause  too, — but  nom  atter,itis  very  good,  and 
does  him  great  credit. 

«  Midnight. 

a  I  have  been  turning  over  different  Lives  of  the  Poets. 
I  rarely  read  their  wofSfe,  unless  an  occasional  flight 
over  the  classical  ones,  Pope,  Dryden,  Johnson,  Gray, 
and  those  who  approach  tbem  nearest  (I  leave  the  rani 
of  the  rest  to  the  cant  of  the  day),  and — I  had  made  se- 
veral reflections,  but  I  feel  sleepy,  and  may  as  well  go 
to  bed. 

•  January  nth,  18a i. 

uRead  the  letters.  Corrected  the  tragedy  and  the 
*'  Hinf^  from  Horace.'  Dined,  and  gofiynto  better  spi- 
rits. Went  out — returned — finished  letters,  five  in  num- 
ber.    Read  Poets,  and  an  anecdote  in  Spence. 

a  All'-  writes  to  me  that  the  Pope,  and  Duke  of  Tus- 
cany, and  King  of  Sardinia,  have  also  been  called  to 
Congress;  but  the  Pope  will  only  deal  tbere  by  proxy 
So  the  interests  of  milliom  are  in  the  bands  of  abou 
twenty  coxcombs,  at  a  place  called  Leybach ! 

u  I  should  almost  regret  that  my  own  affairs  went 
well,  when  those  of  nations  are  in  peril.  If  the  interests 
of  mankind  could  be  essentially  bettered  (particularly 
of  these  oppressed  Italians),  I  should  not  so  much  mind 
my  own  ^  sma'  peculiar.'  God  grant  us  all  better  times, 
or  more  philosophy. 

«In  reading,  I  have  just  chanced  upon  an  expres* 
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sion  of  1*0111  CampbelTs; — speaking;  of  ColliDS,  he  says 
that  '  no  reader  cares  any  more  about  the  characteristic 
manners  of  his  Eclogues  than  about  '  the  authenticity 
of  the  tale  of  Troy.'  T  is  false — we  do  care  about '  the 
authenticity  of  the  tale  of  Troy.'  I  have  stood  upon 
that  plain  daily ^  for  more  than  a  month,  in  1810 ;  and, 
if  any  thing  diminished  my  pleasure,  it  was  that  the 
blackguard  Bryant  had  impugned  its  veracity.  It  is 
true  I  read  ^  Homer  Travestied'  (the  first  twelve  books), 
because  Hobhouse  and  others  bored  me  with  their 
learned  localities,  and  I  love  fizzing.  But  I  still  ve- 
nerated the  grand  original  as  the  truth  of  history  (in 
the  material  facts)  and  of  place.  Otherwise,  it  would 
have  given  me  no  delight.  Who  will  persuade  me, 
when  I  reclined  upon  a  mighty  tomb,  that  it  did  not 
contain  a  hero? — its  very  magnitude  proved  this.  Men 
do  not  labour  over  the  ignoble  and  petty  dead — and 
why  should  not  the  dead  be  Homei^s  dead?  The  secret 
of  Tom  Campbell's  defence  of  inaccuracy  in  costume 
and  descriptiqp  is,  that  his  Oertrude,  etc.  has  no  more 
locality  in  common  with  Pennsylvania  than  with  Pen- 
manmaur.  It  is  notoriously  full  of  grossly  false  sce- 
nery, as  all  Americans  declare,  though  they  praise  parts 
of  the  Poem.  It  is  thus  that  self-love  for  ever  creeps 
out,  like  a  snake,  to  sting  any  thing  which  happens, 
even  accidentally,  to  stumble  upon  it. 

«  January  I2tb,.  1821. 
uThe  weather  still  so  humid  and  impracticable,  that 
London,  in  its  most  oppressive  fogs,  were  a  summer- 
bower  to  this  mist  and  sirocco,  which  has  now  lasted 
(but  with  one  day's  interval),  chequered  with  snow  or 
heavy  rain  only,  since  the  3oth  of  December,  1820.  It 
is  so  far  lucky  that  I  have  a  literary  turn; — but  it  is 
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very  tiresome  not  to  be  able  to  stir  out,  in  comfort,  on 
any  horse  but  Pegasus,  for  so  many  days.  The  roads 
are  even  worse  than  the  weather,  by  the  long  splashing, 
and  the  heavy  soil,  and  the  growth  of  the  waters. 

(( Read  the  Poets — English,  that  is  to  say — out  of 
Campbell's  edilion.  There  is  a  good  deal  of  taffeta  in 
some  of  Tom's  prefatory  phrases,  but  his  work  is  good 
as  a  whole.  I  like  him  best,  though,  in  his  own  poetry. 

«  Murray  writes  that  they  want  to  act  the  Tragedy  of 
Marino  Faliero ; — more  fools  they,  it  was  written  for 
the  closet.  I  have  protested  against  this  piece  of  usur- 
pation (which,  it  seems,  is  legal  for  managers  oyer  any 
printed  work,  against  the  author's  will),  and  I  hope  they 
will  not  attempt  it.  Why  don't  they  bring  out  some 
of  the  numberless  aspirants  for  theatrical  celebrity,  now 
encumbering  their  shelves,  instead  of  lugging  me  out 
of  the  library?  I  have  i^tten  a  fierce  protest  against 
any  such  attempt,  but  I  still  would  hope  that  it  will 
not  be  necessary,  and  that  they  will  see,  at  once,  that 
it  is  not  intended  for  the  stage.  It  is  too  r^ular — the 
time,  twenty-four  hours — the  change  6f  place  not  fre- 
quent— nothing  me/odramatic — no  surprises,  no  starts, 
nor  trap-doors,  nor  opportuni,ies  ^  for  tossing  their 
heads  ane  kicking  their  heels' — and  no  love  — the  grand 
ingredient  of  a  modern  play. 

u  I  have  found  out  the  seal  cut  on  Murray's  letter. 
It  is  meant  for  Walter  Scott— or  Sir  Walter — he  is  the 
first  poet  knighted  since  Sir  Richard  Blackmore.  But 
it  does  not  do  him  justice.  Scott's — particularly  when 
he  recites — is  a  very  intelligent  countenance,  and  this 
seal  says  nothing. 

u  Scott  is  certainly  the  most  wonderful  writer  of  the 
day.  His  novels  are  a  new  literature  in  themselves,  and 
his  poetry  as  good  as  any— if  not  better  (only  on  an 
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erroneous  sy8Ceiii)-^and  only  ceased  to  be  so  popular, 
because  tbe  vulgar  learned  were  tired  of  bearing  ^  Aris- 
tides  called  tbe  Just,'  and  Scott  tbe  Best,  and  ostracised 
bim. 

u  I  like  bim,  too,  for  bis  manliness  of  cbaracter,  for 
tbe  extreme  pleasantness  of  bis  conversation,  and  bis 
good-nature  towards  myself,  personally.  May  be  pros- 
per!— for  he  deserves  it.  I  know  no  reading  to  wbicb 
I  fall  with  sucb  alacrity  as  a  work  of  W.  Scott's.  I  sball 
give  the  seal,  witb  bis  bust  on  it,  to  Madame  la  Gontesse 
G.  this  evening,  who  will  be  curious  to  bave  tbe  efBgies 
of  a  man  so  celebrated. 

u  How  strange  are  our  thoughts,  etc.  etc.  etc' 

«  Midnight. 

u  Rend  the  Italian  translation  by  Guido  Sorelli  of  the 
German  Grillparzer— a  devil  of  a  name,  to  be  sure, 
for  posterity;  but  they  must  learn  to  pronounce  it. 
With  all  the  allowance  for  a  translation,  and,  above  all, 
an  Italian  translation  (they  are  the  very  worst  of  trans- 
lators^ except  from  tbe  Classics — Annibale  Garo,  for 
instance — and  there^  the  bastardy  of  their  language 
helps  them,  as,  by  way  of  looking  legitimate,  they  ape 
their  fatliers'  tongue) — but  witb  every  allowance  for 
such  a  disadvantage,  tbe  tragedy  of  Sappho  is  superb 
and  sublime!  There  is  no  denying  it.  The  man  has 
done  a  great  thing  in  writing  that  play.  And  who  is  he? 
I  know  him  not;  but  ages  will,     'Tis  a  bigb  intellect. 

M  I  must  premise,  however,  that  I  have  read  nothing 
of  Adolph  Milliner's  (the  author  of  '  Guilt'),  and  much 
less  of  Goethe,  and  Schiller,  and  Wieland  than  I  could 
wish.     I  only  know  them  through  the  medium  of  Eng- 

*  Here  follows  a  long  passage,  already  extracted,  relative  to  his  early 
friend,  Edward  Noel  Long. 
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lish,  Frencli,  and  Italian  translations.  Of  the  real  lan- 
guag^e  I  know  absolutely  nothing,— except  oaths  learnt 
from  postilions  and  officers  in  a  squabble.  I  can  swear 
in  German  potently,  when  I  like — *  Sacrament — Ver- 
fluchter — Hundsfott'— and  so  forth;  but  I  have  little  of 
their  less  energetic  conversation. 

u  I  like,  however,  their  women  (I  was  once  so  despe- 
rately iti  love  with  a  German  woman,  Constance)  and 
all  that  I  have  read,  translated,  of  their  writings,  and 
all  that  I  have  seen  on  the  Rhine  of  their  country  and 
people — all,  except  the  Austrians,whom  I  abhor,  loathe, 
and — I  cannot  find  words  for  my  hate  of  them,  and 
should  be  sorry  to  find  deeds  correspondent  to  my  hate; 
for  I  abhor  cruelty  more  than  I  abhor  the  Austrians — 
except  on  an  impulse,  and  then  I  am  savage — but  not 
deliberately  so. 

«  Grillparzer  is  grand — antique — not  so  simple  as  the 
ancients,  but  very  simple  for  a  modern — ^too  Madame 
de  Stael-t^A,  now  and  then — but  altogether  a  great  and 
goodly  writer. 

«  January  iSth,  1821,  Satarday. 

tt  Sketched  the  outline  and  Drams.  Pers.  of  an  in- 
tended tragedy  of  Sardanapalus,  which  I  have  for  some 
time  meditated.  Took  the  names  from  Diodorus  Si- 
culus  (I  know  the  history  of  Sardanapalus,  and  have 
known  it  since  I  was  twelve  years  old),  and  read  over  a 
passage  in  the  ninth  vol.  octavo  of  Mit ford's  Greece, 
where  he  rather  vindicates  the  memory  of  this  last  of 
the  Assyrians. 

M  Dined — news  come — the  Powers  mean  to  war  with 
the  peoples.  The  intelligence  seems  positive— let  it  be 
so — they  will  be  beaten  in  the  end.  The  king-times 
are  fast  finishing.    There  will  be  blood  shed  like  water. 
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«  Tamed  orer  Seneca's  tragedies.  Wrote  the  <^ieniiig 
1jdc»  of  tlie  iDtended  tngedy  of  Sardanapalos.  Rode 
out  some  miles  into  the  Ibrest.  Misty  and  rainy.  Re- 
turned— dined — ^wrote  some  more  of  my  tragedy. 

itRead  Diodoms  Sictdns — turned  o^er  Seneca,  and 
some  other  books.  Wrote  some  more  of  the  tragedy. 
Took  a  glass  of  grog.  After  having  ridden  hard  inrainy  j' 
weather,  and  scribbled,  and  scribbled  again,  the  spirits 
(at  least  mine)  need  a  little  exhilaration,  and  I  don't  like 
laudanum  now  as  I  used  to  do.  So  I  haTe  mixed  a  glass 
oi  strong  waters  and  single  waters,  which  I  shall  now 
proceed  to  empty.  Therefore  and  thereunto  I  conclude 
this  day's  dtary. 

u  Ttie  effect  of  all  wines  and  spirits  upon  me  is,  how- 
ever, strange.  It  settles^  but  it  makes  me  gloomy — 
gloomy  at  the  very  moment  of  their  effect,  and  not  gay 
hardly  ever.  But  it  composes  for  a  time,  though  sul- 
lenly. 

«  January  iStli,  i8ai.        \ 
M  Wcatlicr  fine.     Received  visit.     Rode  out  into  the 
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forest — fired  pistols.  Returned  home— dined— dipped 
into  a  volume  of  Mitford's  Greece — wrote  part  of  a  scene 
of  ^Sardanapalus.'  Went  out — heard  some  music — 
heard  some  politics.  More  ministers  from  the  other 
Italian  powers  gone  to  Congress.  War  seems  certain — 
in  that  case,  it  will  he  a  savage  one.  Talked  over  va- 
rious important  matters  with  one  of  the  initiated.  At 
ten  and  half  returned  home. 

a  I  have  just  thought  of  something  odd.  In  the  year 
18 1 4?  Moore  ('the  poet,' par  excellence,  and  he  deserves 
it)  and  I  were  going  together,  in  the  same  carriage,  to 
dine  with  Earl  Grey,  the  Capo  Politico  of  the  remaining 
whigs.  Murray,  the  magnificent,  (the  illustrious  pub- 
lisher of  that  name),  had  just  sent  me  a  Java  gazette — 
I  know  not  why,  or  wherefore.  Pulling  it  out,  by  way 
of  curiosity,  we  found  it  to  contain  a  dispute  (the  said 
Java  gazette)  on  Moore's  merits  and  mine.  I  think,  if 
I  had  been  there,  that  I  could  have  saved  them  the  trou- 
ble of  disputing  on  the  subject:  But,  there  is  fame  for 
you  at  six-and -twenty  !  Alexander  had  conquered  India 
at  the  same  age ;  but  I  doubt  if  he  was  disputed  about, 
or  his  conquests  compared  with  those  of  Indian  Bacchus, 
at  Java. 

a  It  was  great  fame  to  be  named  with  Moore ;  greater 
to  be  compared  with  him  5  greatest — pleasure,  at  least — 
— to  be  with  him;  and,  surely,  an  odd  coincidence, 
that  we  should  be  dining  together  while  they  were 
quarrelling  about  us  beyond  the  equinoctial  line. 

u  Well,  the  same  evening,  I  met  Lawrence,  the  painter, 
^  and  heard  one  of  Lord  Grey's  daughters  (a  fine,  tall^ 
«pirit-looking  girl,  with  much  of  the  patrician,  thorough' 
bred  look  of  her  father,  which  I  dote  upon)  play  on  the 
harp,  so  modestly  and  ingenuously,  that  she  looked  mu- 
sic.    Well,  I  would  rather  have  had  my  talk  with  Law- 
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rence  (who  talked  delightfully)  and  heard  the  girl,  than 
have  had  all  the  fame  of  Moore  and  me  put  together. 

u  The  only  pleasure  of  fame  is  that  it  paves  the  way 
to  pleasure;  and  the  more  intellectual  our  pleasure,  the 
better  for  the  pleasure  and  for  us  too.  It  was,  however, 
agreeable  to  have  heard  our  fame  before  dinner,  and 
a  girl's  harp  after. 

«  January  i6th,  1821. 

cc  Read  —  rode  —  fired  pistols  —  returned  —  d  ined  — 
wrote — visited — heard  music — talked  nonsense — and 
went  home. 

«  Wrote  part  of  a  Tragedy — advance  in  Act  ist  with 
*  all  deliberate  speed.'  Bought  a  blanket.  The  weather 
is  still  muggy  as  a  London  May — mist,  mizzle,  the  air 
rej3lete  with  Scotticisms,  which  though  fine  in  the  des- 
criptions of  Ossian,  are  somewhat  tiresome  in  real,  pro- 
saic perspective.     Politics  still  mysterious. 

«  January  17th,  1821. 

«  Rode  i'  the  forest — fired  pistols — dined.  Arrived  a 
packet  of  books  from  England  and  Lombardy — Eng- 
lish, Italian,  French,  and  Latin.  Read  till  eight — went 
out. 

«  January  18th,  1821. 

ti  To-day,  the  post  arriving  late,  did  not  ride.  Read 
letters — only  two  gazettes,  instead  of  twelve  now  due. 
Made  Lega  write  to  that  negligent  Galignani,  and  added 
a  postscript.     Dined. 

«  At  eight  proposed  to  go  out.     Lega  came  in  with  a 
letter  about  a  bill  unpaid  at  Venice,  which  I  thought . 
paid  months  ago.  I  flew  into  a  paroxysm  of  rage,  which 
almost  made  me  faint.     I  have  not  been  well  ever  since. 
I  deserve  it  for  being  such  a  fool — but  it  was  provoking 
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— a  set  of  scoundrels !  It  is,  h  o  v^ever,  but  fiVe-and-twenty 
pounds. 

•January  19th,  183 1. 

(iRode.  Winter's  wind  soraewhat  more  unkind  than 
ingratitude  itself,  though  Shakspeare  says  otherwise. 
At  least,  I  am  so  much  more  accustomed  to  meet  with 
ingi^titude  than  the  north  wind,  that  I  thought  the 
latter  the  sharper  of  the  two.  I  had  met  with  both  in 
the  course  of  the  twenty-four  hours,  so  could  judge. 

M Thought  of  a  plan  of  education  for  my  daughter 
Allegra,  who  ought  to  begin  soon  with  her  studies. 
Wrote  a  letter — afterwards  a  postscript.  Rather  in  low 
spirits — certainly  hippish — liver  touched — will  take  a 
dose  of  salts. 

u  I  have  been  reading  the  Life,  by  himself  and  daugh- 
ter, of  Mr  R.  L.  Edgeworth,  the  father  of  theMiss  Edge- 
worth.  It  is  altogether  a  great  name.  In  181 3,  I  re» 
collect  to  have  met  them  in  the  fashionable  world  of 
London  (of  which  I  then  formed  an  item,  a  fraction,  the 
segment  of  a  circle,  the  unit  of  a  million,  the  nothing  of 
something)  in  the  assemblies  of  the  hour,  and  at  a 
breakfast  of  Sir  Humphry  and  Lady.  Davy's,  to  which  I 
was  invited  for  the  nonce.  I  had  been  the  lion  of  i8ia; 
Miss  Edgeworth  and  Madame  de  Stael,  with  Hhe  Cos- 
sack,'towards  the  end  of  18 13,  were  the  exhibitions  of 
the  succeeding  year. 

u  I  thought  Edgeworth  a  fine  old  fellow,  of  a  clarety, 
elderly,  red  complexion,  but  active,  brisk,  and  endless. 
He  was  seventy,  but  did  not  look  fifty — no,  nor  forty- 
eight  even.  I  had  seen  poor  Fitzpatrick  not  very  long 
before — a  man  of  pleasure,  wit,  eloquence,  all  things. 
He  tottered— but  still  talked  like  a  gentleman,  though 
feebly.     Edgeworth  bounced  about,  and  talked  loud 
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and  long;  but  lie  seemed  neither  weakly  nor  decrepit, 
and  hardly  old. 

u  He  began  by  telling  '  that  he  had  given  Dr  Parr  a 
dressing,  who  had  taken  him  for  an  Irish  bog-trotter,' 
etc.  etc.  Now  I,  who  know  Dr  Parr,  and  who  know 
(not  by  experience — for  I  never  should  have  presumed 
so  far  as  to  contend  with  him — but  by  hearing  him  with 
others,  and  of  others)  that  it  is  not  so  easy  a  matter  to 
'  dress  him,^  thought  Mr  Edgeworth  an  asserter  of  what 
was  not  true.  He  could  not  have  stood  before  Parr  an 
instant.  For  the  rest,  he  seemed  intelligent,  vehement, 
vivacious,  and  full  of  life.  He  bids  fair  for  a  hundred 
years. 

u  He  was  not  much  admired  in  London,  and  I  remem- 
ber a  *  ryghte  merrie'  and  conceited  jest  which  was  rife 
among  the  gallants  of  the  day, — viz.  a  paper  had  been 
presented  for  the  recall  of  Mrs  Siddons  to  the  stage  (fibe 
having  lately  taken  leave,  to  the  loss  of  ages, — for  no- 
thing ever  was,  or  can  be,  like  her),  to  which  all  men 
had  been  called  to  subscribe.  Whereupon,  Thomas 
Moore,  of  profane  and  poetical  memory,  did  propose 
that  a  similar  paper  should  be  5^^6scribed  and  circum- 
scribed 'for  the  regall  of  Mr  Edgeworth  to  Ireland.*' 

«The  fact  was — every  body  cared  more  about  her. 
She  was  a  nice  little  unassuming  '  Jeanie  Deans-looking 
bodie,'  as  we  Scotch  say — and,  if  not  handsome,  cer- 
tainly not  ill-looking.  Her  conversation  was  as  quiet 
as  herself.  One  would  never  have  guessed  she  could 
write  her  name  ;  whereas  her  father  talked,  not  as  if  he 
could  write  nothing  else,  but  as  if  nothing  else  was  worth 
writing. 

<  In  this,  I  rather  think  he  was  misinformed; — ^whate-ver  merit  thtre 
maybe  in  the  jest,  I  have  not,  as  far  as  I  can  recollect,  the  slightest  daim 
to  it. 
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u  As  for  Mrs  Edgeworth,  I  forget — except  that  I  think 
she  was  the  youngest  of  the  party.  Altogether,  they 
were  an  excellent  cage  of  the  kind ;  and  succeeded  for 
two  months,  till  the  landing  of  Madame  de  9tael. 

a  To  turn  from  them  to  their  works,  I  admire  them; 
but  they  excite  no  feeling,  and  they  leave  no  love — ex- 
cept for  some  Irish  steward  or  postilion.  However,  the 
impression  of  intellect  and  prudence  is  profound — and 
may  be  useful. 

•  January  20tb,  1821. 

a  Bode — fited  pistols.  Read  from  Grimm's  Corres- 
pondence. Dined — went  out — heard  music — returned 
— wrote  a  letter  to  the  Lord  Chamberlain  to  request  him 
to  prevent  the  theatres  from  representing  the  Doge, 
which  the  Italian  papers  say  that  they  are  going  to  act. 
This  is  pretty  work—what !  without  asking  my  consent, 
and  even  in  opposition  to  it! 

•  January  a  I  St,  1821. 

((Fine,  clear  frosty  day— that  is  to  say,  an  Italian 
frost,  for  their  winters  hardly  get  beyond  snow;  for  * 
which  reason  nobody  knows  how  to  skate  (or  skait) — a 
Dutch  and  English  accomplishment.  Rode  out,  as  usual, 
and  fired  pistols.   Good  shooting — broke  four  common, 
and  rather  small,  bottles,  in  four  shots,  at  fourteen  paces, 
with  a  common  pair  of  pistols  and  indifferent  powder. 
Almost  as  good  wafering  or  shooting — considering  the 
difference  of  powder  and  pistols — as  when,  in  1809, 
1810,  1811,  181a,  i8i3,  i8i4,  it  was  my  luck  to  split 
walking-sticks,  wafers,  half-crowns,  shillings,  and  even 
the  eye  of  a  walking-stick,  at  twelve  paces,  with  a  single 
bullet — and  all  by  eye  and  calculation ;  for  my  hand  is 
not  steady,  and  apt  to  change  with  the  very  weather. 
To  the  prowess  which  I  here  note,  Joe  ManlOTL  ^ivdi 
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Others  can  bear  testimony; — for  the  former  taught,  and 
the  latter  has  seen  me  do,  these  feats. 

•c  Dined — visited- — came  home — read.  Remarked  on 
an  anecdote  in  Grimm's  Correspondence,  which  sayi 
that  'Regnard  et  la  pluparLdes  poetes  comiques  etaient 
gens  bilieux  et  m^ancoliques;  et  que  M.  de  Voltaire, 
qui  est  tres  gai,n'a  jamais  fait  que  des  trag^ies — et  que 
la  comedie  gaie  est  le  seul  genre  oil  il  n'ait  point  reussi. 
G'est  que  celui  qui  rit  et  celui  qui  fait  rire  sont  deux 
hommes  fort  differens.' — Vol.  VI. 

i(  At  this  moment  I  feel  as  bilious  as  the  best  comic 
writer  of  them  all  (even  as  Regnard  himself,  the  next  to 
Moliere,  who  has  written  some  of  the  best  comedies  in 
any  language,  and  who  is  supposed  to  have  committed 
suicide),and  am  not  in  spirits  to  continue  my  proposed 
tragedy  of  Sardanapalus,  which  I  have,  for  some  days, 
ceased  to  compose. 

«  To-morrow  is  my  birthday — that  is  to  say,  at  twelve 
o'  the  clock,  midnight,  i.  e.  in  twelve  minutes,  I  shall 
have  completed  thirty  and  three  years  of  age! ! ! — and  I 
go  to  my  bed  with  a  heaviness  of  heart  at  having  lived 
so  long,  and  to  so  little  purpose. 

« It  is  three  minutes  past  twelve. — ''T  is  the  middle  of 
night  by  the  castle  clock,'  and  I  am  now  thirty-three! 

Eheu,  f ugaces,  Posdiume,  Posthame, 
Labuntur  anni ; — 

but  I  don't  regret  them  so  much  for  what  I  have  done, 
as  for  what  I  might  have  done. 

Through  life's  road,  so  dim  and  dirty, 
I  have  dra(^*d  to  three -and-thirty. 
"What  have  diese  years  left  to  me? 
Nothing—- except  thirty-three. 


A.  D.  iSai 
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«  January  32(1,  i8ai. 


ran. 

HereUei 


interred  in  tbe  Eternitj 

of  the  Put 

from  whence  there  b  no 

Resnnrectioo 

for  the  Daya— whatever  there  may  be 

for  the  Doit— 

the  Thirty-Third  Year 

of  an  ill-ipent  Life, 

Which.after 

a  lingering:  disease  of  many  months, 

soak  into  a  lethargy, 

and  expired, 

January  2M,  1831,  A.  D. 

LeaTing  a  saccessor 

Inconsolable 

for  the  Tery  loss  which 

occasioned  its 

Existence. 


«  January  33d,  i8ai. 

«  Fine  day.  Read — rode— fired  pistols,  and  returned. 
Dined — read.  Went  out  at  eig;ht — made  the  usual  visit. 
Heard  of  nothing^but  war, — 'the  cry  is  still.  They  come.' 
The  Car».  seem  to  have  no  plan — nothing  fixed  among 
themselves,  how,  when,  or  what  to  do.  In  that  case, 
they  will  make  nothing  of  this  project,  so  often  post- 
poned, and  never  put  in  action. 

t(  Game  home,  and  gave  some  necessary  orders,  in 
case  of  circumstances  requiring  a  change  of  place.  I 
shall  act  according  to  what  may  seem  proper,  when  I 
hear  decidedly  what  the  Barbarians  mean  to  do.  At 
present,  they  are  building  a  bridge  of  boats  over  the  Po, 
which  looks  very  warlike.  A  few  days  will  probably 
show.  I  think  of  retiring  towards  Ancona,  nearer  the 
northern  frontier;  that  is  to  say,  if  Teresa  and^iet  iaiSaftt 
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are  obliged  to  retire,  which  is  most  likely,  as  all  the  fa- 
,mily  are  Liberals.  IF  not,  I  shall  stay.  But  my  move- 
ments will  depend  upon  the  lady's  wishes, — for  myself, 
it  is  much  the  same. 

ul  am  somewhat  puzzled  what  to  do  T\ith  my  little 
daughter,  and  my  effects,  which  are  of  some  quantity 
and  value, — and  neither  of  them  do  in  the  seat  of  war, 
where  I  think  of  going.  But  there  is  an  elderly  lady 
who  will  take  charge  of  /ter,  and  T.  says  that  the  Mar- 
chese  G.  will  undertake  to  hold  the  chattels  in  safe  keep- 
ing. Half  the  city  are  getting  their  affairs  in  marching 
trim.  A  pretty  Carnival!  The  blackguards  might 
as  well  have  waited  till  Lent. 

«  January  a4tli,  1 8a  I . 

«  Returned — met  some  masques  in  the  Corso — *  Vive 
la  bagatelle  !' — the  Germans  are  on  the  Po,  the  Barba- 
rians at  the  gate,  and  their  masters  in  council  at  Leybach 
(or  whatever  the  eructation  of  the  sound  may  syllable 
into  a  human  pronunciation),  and  lo!  they  dance  and 
sing,  and  make  merry,  '  for  to-morrow  they  may  die.' 
Who  can  say  that  the  Arlequins  are  not  right?  Like  the 
Lady  Baussiere,  and  my  old  friend  Burton— I  'rode  on.' 

« Dined— (damn  this  pen!) — beef  tough — there  is  no 
beef  in  Italy  worth  a  curse;  unless  a  man  could  eat  an 
old  ox  with  the  hide  on,  singed  in  the  sun. 

u  The  principal  persons  in  the  events  which  may  occur 
in  a  few  days  are  gone  out  on  a  shooting  party.  If  it 
were  like  a  'highland  hunting,'  a  pretext  of  the  chase 
for. a  grand  reunion  of  counsellors  and  chiefs,  it  would 
be  all  very  well.  But  it  is  nothing  more  or  less  than  a 
real  snivelling,  popping,  small-shot,  water-hen  waste 
of  powder,  ammunition,  and  shot,  for  their  own  spe- 
cial amusement : — a  rare  set  of  fellows  for  *a  man  to 
risk  his  neck  with,'  as  'Marishal  Wells' says  in  the  Black 
Dwarf. 
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u  If  they  gather, — 'whilk  is  to  be  doubted,'-— they  will 
not  muster  a  thousand  mf  n.  The  reason  of  this  is,  that 
the  populace  are  not  interested, — only  the  higher  and 
middle  orders.  I  wish  that  the  peasantry  were  :  they 
are  a  fine  .savage  rdce  of  two-legged  leopards.  But  the 
BologneseHon't — the  Romagnuoles  can't  without  them. 
Or,  if  they  try — what  then?  They  will  try,  and  man  can 
do  no  more — dnd,  if  he  would  but  try  his  utmost,  much 
might  be  done.  The  Dutch,  for  instance,  against  the 
Spaniards — then,  the  tyrants  of  Europe — since,  the  slaves 
— and,  lately,  the  freedmen. 

u  The  year  1820  was  not  a  fortunate  one  for  the  indi- 
vidual me,  whatever  it  may  be  for  the  nations*  I  lost 
a  lawsuit,  after  two  decisions  in  my  favour.  The  pro- 
ject of  lending  money  on  an  Irish  mortgage  was  finally 
rejected  by  my  wife's  trustee,  after  a  yeai's  hope  and 
trouble.  The  Rochdale  lawsuit  had  endured  Bfteen 
years,  and  always  prospered  till  I  married ;  since  which, 
every  thing  has  gone  wrong — with  nie,  at  least. 

uln  the  same  year,  1820,  the  Countess  T.  G.  nata  Ga. 
G'.,  in  despite  of  all  I  said  and  did  to  prevent  it,  would 
separate  from  her  husband,  II  Cavalier  Commendatore 
Gi.,  etc.  etc.  etc.,  and  all  on  the  account  of  '  P.  P.  clerk 
of  this  parish.'  The  other  little  petty  vexations  of  the 
year — overturns  in  carriages — the  murder  of  people  be- 
fore one's  door,  and  dying  in  one's  beds — the  cramp  in 
swimming — colics — indigestions  and  bilious  attacks, 
etc.  etc.  etc. — 

Many  small  articles  make  np  a  sum, 
And  hey  ho  for  Caleb  Quotem,  oh! 

«  January  a5th,  i8ai. 
a  Received  a  letter  from  Lord  S.  O.  state  secretary  of 
the  Seven  Islands-^a  fine  fellow— <ilever — dished  in  En- 
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gland  five  years  ago,  and  came  abroad  to  retrench  and 
to  renew.  He  wrote  from  Ancona,  in  his  way  back  to 
Corfu,  on  some  matters  of  our  own.  He  is  son  of  the 
late  Duke  of  L.  by  a  second  marriage.  He  wants  me  to 
go  to  Corfu.     Why  not? — perhaps  I  may,  next  spring. 

ii  Answered  Murray's  letter — read  — loungra.  Scrawl- 
ed this  additional  page  of  life's  log-book.  One  day  more 
is  over  of  it,  and  of  me ;  — ^  but  '  which  is  best,  life  or 
death,  the  gods  only  know,'  as  Socrates  said  to  his 
judges,  on  the  breaking  up  of  the  tribunal.  Two  thou- 
sand years  since  that  sage's  declaration  of  ignorance 
have  not  enlightened  us  more  upon  this  important 
point;  for,  according  to  the  Christian  dispensation,  no 
one  can  know  whether  he  is  sure  of  salvation — even  the 
most  righteous — since  a  single  slip  of  faith  may  throw 
him  on  his  back,  like  a  skaiter,  while  gliding  smoothly, 
to  his  paradise.  New,  therefore,  whatever  the  cer- 
tainty of  faith  in  the  facts  n^ay  be,  the  certainty  of  the 
individual  as  to  his  happiness  or  misery  is  no  greater 
than  it  was  under  Jupiter. 

u  It  has  been  said  that  the  immortality  of  the  soul  is 
a  '  grand  peut-etre' — but  still  it  is  a  grand  one.  Every 
body  clings  to  it — the  stupidest,  and  dullest,  and  wick- 
edest of  human  bipeds  is  still  persuaded  that  he  is  im- 
mortal. 

«  January  a6th,  1821. 

«  Fine  day — a  few  mares' tails  portending  change,  but 
the  sky  clear,  upon  the  whole.  Rode — fired  pistols — 
good  shooting.  Coming  back,  met  an  old  man.  Cha- 
rity—  purchased  a  shilling's  worth  of  salvation.  If  that 
was  to  be  bought,  I  have  given  more  to  my  fellow-crea- 
tures in  this  life — sometimes  for  vice,  but,  if  not  more 
ofien^  at  least  more  considerably,  for  virtue — than  I  now 
possess.  I  never  in  my  life  gave  a  mistress  so  much  as 
I  have  sometimes  given  a  poor  maTv  \w  honest  distress; 
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— but  no  matter.  The  scoundrels  who  have  all  along 
persecuted  me  (with  the  help  of  *  *  who  has  crowned 
their  efforts)  will  triumph; — and,  when  justice  is  done 
to  me,  it  will  be  when  this  hand  that  writes  is  as  cold  as 
the  hearts  which  have  stung  me. 

tt  Returning,  on  the  bridge  near  the  mill,  met  an  old 
woman.  I  asked  her  age — she  said, '  Tre  crocU  I  asked 
my  groom  (though  myself  a  degsnt  Italian)  what 
the  devil  her  three  crosses  meant.  He  said,  ninety 
years,  and  that  she  had  five  years  more  to  boot!!  I 
repeated  the  same  three  times,  not  to  mistake  — 
ninety-five  years ! ! ! — and  she  was  yet  rather  active  — 
heard  my  question,  for  she  answered  it  —  saw  me,  for 
she  advanced  towards  me;  and  did  not  appear  at  all 
decrepit,  though  certainly  touched  with  years.  Told 
her  to  come  to-morrow,  and  will  examine  her  myself. 
I  love  phenomena.  If  she  is  ninety-five  years  old,  she 
must  recollect  theCardinalAlberoni,  who  wasl^atehere. 

tt  On  dismounting,  found  Lieutenant  E.  just  arrived 
from  Faenza.  Invited  him  to  dine  with  me  to-morrow. 
Did  not  invite  him  for  to-day,  because  there  was  a  small 
turbot  (Friday,  fast  regularly  and  religiously)  which  I 
wanted  to  eat  all  myself.     Ate  it. 

u  Went  out — found  T.  as  usual — music.  The  gen- 
tlemen, who  make  revolutions  and  are  gone  on  a  shoot-^ 
ing,  are  not  yet  returned.  They  don't  return  till  Sun- 
day— that  is  to  say,  they  have  beeif  out  for  five  days, 
buffooning,  while  the  interests  of  a  whole  country  are 
at  stake,  ai^d  even  they  themselves  compromised. 

tt  It  is  a  difficult  part  to  play  amongst  such  a  set  of 
assassins  and  blockheads — but,  when  the  scum  is  skin>- 
med  off,  or  has  boiled  over,  good  may  come  of  it.  If 
this  country  could  but  be  freed,  what  would  be  too 
great  for  the  accomplishment  of  that  desire  ?  for  the 
extinction  of  that  Si^fa  of  Ages?    Letushofe.    T\\^^ 
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have  hoped  these  thousand  years.  The  very  revolve- 
ment of  the  chances  may  bring  it  —  it  is  upon  the  dice, 
a  If  the  Neapolitans  have  but  a  singple  Massaniello 
amongst  them,  they  will  beat  the  bloody  butchers  of  the 
crown  and  sabre.  Holland,  in  worse  circumstances, 
beat  the  Spains  and  Philips ;  America  beat  the  English ; 
Greece  beat  Xerxes ;  and  France  beat  Europe,  till  she 
took  a  tyrant;  Sout]^  America  beats  her  old  vultures  out 
of  their  nest ;  and,  if  these  men  are  but  firm  in  them- 
selves, there  is  nothing  to  shake  them  from  without. 

«  January  28th,  1821. 

u  Lugano  Gazette  did  not  come.  Letters  from  Venice. 
It  appears  that  the  Austrian  brutes  have  seized  my  three 
or  four  pounds  of  English  powder.  The  scoundrels!-" 
I  hope  to  pay  them  in  ball  for  that  powder.  Rode  out 
till  twilight. 

u  Pondered  the  subjects  of  four  tragedies  to  be  writ- 
ten (life  and  circumstances  permitting),  to  wit,  Sardana- 
palus,  already  begun ;  Cain,  a  metaphysical  subject, 
something  in  the  style  of  Manfred,  but  in  five  acls^ 
perhaps,  with  the  chorus;  Francesca  of  Rimini,  in  five 
acts ;  and  I  am  not  sure  that  I  would  not  try  Tiberius. 
I  think  that  I  could  extract  a  something,  of  my  tragic,  at 
least,  out  of  the  gloomy  sequestration  and  old  age  of  the 
tyrant,  and evenoutofhissojournatGaprea,by softening 
the  details,  and  exhibiting  the  despair  which  must  have 
led  to  those  very  vicious  pleasures.  For  none  but  a  power- 
ful and  gloomy  mind  overthrown  would  have  had  re- 
course to  such  solitary  horrors, — being  also,  at  the  same 
time,  old,  and  the  master  of  the  world. 

a  Memoranda, 

«  AVhal  is  poetry? — The  feeling  of  a  former  world  and 
Future. 


A.  D.  i8ai.  LIFE  OF  LORD  BTRON.  4^ 

u  Thought  Second, 
u  Why,  at  the  very  height  of  desire  and  human  plea- 
sure,— worldly,  social,  amorous,  ambitious,  or  even 
avaricious, — does  there  mingle  a  certain  sense  of  doubt 
and  sorrow — a  fear  of  what  is  to  come — a  doubt  of  what 
is — a  retrospect  to  the  past,  leading  to  a  prognostication 
of  the  future.  (The  best  of  Prophets  of  the  future  is  the 
Past.)  Why  is  this  ?  or  these  ? — I  know  not,  except  that 
on  a  pinnacle  we  are  most  susceptible  of  giddiness,  and 
that  we  never  fear  falling  except  from  a  precipice — the 
higher,  the  more  awful,  and  the  more  sublime;  and, 
therefore,  I  am  not  sure  that  Fear  is  not  a  pleasurable 
sensation ;  at  least,  Hope  is ;  and  what  Hope  is  there 
without  a  deep  leaven  of  Fear?  and  what  sensatioA  is  so 
delightful  as  Hope?  and,  if  it  were  not  for  Hope,  where 
woidd  the  Future  be  ? — in  hell.  It  is  useless  to  say  where 
the  Present  is,  for  most  of  us  know ;  and  as  for  the  Past, 
what  predominates  in  memory  ? — Hope  bajfled.  Ergo, 
in  all  human  affairs,  it  is  Hope — Hope — Hope.  I  al- 
low sixteen  minutes,  though  I  never  counted*  them,  to 
any  given  or  supposed  possession.  From  whatever 
place  we  commence,  we  know  where  it  all  must  end. 
And  yet,  what  good  is  there  in  knowing  it?  It  does  not 
make  men  better  or  wiser.  During  the  greatest  hor- 
rors of  the  greatest  plagues  (Athens  and  Florence,  for 
example — see  Thucydides  and  Machiavelli),  men  were 
more  cruel  and  profligate  than  ever.  It  is  all  a  mystery. 
I  feel  most  things,  but  I  know  nothing,  except       -— 


t  Thai  marked,  witli  impatient  strokes  of  the  pen,  by  himself  in  the 
original. 


I 
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a  Thought  for  a  speech  of  Lucifer,  in  the  tmgedy  of 
Cain :  — 

Were  Death  an  evil,  would  /let  thee  live? 
Fool !  live  as  I  live — as  tby  father  liTes, 
AdcI  thy  son's  sons  shall  tive  for  eTermore. 

«  Past  midnight.     One  o*  the  dock. 

«  I  have  been  reading  W.  F.  S  *  *  (brother  to  the 
other  of  the  name)  till  now,  and  I  can  make  out  nothing. 
He  evidently  shows  a  great  power  of  words,  but  there  is 
nothing  to  be  taken  hold  of.  He  is  like  Hazlitt,  in 
English,  who  talks  pimples — a  red  and  white  corruption 
rising  up  (in  little  imitation  of  mountains  upon  maps), 
but  containing  nothing,  and  discharging  nothing,  ex- 
cept their  own  humours. 

u  I  dislike  him  the  worse  (that  is,  S  *  ^),  because  he 
always  seems  upon  the  verge  of  meaning;  and,  lo,  he 
goes  down  like  sunset,  or  melts  like  a  rainbow,  leaving 
a  rather  rich  confusion, — to  which,  however,  the  above 
comparisons  do  too  much  honour. 

«  Continuing  to  read  Mr  F.  S  *  *.  He  is  not  such  a 
fool  as  I  took  him  for,  that  is  to  say,  when  he  speaks 
of  the  North.  But  still  he  speaks  of  things  all  over 
the  world  with  a  kind  of  authority  that  a  philoso- 
pher would  disdain,  and  a  man  of  common  sense, 
feeling,  and  knowledge  of  his  own  ignorance,  would  be 
ashamed  of.  The  man  is  evidently  wanting  to  make  an 
impression,  like  his  brother,  —  or  like  George  in  the 
Vicar  of  Wakefield,  who  found  out  that  all  the  good 
things  had  been  said  already  on  the  right  side,  and 
therefore  'dressed  up  some  paradoxes'  upon  the  wrong 
side — ingenious,  but  false,  as  he  himself  says — to  which 
'  the  learned  world  said  nothing,  nothing  at  all,  sir.' 
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The  ^learned  world,'  however,  has  said  something  to  the 
brothers  S  *  *. 

u  It  is  high  time  to  think  of  something  else.  What 
they  say  of  the  antiquities  of  the  North  is  best. 

«  January  29d^  1821. 

u  Yesterday  the  woman  of  ninety-five  years  of  age  was 
with  me.  She  said  her  eldest  son  (if  now  alive)  would 
have  been  seventy.  She  is  thin — shorty  but  active — 
hears,  and  sees,  and  talks  incessantly.  Several  teeth 
left — all  in  the  lower  jaw,  and  single  front  teeth.  She 
is  very  deeply  wrinkled,  and  has  a  sort  of  scattered  gray 
beard  over  her  chin,  at  least  as  long  as  my  mustathios. 
Her  head,  in  fact,  resembles  the  drawing  in  crayons  of 
Pope  the  poet's  mother,  which  is  in  some  editions  of  his 
works.  t 

« I  forgot  to  ask  her  if  she  remembered  Alberoni  (le- 
gate here),  but  will  ask  her  next  time.  Gave  her  a  louis 
— ordered  her  a  new  suit  of  clothes,  and  put  her  upon  a 
weekly  pension.  Till  now,  she  had  worked  a  t  gathering 
wood  and  pine-nuts  in  the  forest, — pretty  work  at 
ninetyt^ve  years  old !  She  had  af  dozen  children,  of 
whom  some  are  alive.  Her  ^name  is  Maria  Monta- 
nari. 

tt  Met  a  company  of  the  sect  (a  kind  of  Liberal  Club) 
called  the '  America ni'  in  the  forest,  all  armed,  and  sing- 
ing, with  all  their  might,  in  Romagnuole— ^  Sem  tutti 
soldat*  per  la  liberta'  ('  we  are  all  soldiers  for  liberty'). 
They  cheered  me  as  I  passed — I  returned  their  salute, 
and  rode  on.  This  may  show  the  spirit  of  Italy  at  pre-* 
sent. 

a  My  to-day's  journal  consists  of  what  I  omitted  yes* 
terday.  To-day  was  much  as  usual.  Have  rather  a 
better  opinion  of  the  writings  of  the  Schlegels  than  I  had 
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four-and-twenty  hours  ago;  and  will  amend  it  still 
farther,  if  possible. 

(( They  say  that  the  Piedmontese  have  at  length  risen 

— ca  iral 

* 

a  Read  S  *  *.  Of  Dante  he  says  that '  at  no  time  has 
the  greatest  and  most  national  of  all  Italian  poets  ever 
been  much  the  favourite  of  his  countrymen .'  T  is  false ! 
There  have  been  more  editors  and  commentators  (and 
imitators,  ultimately)  of  Dante,  than  of  all  their  poets 
put  together.  Not  a  favourite !  AVhy,  they  talk  Dante 
— write  Dante— and  think  and  dream  Dante  at  this 
moment  (i  821)  to  an  excess,  which  would  be  ridiculous, 
but  that  he  deserves  it. 

u  In  the  same  style  this  German  talks  of  gondolas  on 
the  Arno — a  precious  fellow  to  dare  to  speak  of  Italy ! 

tt  He  says  also  that  Dante's  chief  defect  is  a  want,  in  a 
word,  of  gentle  feelings.  Of  gentle  feelings! — and 
Francesca  of  Rimini — and  the  father's  feelings  in  Ugo- 
lino — and  Beatrice — and  '  La  Pia!'  Why  there  is  a 
gentleness  in  Dante  beyond  all  gentleness,  when  he  is 
tender.  It  is  true  that,  treating  of  the  Christian  Hades, 
or  Hell,  there  is  not  much  scope  or  site  for  gentletiess — 
but  who  but  Dante  could  have  introduced  any  '  gentle- 
ness' at  all  into  Hell?  Is  there  any  in  Milton's?  No — 
and  Dante's  Heaven  is  all  love,  and  glory  and  majesty. 

« I  o'clock. 

u  I  have  found  out,  however,  where  the  German  is 
right — it  is  about  the  Vicar  of  Wakefield.  '  Of  all  ro- 
mances in  miniature  (and,  perhaps,  this  is  the  best  shape 
in  which  romance  can  appear),  the  Vicar  of  Wakefield 
is,  1  think,  the  most  exquisite.'  He  thinks! — he  might 
be  sure.    But  it  is  very  well  for  a  S  *  *.    I  feel  sleepy. 
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and  may  as  well  get  me  to  bed.     To-morrow  there  will 
be  fine  weather. 

Tmst  on,  and  think  to-morrow  will  repay. 

«  January  3oth,  i8ai. 

a  The  Count  P.  G.  this  evening  (by  commission  from 
the  Ci.)  transmitted  to  me  the  new  words  for  tlie  next 
six  months.  *  *  *  and***.  The  new  sacred  word  is  ***. 
— The  reply — the  rejoinder  *  *  *.  The  former  word 
(now  changed)  was  *  ** — there  is  also  **  * — *  *  *.' 
Things  seeqi.  fast  coming  to  a  crisis — ca  ira  ! 

a  We  talked  over  various  matters  of  moment  and 
movement.  These  I  omit ; — if  they  come,  to  any  thing, 
they  will  speak  for  themselves.  After  these,  we  spoke 
of  Kosciusko.  Count  R.  G.told  me  that  he  has  seen  the 
Polish  officers  in  the  Italian  war  burst  into  tears  on 
hearing  his  name. 

u  Something  must  be  up  in  Piedmont — all  the  letters 
and  papers  are  stopped.  Nobody  knows  any  thing,  and 
the  Germans  are  concentrating  near  Mantua.  Of  the 
decision  of  Leybach,  nothing  is  known.  This  state  of 
things  cannot  last  long.  The  ferment  in  men^s  minds 
at  present  cannot  be  conceived  without  seeing  it. 

«  January  3 1  St,  i8ai. 
i(  For  several  days  I  have  not  written  any  thing  except 
a  few  answers  to  letters.  In  momentary  expectation  of 
an  explosion  of  some  kind,  it  is  not  easy  to  settle  down 
to  the  desk  for  the  higher  kinds  of  composition.  I  could 
do  it,  to  be  sure,  for,  last  summer,  I  wrote  my  drama  in 
the  very  bustle  of  Madame  la  Contesse  G.'s  divorce,  and 

*  In  the  original  MS.  these  watch-iirordt  are  bloitedf  over  so  as  to  be 
illegible. 
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all  its  process  of  accompaolnients.  At  the  same  tiiiu*,  I 
also  had  the  news  of  the  loss  of  an  important  lawsuit  in 
Eng^land.  But  these  were  only  private  and  personal 
business ;  the  present  is  of  a  different  nature. 

a  I  suppose  it  is  this,  htit  have  some  suspicion  that  it 
may  be  laziness,  which  prevents  me  from  writing ;  espe- 
cially as  Rochefoucault  says  that '  laziness  often  masters 
them  air — speaking  of  the  passions.  If  this  were  true, 
it  could  hardly  be  said  that  '  idleness  is  the  root  of  all 
evil,'  since  this  is  supposed  to  spring  from  the  passions 
only  :  ergo,  that  which  masters  all  thepassipns  (laziness, 
to  wit)  would  in  so  much  be  a  good.     Who  knows? 

«  IVf  Id  night. 

u  I  have  been  reading  Grimm*s  Correspondence.  He 
repeats  frequently,  in  speaking  of  a  poet,  or  of  a  man  of 
genius  in  any  department,  even  in  music  (Gretry,  for 
instance),  that  he  must  have '  une  amequi  se  tourmente, 
tin  esprit  violent.'  How  far  this  may  be  true,  I  know 
not;  but  if  it  were,  I  should  be  a  poet  '  per  eccellenza;' 
for  I  have  always  had  '  une  ame,'  which  not  only  tor- 
mented itself, but  everybody  else  in  contact  with  it;  and 
an  '  esprit  violent,'  which  has  almost  left  me  without 
any  '  esprit'  at  all.  As  to  defining  what  a  poet  should 
be,  it  is  not  worth  while,  for  what  are  they  worth  ?  what 
have  they  done? 

a  Grimm,  however,  is  an  excellent  critic  and  literary 
historian.  His  Correspondence  form  the  annals  of  the 
literary  part  of  that  age  of  France,  with  much  of  her 
politics,  and,  still  more,  of  h«r '  way  of  life.'  He  is  as 
valuable,  and  far  more  entertaining  than  Muratori  or 
Tiraboschi — i  had  almost  said,  than  Guinguen^ — but 
there  wc  should  pause.  However,  't  is  a  great  man  in  its 
J/nc. 
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u  Monsieur  St  Lambert  has 

Et  lorsqu  ^  ses  regards  la  lumi^re  est  ravie, 
n  n*a  plos,  en  mourant,  k  perdre  que  la  vie. 

This  is,  word  for  word,  Thomson's 

And  dying,  all  we  can  resign  is  breatli, 

without  the  smallest  acknowledgment  from  the  Lorrai- 
ner  of  a  poet.  M.  St  Lambert  is  dead  as  a  man,  and 
(for  any  thing  I  know  to  the  contrary)  damned,  as  a  poet, 
by  this  time.  However,  his  Seasons  have  good  things, 
and,  it  may  be,  some  of  his  own. 

•  February  ad,  i8ai. 

u  I  have  been  considering  what  can  be  the  reason  why 
I  always  wake,  at  a  certain  hour  in  the  morning,  and 
always  in  very  bad  spirits — I  may  say,  in  actual  despair 
and  despondency,  in  all  res/)ects — even  of  that  whicli 
pleased  me  over  night.  In  about  an  hour  or  two,  this 
goes  off,  and  I  compose  either  to  sleep  again,  or,  at 
least,  to  quiet.  In  England,  five  years  ago,  I  had  the 
same  kind  of  hypochondria,  but  accompanied  with  so 
violent  a  thirst  tliat  I  have  drank  as  many  as  fifteen 
bottles  of  soda-water  in  one  night,  after  going  to  bed, 
and  been  still  thirsty — calculating,  however,  s6mcIost 
from  the  bursting  out  and  effervescence  and  overflowing 
of  the  soda-water,  in  drawing  the  corks,  or  striking  off 
the  necks  of  the  bottles  from  mere  thirsty  impatience. 
At  present,  I  have  not  the  thirst;  but  the  depression  of 
spirits  is  no  less  violent. 

a  I  read  in  Edgeworth's  Memoirs  of  something  similar 
(except  that  his  thirst  expended  itself  on  small  beer)  in 
the  case  of  Sir  F.  B.  Delaval; — but  then  he  was,  at  least, 
twenty  years  older.  What  is  it? — liver?  In  England, 
Le  Man  (the  apothecary)  cured  me  of  the  thirst  mliViTe^ 
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days,  and  it  had  lasted  as  many  years.  I  suppose  that 
it  is  all  hypochondria. 

a  What  I  feel  most  growing  upon  me  are  laziness,  and 
a  disrelish  more  powerful  than  indifference.  If  I 
rouse,  it  is  into  fury.  I  presume  that  I  shall  end  (if 
not  earlier  hy  accident,  or  some  such  termination)  like 
Swift — ^dying  at  top.'  I  confess  I  do  not  contemplate 
this  with  so  much  horror  as  he  apparently  did  for  some 
years  before  it  happened.  But  Swift  had  hardly  begun 
life  at  the  very  period  (thirty-three)  when  I  feel  quite 
an  old  sort  of  feel. 

«  Oh !  there  is  an  organ  playing  in  the  street — a  waltz, 
too!  I  must  leave  off  to  listen.  They  are  playing  a 
'\9raltz,  which  I  have  heard  ten  thousand  times  at  tlie 
balls  in  London,  between  1812  and  181 5.  Music  is  a 
strange  thing.* 

.«  February  5th,  1821. 

«  M  last,  '  the  kiln  m  a  low.'  The  Germans  are 
ordered  to  march,  and  Italy  is,  for  the  ten  thousandth 
time,  to  become  a  field  of  battle.  Last  night  the  news 
came. 

(( This  afternoon,  Count  P.  G.  came  to  me  to  consult 
upon  divers  matters.  We  rode  out  together.  They 
have  sent  off  to  the  C.  for  orders.  To-morrow  the 
decision  ought  to  arrive,  and  then  something  will  be 
done.  Returned — dined — read — went  out — talked  over 
matters.  Made  a  purchase  of  some  arms  for  the  new 
inroUed  Americani,  who  are  all  on  tiptoe  to  march. 

•  In  this  little  incident  of  the  matic  in  the  streets  thas  teaching  so 

suddenly  upon  the  nerve  of  memory,  and  calling  away  his  mind  from  its 

dark  bodings  to  a  recollection  of  years  and  scenes  the  happiest,  perhaps, 

of  his  whole  life,  there  is  something  that  appears  to  me  peculiarly 

s/feetiaff. 
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Gave  orders  for  some  harness  and  portmanteaus  neces- 
sary for  the  horses. 

u  Read  some  of  Bowles's  dispute  about  Pope,  with  all 
the  replies  and  rejoinders.  Perceive  that  my  name  has 
been  lugged  into  the  controversy,  but  have  not  time  to 
state  what  I  know  of  the  subject.  On  some  '  piping  day 
of  peace'  it  is  probable  that  I  may  resume  it. 

«  February  9th,  i8ai. 

((Before  dinner  wrote  a  little ;  also,  before  I  rode  out, 
Count  P.  G.  called  upon  me,  to  let  me  know  the  result 
of  the  meeting  of  the  Ci.  a  t  F.  and  at  B.  *  *  returned  late 
]ast  night.  Every  thing  was  combined  under  the  idea  that 
theBarbarianswouldpassthePoonthe  i5tliinst.  Instead 
of  this,  from  some  previous  information  or  otherwise, 
they  have  hastened  their  march  and  actually  passed 
two  days  ago ;  so  that  all  that  can  be  done  at  present  in 
Romagna  is,  to  stand  on  the  alert  and  wait  for  the 
advance  of  the  Neapolitans.  Every  thing  was  ready, 
and  the  Neapolitans  had  sent  on  their  own  instructions 
and  intentions,  all  calculated  forthefen^/i  and  eleventh^ 
on  which  days  a  general  rising  was  to  take  place,  under 
the  supposition  that  the  Barbarians  could  not  advance 
before  the  i5th. 

(( As  it  is,  they  have  but  fifty  or  sixty  thousand  troops, 
a  number  with  which  they  might  as  well  attempt  to 
conquer  the  world  as  secure  Italy  in  its  present  state. 
The  artillery  marches  Uist^  and  alone,  and  there  is  an 
idea  of  an  attempt  to  cut  part  of  them  off.  All  this  will 
much  depend  upon  the  first  steps  of  the  Neapolitans. 
Heiv,  the  public  spirit  is  excellent,  provided  it  be  kept 
up.     This  will  be  seen  by  the  event. 

(( It  is  probable  that  Italy  will  be  delivered  from  the 
Barbarians  if  the  Neapolitans  will  but  stand  firm,  and 
are  united  among  themselves,     -fl^erethe^  apTpedt  ^o. 
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«  February  lOth,  1821. 

<i  Day  passed  as  usual — nothing  new.  Barbarians 
still  in  march — not  well  equipped,  and,  of  course,  not 
well  received  pn  their  route.  There  is  some  talk  of  a 
commotion  at  Paris. 

u  Rode  out  between  four  and  six — finished  my  letter 
to  Murray  on  Bowles's  pamphlets — added  postscript* 
Passed  the  evening  as  usual — out  till  eleven — and  sub- 
sequently at  home. 

«  February  iitb,  1821. 

a  Wrote— had  a  copy  taken  of  an  extract  from  Pe- 
trarch's Letters,  with  reference  to  the  conspiracy  of  the 
Doge,  M.  Faliero,  containing  the  poet's  opinion  of  the 
matter.  Heard  a  heavy  firing  of  cannon  towards  Go- 
macchio— the  Barbarians  rejoicing  for  their  principal 
pig's  birth-day,  which  is  to-morrow — or  Saint  day— I 
forget  which.  Received  a  ticket  for  the  first  ball  to- 
morrow. Shall  not  go  to  the  first,  but  intend  going  to 
the  second,  as  also  to  the  Veglioni. 

«  February  i3di,  i8ai. 

u  To-day  read  a  little  in  Louis  B.'s  Hollande,  but  have 
written  nothing  since  the  completion  of  the  letter  on 
the  Pope  controversy^  Politics  are  quite  misty  for  the 
present.  The  Barbarians  still  upon  their  march.  It  is 
not  easy  to  divine  what  the  Italians  will  now  do. 

<(Was  elected  yesterday  'Socio'  of  the  Carnival  ball 
society.  This  is  the  fifth  carnival  that  I  have  passed. 
In  the  four  former,  I  racketed  a  good  deal.  In  the 
present,  I  have  been  as  sober  as  Lady  Grace  herself. 

■  February  i4th,  1821. 
i^Mucb  as  usual.    Wrote,  before  riding  our,  part  of 
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a  scene  of  ^Sardanapalus.'  The  first  act  nearly  finished. 
The  rest  of  the  day  and  evening  as  before — partly 
without,  in  conversazione — partly  at  home. 

u  Heard  the  particulars  of  the  late  fray  at  Russi,  a 
town  not  far  from  this.  It  is  exactly  the  fact  of  Romeo 
and  GmViettaL'-^not  R6meo,  as  the  Barbarian  writes  ir. 
Two  families  of  Contadini  (peasants)  are  at  feud.  At  a 
ball,  the  young;er  part  of  the  families  forget  their  qnar*" 
rel,  and  dance  together.  An  old  man  of  one  of  them 
enters,  and  reproves  the  young  men  for  dancing  with 
the  females  of  the  opposite  family.  The  male  relatives 
of  the  latter  resent  this.  Both  parties  rush  home,  and 
arm  themselves.  They  meet  directly,  by  moonlight,  in 
the  public  way,  and  fight  it  out.  Three  are  killed  on 
the  spot,  and  six  wounded,  most  of  them  dangerously, — 
pretty  well  for  two  families,  methinks — and  all^cf^  of 
the  last  week.  Another  assassination  has  taken  place  at 
Cesenna, — in  all  about  forty  in  Romagna  within  these 
last  three  months.  These  people  retain  much  of  the 
middle  ages. 

«  February  j5lb,  1821. 
tt  Last  night  finished  the  first  act  of  Sardanapalus. 
To-night,  or  to-morrow,  I  ought  to  answer  letters. 

■  February  16th,  1821. 

ttLast  night  II  Conte  P.  G.  sent  a  man  with  a  bag 
full  of  bayonets,  some  muskets,  and  some  hundreds  of 
cartridges  to  my  house,  without  apprizing  me,  though 
I  had  seen  him  not  half  an  hoor  before.  About  ten  days 
ago,  when  there  was  to  be  a  rising  here,  the  Liberals 
and  my  brethren  Ci.  asked  me  to  purchase  some  arms 
for  a  certain  few  of  our  ragamuffins.  I  did  so  imme- 
diately, and  ordered  ammunition,  etc.  and  \\ie>j  >n^t^ 
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aimed  accordingly.  Well — the  rising  b  prevented  by 
the  Barbarians  mardiing  a  week  sooner  than  appointed; 
and  an  order  is  issued,  and  in  force,  by  the  Government, 
^that  all  persons  havin^r  arms  concealed,  etc  etc.  shall 
be  liable  to,'  etc.  etc — and  what  do  my  friends,  the 
patriots,  do  two  days  afterwards?  Why,  they  throw 
back  upon  my  hands,  and  into  my  house,  these  very 
arms  (without  a  word  of  warning  previously)  with 
which  I  had  furnished  them  at  their  own  request,  and 
at  my  own  peril  and  expense. 

tt  It  was  lucky  that  Lc^a  was  at  home  to  receive  them. 

If  any  of  the  servants  had  (except  Tita  and  F.  and  L^a) 

•they  would  have  betrayed  it  immediately.     In  the  mean 

time,  if  they  are  denounced,  or  discovered,  I  shall  be  in 

a  scriape. 

a  At  nine  went  out — at  eleven  returned.  .  Beat  the 
crow  for  stealing;  the  falcon's  victuals.  Read  'Tales  of 
my  Landlord' — wrote  a  letter — and  mixed  a  moderate 
beaker  of  water  with  other  ing^redients. 

«  February  i8th,  1821. 
aThe  news  are  that  the  Neapolitans  have  broken  a  bridge, 
and  slain  four  pontifical  carabiniers,  wliilk  carabiniers 
wished  to  oppose.  Besides  the  disrespect  to  neutrality,  it 
is  a  pity  that  the  first  blood  shed  in  this  German  quarrel 
should  be  Italian.  However,  the  war  seems  beg^n  in  good 
earnest;  for,  if  the  Neapolitans  kill  the  Pope's  carabi- 
niers, they  will  not  be  more  delicate  towards  the  Barba- 
rians. If  it  be  even  so,  in  a  short  time  'there  will  be 
news  o'  thae  craws,'  as  Mrs  Alison  Wilson  says  of  Jenny 
Blane's  '  unco  cockernony'  in  the  Tales  of  my  Landlord. 
« In  turning  over  Grimm's  Correspondence  to-day,  I 
found  a  thought  of  Tom  Moore's  in  a  song  of  Mauper- 
tuis  to  a  female  Laplander. 
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£t  tons  leg  Heiu, 
Ou  sont  ses  yeux. 
Font  la  Zone  brulante. 

This  is  Moore's — 

And  ihose  eyes  make  my  climate,  wherever  I  roam. 

But  I  am  sure  that  Moore  never  saw  it;  for  this  soDg 
was  puhlished  in  Grimm's  Correspondence  in  i8i3, 
and  I  knew  Moore's  by  heart  in  1812.  There  is  also 
another,  but  an  antithetical  coincidence — 

^  Le  soleil  luit, 

Des  jours  sans  nuit 
Bient6t  11  nous  destine ; 
Mais  ces  longs  jours 
Seront  irop  courts. 
Passes  pr^s  de  Christine. 

This  is  the  thought,  reversed^  of  the  last  stanza  of  the 
ballad  on  Charlotte  Lynes,  {}iven  in  Miss  Seward's  Me- 
moirs of  Darwin,  which  is  pretty — I  quote  from  me- 
mory of  these  last  fifteen  years. 

For  my  first  night  I'll  go 

To  those  regions  of  snow, 
Where  the  sun  for  six  months  never  shines  ; 

And  think,  even  then, 

He  too  soon  came  again, 
To  disturb  me  with  fair  Charlotte  Lynes. 

li  To-day  I  have  had  no  communication  with  my 
Carbonari  cronies;  but,  in  the  mean  time,  my  lower 
apartments  are  fiill  of  their  bayonets,  fusils,  cartridges, 
and  what  not.  I  suppose  that  they  consider  me  as  a 
dep6t,  to  be  sacrificed  in  case  of  accidents.  It  is  no 
great  matter,  supposing  that  Italy  could  be  liberated, 
who   or  what  is  sacrificed.     It  is  a  grand  ob\ect — 
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the  Tery  poetry  oF  politics.  Ooly  think — a  free  Italy ! ! 
Why,  there  has  been  nothini^  like  it  since  the  days  of 
Augustus.  I  reckon  the  times  of  Ca»sar  (Julius)  free; 
because  the  commotions  left  every  body  a  side  to  take, 
and  the  parties  were  pretty  equal  at  the  set  out.  But, 
afterwards,  it  was  all  praetorian  and  legionary  busi- 
ness— and  since! — we  shall  see,  or,  at  least,  some  will 
see,  what  card  wtf  turn  up.  It  is  best  to  hope,  even  of 
the  hopeless.  The  Dutch  did  more  than  these  fdlows 
have  to  do,  in  the  Seventy  Years'  War. 

•  February  19th,  1821. 

«  Came  home  solus — very  high  wind — lightning — 
moonshine — solitary  stragglers  muffled  in  cloaks — wo- 
men in  masks  — white  houses — clouds  huri*ying  over  the 
sky,  like  spilt  milk  blown  out  of  the  pail —altogether 
very  poetical.  It  is  still  blowing  hard— the  tiles  fly- 
ing, and  the  house  rocking — rain  splashing — lightning 
flashing — quite  a  fine  Swiss  Alpine  evening,  and  the 
sea  roaring  in  the  distance. 

a  Visited — conversazione.  All  the  women  frightened 
by  the  squall :  they  tvon*t  go  to  the  masquerade  because 
it  lightens — the  pious  reason ! 

u  Still  blowing  away.  A.  has  sent  me  some  news  to- 
day. The  war  approaches  nearer  and  nearer.  Oh  those 
scoundrel  sovereigns !  Let  us  but  see  them  beaten— 
let  the  Neapolitans  but  have  the  pluck  of  the  Dutch  of 
old,  or  the  Spaniards  of  now,  or  of  the  German  protes- 
tants,  the  Scotch  presbyterians,  the  Swiss  under  Tell, 
or  the  Greeks  under  Themistocles — ail  small  and  soli- 
tary nations  (except  the  Spaniards  and  German  Lu- 
therans), and  there  is  yet  a  resurrection  for  Italy,  and  a 
hope  for  the  world. 
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« February  20(b^  i8ai. 

uThe  news  of  the  day  are,  that  the  Neapolitans  are 
fiill  of  energy.  The  public  spirit  here  is  certainly  well 
kept  up.  The  ^Americani^  (a  patriotic  society  here,  an 
under  branch  of  the  ^Carbonari')  give  a  dinner  in  the 
Forest  in  a  few  days,  and  have  invited  me,  as  one  of  the 
C*.  It  is  to  be  in  the  Forest  of  Boccacio's  and  Dryden^s 
^Huntsman^s  Ghost ;'  and  even  if  I  had  not  the  same  po- 
litical feelings  (to  say  nothing  of  my  old  convivial  turn, 
which  every  now  and  then  revives),  I  would  go  as  a 
poet,  or,  at  least,  as  a  lover  of  poetry.  I  shall  expect  to 
see  the  spectre  of 'Ostasio*  degli  Onesli' (Dryden  has 
turned  him  into  Guido  Cavalcanti — an  essentially  dif- 
ferent person,  as  may  he  found  in  Dante)  come* thun- 
dering for  his  prey'  in  the  midst  of  the  festival.  At 
any  rate,  whether  he  does  or  no,  I  will  get  as  tipsy  and 
patriotic  as  possible. 

tt  Within  these  few  days  I  have  read,  but  not  written. 

«  February  2ist,  1821. 

u  As  usual,  rode — visited,  etc.  Business  begins  to 
thicken.  The  Pope  has  printed  a  declaration  against 
the  patriots,  who,  he  says,  meditate  a  rising.  The  con- 
sequence of  all  this  will  be,  that,  in  a  fortnight,  the 
whole  country  will  be  up.  The  proclamation  is  not  yet 
published,  hut  printed,  ready  for  distribution.  *  * 
sent  me  a  copy  privately — a  sign  that  he  does  not  know 
what  to  think.  When  he  wants  to  be  well  with  the  pa- 
triots, he  sends  to  me  some  civil  message  or  other. 

ft  For  my  own  part,  it  seems  to  me,  that  nothing  hut 
the  most  decided  success  of  the  Barbarians  can  prevent 
a  general  and  immediate  rise  of  the  whole  natioi\. 

*  In  Boccadoy  the  name  is,  I  think,  Nastagto. 
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•  Felirvary  ^3d,  1821. 

a  Almost  ditto  with  yesterday — rode,  etc. — Tished — 
wrote  DOtfaiDg — read  Roman  History. 

u  Had  a  carious  letter  from  a  fellow,  who  informs  me 
that  the  Barharians  are  ill-disposed  towards  me.  He  is 
probably  a  spy,  or  an  impostor.  Bat  be  it  so  even  as 
he  says.  They  cannot  bestow  their  hostility  on  one  who 
loathes  and  execrates  than  more  than  I  do,  or  who  wUl 
oppose  their  views  with  more  zeal,  when  the  opporta- 
nitv  offers. 

•  F^mary  2^thj  1821. 

a  Rode,  etc.as  nsaaL  The  secret  intelli^^ence  arrived 
this  morning  from  the  frontier  to  the  C*.  is  as  bad  as 
possible.  The  plan  has  missed — the  Chiefs  are  betrayed, 
military  as  well  as  civil — and  the  Neapolitans  not  only 
have  not  moved,  but  have  declared  to  the  P.  govern- 
ment, and  to  the  Barbarians,  that  they  know  nothing; 
of  the  matter  I! ! 

ttThus  the  world  goes;  and  thus  the  Italians  are  al- 
ways lost  for  lack  of  union  among  themselves.  What 
is  to  be  done  here,  between  the  two  fires,  and  cut  off 
from  the  N°.  frontier,  is  not  decided.  My  opinion  was, 
— ^better  to  rise  than  betaken  in  detail;  but  how  it  will 
be  settled  now,  I  cannot  tell.  Messengers  are  despatched 
to  the  delegates  of  the  other  cities  to  learn  their  resolu- 
tions. 

t(  I  always  had  an  idea  that  it  would  be  bungled;  but 
was  willing  to  hope,  and  am  so  still.  Whatever  I  can 
do  by  money,  means,  or  person,  I  will  venture  freely 
for  their  freedom  ;  and  have  so  repeated  to  them  (some 
of  the  Chiefs  here)  half  an  hour  ago.  I  have  two  thou- 
sand five  hundred  scudi,  better  than  five  hundred 
pounds,  in  the  house,  which  I  offered  to  begin  with. 
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nFebmary  aStli,  1821. 
tt  Game  home — my  head  aches — plenty  of  news,  but 
too  tiresome  to  set  down.  I  have  neither  read,  nor 
written,  nor  thoug;ht,  but  led  a  purely  animal  life  all 
day.  I  mean  to  try  to  write  a  pa^e  or  two  before  I  go 
10  bed.  But,  as  Squire  Sullen  says,  ^  My  head  aches  con- 
sumedly :  Scrub,  bring  me  a  dram!'  Drank  some 
Imola  wine,  and  some  punch. 

Log-book  continued,^ 

«  February  aydi,  1 8a  1 . 

a  I  have  been  a  day  without  continuing  the  log,  be- 
cause I  could  not  find  a  blank  book.  At  length  I  re- 
collected this. 

tt  Rode,  etc. — dined — wrote  down  an  additional  stanza 
for  the  5th  canto  of  D.  J.,  which  I  had  composed  in  bed 
this  morning.  Visited  l^ Arnica.  We  are  invited,  on  the 
night  of  the  Veglione  (next  Domenica),  with  the  Mar- 
chesa  Clelia  Cavalli  and  the  Countess  Spinelli  Rusponi. 
I  promised  to  go.  Last  night  there  was  a  row  at  the 
ball,  of  which  I  am  a  'socio.'  The  Vice-l^ate  had  the 
imprudent  insolence  to  introduce  three  of  his  servants 
in  masques — without  tickets^  too !  and  in  spite  of  remon- 
strances. The  consequence  was,  that  the  young  men  of 
the  ball  took  it  up,  and  were  near  throwing  the  Vice- 
legate  out  of  the  window.  His  servants,  seeing  the 
scene,  withdrew,  and  he  after  them.  His  reverence 
Monsignore  ought  to  know,  that  these  are  not  times  for 
the  predominance  of  priests  over  decorum.  Two  mi- 
nutes more,  two  steps  farther,  and  the  whole  city  would 
havebeen  in  arms,  and  the  government  driven  out  of  it. 

'  la  another  jMper-book. 
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cSadi  is  the  spirit  of  the  day,  and  these  fellows  ap- 
pear not  to  perceive  it.  As  far  as  the  simple  fact  wentf 
the  yonn^^  men  were  right,  servants  heing  prohibited 
always  at  these  fiestivals. 

u  Yesterday  wrote  two  notes  on  the  ^  Bowles  and  Pope' 
controversy,  and  sent  them  off  to  Murray  hy  the  post. 
The  old  woman  whom  I  relieved  in  the  forest  (she  is 
ninety-four  years  of  age)  brought  me  two  bunches  of 
violets.  *'  Nam  vita  gaudet  mortua  floribus.'  I  was  much 
pleased  with  the  present.  An  Englishwoman  would 
have  presented  a  pair  of  worsted  stockings,  at  least,  in 
the  month  of  February.  Both  excellent  things;  but  the 
former  are  more  elegant.  The  present,  at  this  season, 
reminds  one  of  Gray's  stanza,  omitted  firom  his  elegy : 

Here  scattered  oft,  the  earliest  of  the  year, 

By  hands  unseen,  are  showers  of  violets  fbond  ; 

The  red-breasi  loves  to  build  and  warble  here. 
And  little  footsteps  lightly  print  the  ground. 

As  fine  a  stanza  as  any  in  his  elegy.     I  wonder  that  he 
could  have  the  heart  to  omit  it. 

tt  Last  night  I  suffered  horribly — from  an  indiges- 
tion, I  believe.  I  never  sup — that  is,  never  at  home. 
Hut,  last  night,  I  was  prevailed  upon  by  the  Countess 
(yamba's  persuasion,  and  the  strenuous  example  of  her 
brother,  to  swallow,  at  supper,  a  quantity  of  boiled 
cockles,  and  to  dilute  them,  nof  reluctantly,  with  some 
Tiiiola  wine.  When  I  came  home,  apprehensive  of  the 
consequences,  I  swallowed  three  or  four  glasses  of  spi- 
rits, which  men  (the  venders)  call  brandy,  rum,  or  Hol- 
lands, but  which  Gods  would  entitle  spirits  of  wine, 
coloured  or  sugared.  All  was  pretty  well  till  I  got  to 
bed,  when  I  became  somewhat  swollen,  and  consider- 
/iJbly  vertiginous.     I  got  out,  and  xavTtxw^  ^me  soda- 
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powders,  drank  them  off.  This  brought  on  temporary 
relief.  I  returned  to  bed  ;  but  ^rew  sick  and  sorry  once 
and  again.  Took  more  soda-water.  At  last  I  fell  into 
a  dreary  sleep.  Woke,  and  was  ill  all  day,  till  I  had 
galloped  a  few  miles.  Query — was  it  the  cockles,  or 
what  I  took  to  connect  them,  that  caused  the  commo- 
tion ?  I  think  both,  I  remarked  in  my  illness  the  com- 
plete inertion,  inaction,  and  destruction  of  my  chief 
mental  faculties.  I  tried  to  rouse  them,  and  yet  could 
not — and  this  is  the  Soul ! ! !  I  should  believe  that  it  was 
married  to  the  body,  if  they  did  not  sympathize  so 
niudi  with  each  other.  If  the  one  rose,  when  the  other 
fell,  it  would  be  a  sign  that  they  longed  for  the  natural 
state  of  divorce.  But,  as  it  is,  they  seem  to  draw  together 
like  post-horses. 

u  Let  us  hope  the  best — it  is  the  grand  possession.)) 

During  the  two  months  comprised  in  this  Journal, 
some  of  the  IjCtters  of  the  following  series  were  written. 
The  reader  must,  therefore  be  prepared  to  find  in  them 
occasional  notices  of  the  same  train  of  events. 

LETTER  CGGCIV. 

TO   MR    MOORE. 

«  Ravenna,  January  2d,  1821. 
K  Your  entering  into  my  project  for  the  Memoir  is 
pleasant  to  me.  But  1  doubt  (contrary  to  my  dear 
Mad*  Mac  F  *  *,  wliom  I  always  loved,  and  always 
shall — not  only  because  I  really  did  feel  attached  to  her 
personally^  but  because  she  and  about  a  dozen  others  of 
that  sex  were  all  who  stuck  by  me  in  the  grand  conflict 
of  1 8 1 5) — but  I  doubt,  I  say,  whether  the  Memoir  could 
appear  in  my  lifetime;  and,  indeed,  I  had  rather  \X  daA. 
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not ;  for  a  man  always  looks  dead  after  his  life  lias  ap- 
peared, and  I  should  certes  not  survive  the  appearance 
of  mine.  The  first  part  I  cannot  consent  to  alter,  even 
although  Mad*  de  S.'s  opinion  of  B.  C,  and  my  remarks 
upon  Lady  C's  beauty  (which  is  surely  great,  and  I 
suppose  that  I  have  said  so— at  least,  I  ought)  should  go 
down  to  opr  grandchildren  in  unsophisticated  nakedness, 
u  As  to  Madame  de  S  ^  ^,  I  am  by  no  means  bound 
to  be  her  beadsman — She  was  always  more  civil  to  me 
in  person  than  during  my  absence.  Our  dear  defunct 
friend, M  **  L*  *,*  who  was  loo  great  a  bore  ever  to  lie, 
assured  me  upon  his  tiresome  word  of  honour,  that,  at 

*  Of  this  gentleman,  die  following  notice  occurs  in  the  aDetadied 
Thoughts." — mL**  was  a  good  roan,  a  clever  man,  bat  a  bore.  My 
only  revenge  or  consolation  used  to  be  setting  him  by  the  ears  with  some 
vivacious  person  who  hated  bores  especially, — Madame  de  S—  or  H — , 
for  example.  But  I  liked  L  *  *;  he  was  a  jewel  of  a  man,  had  he  been 
better  set; — I  don't  mean  personally  ^  but  less  tiresomey  for  he  was  tedious, 
as  well  as  contradictory  to  every  thing  and  every  body.  Being  short- 
sighted, when  we  used  to  ride  out  together  near  the  Brenta  la  thetwilif^t 
in  summer,  he  made  me  go  before^  to  pilot  him :  I  am  absent  at  times, 
especially  towards  evening ;  and  the  consequence  of  this  pilotage  was 
some  narrow  escapes  to  the  M  *  *  on  horseback.  Once  I  led  him  into 
a  ditch  over  wliich  I  had  passed  as  usual,  forgetting  to  warn  my  convoy; 
once  1  led  him  nearly  into  the  river,  instead  of  on  the  movetible  bridge 
which  incommodes  passengers ;  and  twice  did  we  both  run  against  the 
Diligence,  which,  being  heavy  and  slow,  did  communicate  less  damage 
than  it  received  in  its  leaders,  who  were  te/rafied  by  the  charge ;  thrice 
did  I  lose  him  in  the  gray  of  the  gloaming,  and  was  obliged  to  bring-to 
to  his  distant  signals  of  distance  and  distress; — all  the  time  he  went  on 
talking  without  intermission,  for  he  was  a  man  of  many  words.  Poor 
fellow !  he  died  a  martyr  to  his  new  riches— of  a  second  visit  to  Ja- 
maica. 

1  'd  give  the  lands  of  Deloraiuc 

Dark  Musgrave  were  alive  again ! 
that  is — 

I  would  give  many  a  sugar  cane 
M  • '  L  •  *  were  alive  a^ain  !» 


A.  D.    1811.  LIFE  OF  LORD  BTRON.  C'\ 

Florence,  the  said  Madame  de  S  *  *  was  opcn-moulhed 
agfainst  me;  and,  when  asked,  in  Switzerland^  why  she 
had  changed  her  opinion,  replied,  with  laudable  sin- 
ceiity,  that  1  had  named  her  in  a  sonnet  with  Voltaire, 
Rousseaa,  etc.  etc.  and  that  she  could  not  help  it, 
throu(>h  decency.  Now,  I  have  not  forgotten  this,  but 
I  have  been  generolis, — as  mine  acquaintance,  the  late 
Captain  Whitby,  of  the  navy,  used  to  say  to  his  seamen 
(when  'married  to  the  gunner's  d  aught  er'; — 'two  dozen, 
and  let  you  off  easy.'  The 'two  dozen'  were  with  the  cat- 
o'-nine*tails ; — the  'let  you  off  easy'  was  rather  his  own 
opinion  than  that  of  the  patient. 

a  My  acquaintance  with  these  terms  and  practices 
arises  from  my  having  been  much  conversant  with 
ships  of  war  and  naval  heroes  in  the  years  of  my  voyages 
in  the  Mediterranean.  Whitby  was  in  the  gallant  ac- 
tion off  Lissa  in  181 1.  He  was  brave,  but  a  discipli- 
narian. When  be  left  his  frigate,  he  left  a  parrot, 
which  was  taught  by  the  crew  the  following  sounds — 
(It  must  be  remarked  that  Captain  Whitby  was  the 
image  of  Fawcett  the  actor,  in  voice,  face,  and  figure, 
and  that  he  squinted). 

«The  Parrot  loquitur. 

a* Whitby!  Whitby!  funny  eye!  funny  eye!  two 
dozen,  and  let  you  off  easy.     Oh  you !' 

o  Now,  if  Madame  de  B.  has  a  parrot,  it  had  better  be 
taught  a  French  parody  of  the  same  sounds. 

tt  With  regard  to  our  purposed  Journal,  I  will  call  it 
what  you  please,  but  it  should  be  a  newspaper,  to  make 
it  pay.  We  can  call  it  'The  Harp,'  if  you  like— or  any 
thing. 

a  I  feel  exactly  as  you  do  about  our  'art,''  but  it 

t  Tbe  following  passage  fron  die  letter  of  mine,  to  which  the  ahove  was 
an  answer,  will  best  explain  what  foUowi : — •  With  ritpecl  to  \\ie  \\€^%- 
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comes  OTer  me  in  a  kind  o£  rage  ereiy  now  and  then, 
like  -*  *  *  *  sxhI  then,  if  I  don^t  write  to  empty 
my  mind,  I  go  macL  As  to  tkat  regular,  nnintermpted 
loTe  of  writing,  which  yoa  descrihe  in  yoor  friend,  I  do 
not  understand  it.  i  kei  it  as  a  tortnre,  whidi  I  must 
get  rid  oF,  but  ne^er  as  a  pleasure.  On  the  contrary, 
I  thiuT^  composition  a  great  pain. 

a  I  wish  you  to  think  seriously  of  the  Journal  scheme 
— for  1  am  as  serious  as  one  can  be,  in  this  world, 
about  any  thing.  As  to  matters  here,  they  are  high 
and  mighty — but  not  for  paper.  It  is  much  about  the 
state  of  things  betwixt  Cain  and  Abel.  There  is,  in  fact, 
no  law  or  government  at  all;  and  it  is  wonderful  how 
well  things  go  on  without  them.  Excepting  a  few  oc- 
casional murders  (every  body  killing  whomsoever  he 
pleases,  and  being  killed,  in  turn,  by  a  friend,  or  rela- 
tive^ of  the  defunct),  there  is  as  quiet  a  society  and  as 
merry  a  Carnival  as  can  be  met  with  in  a  tour  through 
Europe.     There  is  nothing  like  habit  in  these  things. 

u  I  shall  remain  here  till  May  or  June,  and,  unless 
'  honour  comes  unlooked  for,'  we  may  perhaps  meet, 
in  France  or  England,  within  the  year. 

tt  Yours,  etc. 

paper,  it  it  odd  enough  that  Lord  ***■*  and  myself  had  been  (about  a 
week  or  two  before  I  received  yoar  letter)  specalating  apoo  your  assist- 
nnce  in  a  pbn  solne^vhat  similar,  bat  more  literary  and  less  regnlariy  pe- 
riodical in  its  appearance.  Lord  *  *,  as  yoa  will  see  by  his  volnme  of  Essays, 
if  it  reaches  yon,  has  a  very  sly,  dry,  aud  pithy  way  of  putting  sound  trnths, 
upon  politics  and  manners,  and  whatever  scheme  we  adopt,  he  will  be  a 
very  useful  and  active  ally  in  it,  as  he  has  a  pleasure  in  writing  qoile  in- 
conceivable to  a  poor  hack  scribe  like  me,  who  always  feel,  aboat  my 
nrt,  as  the  French  husband  did  when  he  found  a  man  making  love  to  his 
(the  Frenchman's)  wife: — <  Comment,  Monsieur, — san«  y  £tre  oblige!' 
When  1  say  this,  however,  I  mean  it  only  of  the  executive  part  of 
writing  ;  for  the  im^igioing,  the  shadowing  out  of  the  future  work  is,  I 
ow/t,  a  delicioiu  fooYi  paradise.* 
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«  Of  course,  I  cannot  explain  to  you  existing  circum- 
stances, as  they  open  all  letters. 

«  Will  you  set  me  rigfht  about  your  curst  ^Champs 
Elysees?* — are  they  'es'  or  'ees'  for  the  adjective?  I 
know  nothing  of  French,  being  all  Italian.  TlioughJ 
can  read  and  understand  French,  I  never  attempt  to 
speak  it;  for  I  hate  it.  From  the  second  part  of  the  Me- 
moirs cut  what  you  please.n 


LETTER  CCCGV. 

TO  MR    MURRAY. 

«  Ravenna,  January  ^th^  1821. 

tt  I  just  see,  by  the  papers  of  Galignani,  that  tliere  is 
a  new  tragedy  of  great  expectation,  by  Barry  Cornwall. 
Of  what  I  have  read  of  his  works,  I  liked  the  Dramatic 
Sketches,  but  thought  his  Sicilian  Story  and  Marcian 
Cok>nna,  in  rhyme,  quite  spoilt,  by  I  know  not  what 
affectation  of  Wordsworth,. and  Moore,  and  myself, — 
all  mixed  up  into  a  kind  of  chaos.  I  think  him  very 
likely  to  produce  a  good  tragedy,  if  he  keep  to  a  natural 
style,  and  not  play  tiicks  to  form  harlequinades  for  an 
audience.  As  he  (Barry  Cornwall  is  not  his  tme  name) 
was  a  schoolfellow  of  mine,  I  take  more  than  common 
interest  in  his  success,  and  shall  be  glad  to  hear  of  it 
speedily.  If  I  had  been  aware  that  he  was  in  that  line, 
I  should  have  spoken  of  him  in  the  preface  to  Marino 
Faliero.  He  will  do  a  world's  wonder  if  he  produce  a 
great  tragedy.  I  am,  however,  persuaded,  that  this  is 
not  to  be  done  by  following  the  old  dramatists, — who 
are  full  of  gross  faults,  pardoned  only  for  the  beauty  of 
their  language, — but  by  writing  naturally  and  regularly 
and  producing  regular  tragedies,  like  the  Greeks;  bw\ 
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not  in  imitation, — merely  the  outline  of  their  conduct, 
adapted  to  our  own  times  and  circumstances,  and  of 
course  no  chorus. 

a  You  will  lau<^h,  and  say,  *  Why  don't  you  do  so?*  I 
have,  you  see,  tried  a  sketch  in  Marino  Faliero;  but 
many  people  think  my  talent  ^  essentially  widramatic^^ 
and  I  am  not  at  ail  clear  that  they  are  not  ri^ht.  If 
Marino  Faliero  don't  fall — in  the  perusal — I  shall, 
perhaps,  try  ag^ain  (but  not  for  the  stage);  and  as  I 
think  that  love  is  not  the  principal  passion  for  trag^edy 
(and  yet  most  of  ours  turn  upon  it),  you  will  not  find 
me  a  popular  writer.  Unless  it  is  love^  furious,  criminaif 
and  hapless^  it  ought  not  to  make  a  trag^ic  subject.  When 
it  is  melting  and  maudlin,  it  does,  but  it  ought  not  to 
do ;  it  is  then  for  the  gallery  and  second-price  boxes. 

ulf  you  want  to  have  a  notion  of  what  1  am  trying, 
take  up  a  translation  of  any  of  the  Greek  tragedians.  If 
I  said  the  original,  it  would  be  an  impudent  presump- 
tion of  mine;  but  the  translations  are  so  inferior  to  the 
originals  that  I  think  I  may  risk  it.  Then  judge  of  the 
^simplicity  of  plot,'  etc.  and  do  not  judge  me  hy  your 
old  mad  dramatists,  which  is  like  drinking  usquebaugh 
and  then  proving  a  fountain.  Yet  after  all,  1  suppose 
that  you  do  not  mean  that  spirits  is  a  nobler  element 
than  a  clear  spring  bubbling  in  the  sun?  and  this  I  take 
to  be  the  difference  between  the  (creeks  and  those  turbid 
mountebanks — always  excepting  Ben  Jonson,  who  was 
a  scholar  and  a  classic.  Or,  take  up  a  translation  of 
Alfieri,  and  try  the  interest,  etc.  of  these  my  new  attempts 
in  the  old  line,  by  him  in  English;  and  then  tell  me  fairly 
your  opinion.  But  don't  measure  me  by  your  own  old 
or  new  tailors'  yards.  Nothing  so  easy  as  intricate  con- 
fusion of  plot  and  rant.     Mrs  Gentlivre,  in  comedy,  has 
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ten  times  the  biistle  of  Congreve ;  but  are  they  to  be  com- 
pared? and  yet  she  drove  Congreve  from  the  theatre. » 


LETTER  CCCCVI. 

TO  MR   MURRAY. 

■  Ravenna,  Janaary  19th,  1821. 

tt  Yours  of  the  29th  u'timo  hath  arrived.  I  must 
really  and  seriously  request  that  you  will  beg  of  Messrs 
Harris  or  EUiston  to  let  the  Doge  alone:  it  is  not  an 
acting  play;  it  will  not  serve  their  purpose;  it  will 
destroy  jowrs  (the  sale);  and  it  will  distress  me.  It  is 
not  courteous,  it  is  hardly  even  gentlemanly,  to  persist 
in  this  appropriation  of  a  man's  writings  to  their 
mountebanks. 

tt  I  have  already  sent  you  by  last  post  a  short  protest  > 
to  the  public  (against  this  proceeding);  in  case  that  they 
persist,  which  I  trust  that  they  will  not,  you  must  then 
publish  it  in  the  newspapers.  I  shall  not  let  them  off 
with  that  only,  if  they  go  on;  but  make  a  longer  appeal 
on  that  subject,  and  state  what  I  think  the  injustice  of 
their  mode  of  behaviour.  It  is  hard  that  I  should  have 
ail  the  buffoons  in  Britain  to  deal  with — pirates  who 
wiU  pjmblish,  and  players  who  will  act — when  there  are 

*  To  the  letter  ivhich  inclosed  this  procttt,aod  which  has  been  omitted 
to  aToid  repetitions,  he  had  subjoined  a  passage  from  Spence's  Anecdotes 
(p.  197  of  Singer's  ediiioo)  where  Pope  says,  speaking  of  himself,  « 1  had 
taken  such  strong  resolutions  against  any  thing  of  that  kind,  from  seeing 
hofw  much  erery  body  that  d^d  write  for  the  stage  was  obliged  le  subject 
theniseWes  to  the  players  and  the  town.» — Spence's  Anecdotes,  p.  22. 

In  the  same  paragraph.  Pope  is  made  to  say,  « After  1  had  got  ac- 
<|oainted  with  the  town,  I  resolved  never  to  write  any  thing  for  the  stage, 
ihoDgh  solicited  by  many  of  my  fritnds  to  do  so,  and  particulaily  Bet- 
terton.a 
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tboosaods  oi  wortky  n&eii  who  can  ocidier  £pet  bookseller 
nor  manager  for  lore  nor  nooey. 

uToa  oerer  answered  me  a  word  aboat  GaUgnanu 
If  yoa  xnejQ  to  use  the  two  tiocumentSy  do;  if  not,  (mm 
tbem.  I  do  not  cbi^e  to  leave  them  in  any  one^s  pos- 
session: suppose  some  one  found  tbem  witbout  the 
letters,  what  wonld  they  tfutik  ?  why,  that  /  had  been 
doing  the  opfosite  of  what  I  have  dofie,  to  wit,  referred 
the  whole  thing  to  yoa— an  act  of  ciTility  at  least,  which 
required  saying,  ^  I  hare  recetTed  your  letter.'  I  thought 
that  you  might  have  some  bold  upon  those  puUications 
by  this  means ;  to  me  it  cajD  be  no  interest  one  way  or 
the  other.' 

a  The  third  canto  of  Don  Juan  is  ^duU,'  but  you  must 
really  put  up  with  it :  if  the  two  first  and  the  two  follow- 
ing are  tolerable,  what  do  you  expect?  particularly  as  I 
neither  dispute  with  you  on  it  as  a  matter  of  criticism, 
or  as  a  matter  of  business. 

tt  Besides,  what  am  I  to  understand  ?  you,  and  Dou- 
glas Rinnaird,  and  others,  write  to  me,  that  the  two  first 
published  cantos  are  among  the  best  that  I  ever  wrote, 
and  are  reckoned  so;  Augusta  writes  that  they  are 
thought  ^  execrable'  (bitter  word  that  for  an  author— eh, 
Murray  ?)  as  a  composition  even,  and  that  she  had  heard 
so  much  against  them  that  she  would  never  read  them, 
and  never  has.  Be  tliat  as  it  may,  I  can't  alter;  that  is 
not  my  forte.  If  you  publish  the  three  new  ones  without 
ostentation,  they  may  perhaps  succeed. 

«  Pray  publish  the  Dante  and  the  Puici  (the  Prophecy 
o^DantCy  1  mean).     I  look  upon  the  Pulci  as  my  grand 

■  No  further  step  was  ever  taken  in  this  affair;  and  the  documents, 
which  were  of  no  use  whatever,  are,  I  believe,  still  in  Mr  Marray't  pos- 
session. 
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performance.'  The  remainder  of  the  *  Hints,'  where  he 
they?  Now,  bring  them  all  out  about  the  same  time, 
otherwise  '  the  variety  you  wot  of  will  be  less  obvious. 

ill  am  in  bad  humour: — some  obstructions  in  bu- 
siness with  those  plaguy  trustees,  who  object  to  an 
advantageous  loan  which  I  w^as  to  furnish  to  a  nobleman 
on  morrgage,  because  his  property  is  in  Ireland,  have 
shown  me  how  a  man  is  treated  in  his  absence.  Oh,  if 
I  do  come  back,  I  will  make  some  of  those  who  little 
dream  of  it  spin, — or  they  or  I  shall  go  down.^  *  «  «  « 


LETTER  CGCCVII. 

TO    MR    MURRAY. 

•  January  20th,  1821. 

tt  I  did  not  think  to  have  troubled  you  with  the  plague 
and  postage  of  a  double  letter  this  time,  but  I  have  just 
read  in  an  Italian  paper, '  That  Lord  Byron  has  a  tragedy 
coming  out/  etc.  etc.  etc.  and  that  the  Courier  and 
Morning  Chronicle,  etc.  etc.  are  pulling  one  another  to 
pieces  about  it  and  liim^  etc. 

u  Now  I  do  reiterate  and  desire,  that  every  thing  may 
be  done  to  prevent  it  from  coming  out  on  a?iy  theatre' 
for  which  it  never  was  designed,  and  on  which  (  in  the 
present  state  of  the  stage  of  London)  it  could  never 

■  The  self-will  of  Lord  Byron  was  in  no  point  more  conspicuous  than 
in  the  determination  -with  which  he  thus  persisted  in  giving  tlie  preference 
to  one  or  two  works  of  his  own  which,  in  the  eyes  of  all  other  persons, 
were  most  decided  failnres.  Of  this  class  was  the  translation  from  Puici, 
so  frequently  mentioned  by  him,  which  appeared  afterwards  in  the  Li- 
beral, and  which,  though  thus  rescued  from  the  iate  of  remaining  un- 
published, must  for  e?e,I  enr,  saSiiit  to  tie  do3in  of  bainj  utircii  I 
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^Hicceed.  I  have  sent  yoa  my  appeal  by  last  post,  which 
you  masipubUsh  in  cast  of  need;  and  I  require  yoa  evea 
ia  your  mvm  name  (if  my  hoaour  is  dear  to  you)  to 
declare  that  such  represeatatioa  would  be  contrary  to 
my  ii;/.s^  €md  to  mr  judgment.  If  you  do  not  wish  to 
drive  me  mad  alto^rether,  you  will  hit  upon  some  way 
to  prevent  dii& 

It  Tours,  etc 

«PwS. — I  cannot  concave  how  Harris  or  Elliston 
should  be  so  iusaae  as  to  think  oF  acting  Marino  Fa- 
hero  ;  they  mi^ht  as  well  act  the  Prometheus  of  iEs- 
diylos.  I  speak  of  course  humbly^  and  with  the  greatest 
sense  of  the  distance  of  time  and  merit  between  the  two 
performances ;  but  merely  to  show  the  absurdity  of  the 
attempt. 

u  The  Italian  paper  speaks  of  a  ^  P^^T  against  it  :^  to 
be  sure  there  would  be  a  party.  Can  you  imagine,  that 
after  haTing  never  flattered  man,  nor  beast,  nor  opinion, 
nor  politics,  there  would  not  be  a  party  against  a  man, 
who  is  also  a  papular  writer  —  at  least  a  soccessful? 
Why,  all  parties  would  be  a  party  against.* 


LETTER  CCCCVIII. 

TO  aut  MUBRAT. 

■  Ravenna,  JaDaary  lodi,  1 82 1 . 

a  If  Harris  or  Elliston  persist,  after  the  remonstrance 
which  I  desired  you  and  Mr  Kinnaird  to  make  on  my 
behalf,  and  which  I  hope  will  be  sufficient — but  if^  I 
say,  tiiey  do  persist,  then  I  pray  you  to  present  in  person 
the  enclosed  letter  to  the  Lord  Chamberlain :  I  have  said 
//I person,  because  otherwise  I  shall  have  neither  answer 
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nor  knowledge  that  it  has  reached  its  address,  owing  to 
'the  insolence  of  office.' 

« I  wish  you  would  speak  to  Lord  Holland,  and  to  all 
my  fHends  and  yours,  to  interest  themselves  in  prevent- 
ing this  cursed  attempt  at  representation. 

u  God  help  me !  at  this  distance,  I  am  treated  like  a 
corpse  or  a  fool  by  the  few  people  that  I  thought  I 
could  rely  upon ;  and  I  was  a  fool  to  think  any  hetter  of 
them  than  of  the  rest  of  mankind. 

u  Pray  write. 

«  Yours,  etc. 

tt  P.S. — I  have  nothing  more  at  heart  (that  is,  in  lite- 
rature) than  to  prevent  this  drama  from  going  upon  the 
stage :  in  short,  rather  than  permit  it,  it  must  be  sup- 
pressed altogether^  and  onl^  Jbrty  copies  struck  off  privately 
for  presents  to  my  friends.  What  curst  fools  those 
speculating  buffoons  must  be,  not  to  see  that  it  is  unfit 
for  their  fair— or  their  booth  ?n 


LETTER  GGCCIX. 

TO  MR  MOORE. 

«  Ravenna,  January  2 2d,  1821. 
u  Pray  get  well.     I  do  not  like  your  complaint.     So, 
let  me  have  a  line  to  say  you  are  up  and  doing  again. 
To-day  I  am  33  years  of  age. 

Through  life's  road,  etc.  etc.* 

«  Have  you  heard  that  the  '  Braziers'  Gompany*  have, 
or  mean  to  present  an  address  at  Brandenburgh-house, 
4n  armour,'  and  with  all  possible  variety  and  splendour 
of  brazen  apparel? 

'  Already  given  in  his  Journal. 

VOL.  IV.  K 


i 
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The  Braziers,  it  seems,  are  preparing  to  pass  ^ 

An  address,  and  present  it  themselves  ali  in  brass — 

A  superfluous  pageant — for,  by  the  Lord  Harry, 

They  '11  find  where  they  're  going  much  more  than  they  carry. 

There's  an  Ode  for  you,  is  it  not? — worthy 

Of  *  *  *  *,  die  grand  metaquizzical  poet, 
A  man  of  vast  merit,  though  few  people  know  it ; 
The  perusal  of  whom  (as  I  told  j^ou  at  Mestri) 
I  owe,  in  great  part,  to  my  passion  for  pastry. 

• 

u  Mestri  and  Fusina  are  tlie  '  trajects,  or  common 
ferries,'  to  Venice;  but  it  was  from  Fusina  that  you  and 
I  embarked,  though  '  the  wicked  necessity  of  rhyming' 
has  made  me  press  Mestri  into  the  Toyage. 

u  So,  you  have  had  a  book  dedicated  to  you?  I 
am  glad  of  it,  and  shall  be  very  happy  to  see  the  vo- 
lume. 

a  I  am  in  a  peck  of  troubles  about  a  tragedy  of  mine, 
which  is  fit  only  for  the  (*****)  closet,  and  which  it 
seems  that  the  managers^  assuming  a  rt^^^  over  published 
poetry,  are  determined  to  enact,  whether  I  will  or  no, 
with  their  own  alterations  by  Mr  Dibdin,  1  presume.  I 
have  written  to  Murray,  to  the  Lord  Chamberli^n,  and 
to  others,  to  interfere  and  preserve  me  from  such  an 
exhibition.  1  want  neither  the  impertinence  of  their 
hisses,  nor  the  insolence  of  their  applause.  I  write  only 
for  the  reader,  and  care  for  nothing  but  the  silent  appro- 
bation of  those  who  close  one's  book  with  good  humour 
and  quiet  contentment. 

a  Now,  if  you  would  also  write  to  our  friend  Perry, 

to  beg  of  him  to  mediate  with  Harris  and  Elliston  to 

forbear  this  intent,  you  will  greatly  oblige  me.     The 

play  is  quite  unHt  for  the  stage,  as  a  single  glance  will 

show  tbem,  and,  I  hope,  has  sYioww  x\xem\^Tvd^\£  it  were 
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erer  so  fit,  I  wiQ  never  hare  any  thing  to  do  willingrly 
with  the  dieatres. 

tt  Yours  ever,  in  haste,  etc.n 


LETTER  CCCCX. 

TO   MR   HURRAY. 

•  Ravenoa,  Jaoaary  a7th,  i8ai. 

u  I  differ  from  you  about  the  Dante,  \vhich  I  think 
should  be  published  with  the  tragedy.  Rut  do  as  yon 
please :  you  must  be  the  best  judge  of  your  own  craft. 
I  agree  with  you  about  the  title.  The  play  may  be  good 
or  bad,  but  I  flatter  myself  that  it  is  original  as  a  picture 
of  tAof  kind  of  passion,  which  to  my  mind  is  so  natural, 
that  I  am  convinced  that  I  should  have  done  precisely 
what  the  Doge  did  on  those  provocations. 

tt  I  am  glad  of  Foscolo's  approbation. 

tt  Excuse  haste.  1  believe  I  mentioned  to  you  that 
1  forget  what  it  was ;  but  no  matter. 

a  Thanks  for  your  compliments  of  the  year.  I  hope 
that  it  will  be  pleasanter  than  the  last.  I  speak  with 
reference  to  England  only,  as  far  as  regards  myself, 
where  I  had  every  kind  of  disappointment — lost  an  im- 
portant lawsuit — and  the  trustees  of  Lady  Ryron  refus- 
ing to  allow  of  an  advantageous  loan  to  be  made  from 
my  property  to  Lord  Rlessington,  etc.  etc.,  by  way  of 
closing  the  four  seasons.  These,  and  a  hundred  other 
such  things,  made  a  year  of  bitter  business  for  me  in 
England.  Luckily,  things  were  a  little  pleasanter  for 
me  /lere,  else  I  ^should  have  taken  the  liberty  of  Hanni- 
bal's  ring. 

«  Praj  thank  Gifford  for  all  his  goodnesses.     'IVifc 
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winter  is  as  cold  here  as  Parry's  polarities.  I  must  now 
take  a  canter  in  the  forest ;  my  horses  are  waiting. 

«  Yours  ever  and  truly. » 

LETTER  CCCCXI. 

TO  MR  MURRAY. 

•  Ravenna,  February  2d,  1821. 

n  Your  letter  of  excuses  has  arrived.  I  receive  the 
letter,  but  do  not  admit  the  excuses,  except  in  courtesy ; 
as  when  a  man  treads  on  your  toes  and  begs  your  par- 
don, the  pardon  is  granted,  but  the  joint  aches,  especially 
if  there  be  a  corn  upon  it.  However,  I  shall  scold  you 
presently. 

({ In  the  last  speech  of  the  Doge,  there  occurs  (I  think, 
from  memory)  the  phrase 

And  Tbou  who  makest  and  unmakest  suns : 

change  this  to 

And  Thou  vrho  kindlest  and  who  quenchest  sons ; 

that  is  to  say,  if  the  verse  runs  equally  well,  and  Mr  Gif- 
ford  thinks  the  expression  improved.  Pray  have  the 
bounty  to  attend  to  this.  You  are  grown  quite  a  minister 
of  state.  Mind  if  some  of  these  days  you  are  not  thrown 
out.  *  *  will  not  be  always  a  tory,  though  Johnson  says 
the  first  whig  was  the  devil. 

a  You  have  learnt  one  secret  from  Mr  Galignani's 
(somewhat  tardily  acknowledged)  correspondence  :  this 
is,  that  an  English  author  may  dispose  of  his  exclusive 
copyright  in  France, — a  fact  of  some  consequence  (in 
time  of  peacej  iii  the  case  of  a  popular  writer.  Now  I 
iviJl  tell  you  what  you  shall  do,  and  take  no  advantage 
of  you^  though  you  were  scwrv^  ewow^h  never  to  ac- 
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knowledge  my  letter  for  three  montlis.  Offer  GaligDani 
the  refusal  of  the  copyright  in  France ;  if  he  refuses, 
appoint  any  bookseller  in  France  you  please,  and  I  will 
sign  any  assignment  you  please,  and  it  shall  never  cost 
you  a  5011  on  my  account. 

o  Recollect  that  1  will  have  nothing  to  do  with  it,  ex- 
cept as  far  as  it  may  secure  the  copyright  to  yourself. 
I  will  have  no  bargain  but  with  the  Englisli  booksellers, 
and  I  desire  no  interest  out  of  that  country. 

aNof^lhat  's  fair  and  open,  and  a  little  handsomer 
than  your  dodging  silence,  to  see  what  would  come  of  it. 
You  are  an  excellent  fellow,  mio  caro  Moray,  but  there 
is  still  a  little  leaven  of  Fleet-street  about  you  now  and 
then — a  crum  of  the  old  loaf.  You  have  no  right  to  act 
snqpiciously  with  me,  for  I  have  given  you  no  reason. 
I  shall  always  be  frank  with  you;  as,  for  instance,  when- 
ever you  talk  with  the  votaries  of  Apollo  arithmetically, 
it  should  be  in  guineas,  not  pounds — to  poets,  as  well  as 
physicians,  and  bidders  at  auctions. 

(i  I  shall  say  no  more  at  this  present,  save  that  1  am 

«  Yours,  etc. 

a  P.S. — If  you  venture,  as  you  say,  to  Ravenna  this 
year,  I  will  exercise  the  rites  of  hospitality  while  you 
live,  and  bury  you  handsomely  (though  not  in  holy 
ptirnid),  if  you  get  *  shot  or  slashed  in  a  creagh  or  splore,' 
which  are  rather  frequent  here  of  late  among  the  native 
parties.  But  perhaps  your  visit  may  be  anticipated  ;  I 
may  probably  come  to  your  country;  in  which  case 
write  to  her  ladyship  the  duplicate  of  the  epistle  the 
king  of  France  wrote  to  Prince  John.» 
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LETTER  CCCCXII. 

TO    XR    MCRRAT. 

«  Ravenoa,  Febmary  iGth,  i8ai. 

u  In  the  month  of  March  will  arrive  from  Barcelona 
Signor  Curioniy  engaged  for  the  Opera.  He  is  an  ac- 
quaintance of  mine,  and  a  gentlemanly  youn^  man, 
high  in  his  proiiession.  I  must  request  your  personal 
kindness  and  patronage  in  his  favour.  Pray  ii^rodnce 
him  to  such  of  the  theatrical  people,  editors  of  papers, 
and  others,  as  may  be  useful  to  him  in  his  profession, 
publicly  and  privately. 

u  The  fifth. is  so  far  from  being  the  last  of  Don  Joan, 
that  it  is  hardly  the  b^inning.  I  meant  to  take  him 
the  tour  of  Europe,  with  a  proper  mixture  of  siege, 
battle,  and  adventure,  and  to  make  him  finish  as  Ana- 
charsis  Cloots,  in  the  French  Revolution.  To  how  many 
cantos  this  may  extend,  I  know  not,  nor  whether  (even 
if  I  live)  I  shall  complete  it ;  but  this  was  my  notion.  I 
meant  to  have  made  him  a  cavalier  servente  in  Italy, 
and  a  cause  for  a  divorce  in  England,  and  a  sentimental 
'  Werther-faced  man'  in  Germany,,  so  as  to  show  the 
different  ridicules  of  the  society  in  each  of  those  coun- 
tries, and  to  haVe  displayed  him  gradually^^f^andMosi^ 
as  he  grew  older,  as  is  natural.  But  I  had  not  quite  fixed 
whether  to  make  him  end  in  hell,  or  in  an  unhappy 
marriage,  not  knowing  w^hich  would  be  the  severest : 
the  Spanish  tradition  says  hell ;  but  it  is  probably  only 
an  allegory  of  the  other  state.  You  are  now  in  posses- 
sion of  my  notions  on  the  subject. 

« You  say  the  Doge  will  not  be  popular  :  did  I  ever 
write  for  popularity  ?  I  defy  you  to  show  a  work  of  mine 
(except  a  tale  or  two)  of  a  popular  style  or  complexion. 
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It  appears  to  me  that  there  is  room  for  a  different  style 
of  the  drama;  neither  a  servile  following  of  the  old 
drama,  which  is  a  grossly  erroneous  one,  nor  yet  too 
French,  like  those  who  succeeded  the  older  writers.  It 
appears  to  me,  that  good  English,  and  a  severer  approach 
to  the  rules,  might  combine  something  not  dishonour- 
able to  our« literature.  I  have  also  attempted  to  make 
a  play  without  love;  and  there  are  neither  rings,  nor 
mistakes,  nor  starts,  nor  outrageous  ranting  villains, 
nor  melodrame  in  it.  All  this  will  prevent  its  popula- 
rity, but  does  not  persuade  me  that  it  is  therefore  faulty. 
Whatever  faults  it  has  will  arise  from  deficiency  in  the 
conduct,  rather  than  in  the  conception,  which  is  simple 
and  severe. 

tt  So  you  epigntmmathe  upon  my  epigram?  I  will  pay 
you  for  thatj  mind  if  I  don't,  some  day.  I  never  let 
any  one  off  in  the  long  run  (who  first  begins).  Remem- 
ber *  *  *,  and  see  if  I  don't  do  you  as  good  a  turn.  You 
unnatural  publisher !  what !  quiz  your  own  authors?  you 
are  a  paper  cannibal ! 

«  In  the  Letter  on  Bowles  (which  I  sent  by  Tuesday's 
post),  after  the  words  '  attempts  had  been  made,  (alluding 
to  the  republication  of  ^  English  Bards'),  add  the  words, 
^  in  Ireland;^  for  I  believe  that  English  pirates  did  not 
begin  their  attempts  till  after  I  had  left  England  the 
second  time.  Pray  attend  to  this.  Let  me  know  what 
yon  and  your  synod  think  on  Bowles. 

u  I  did  not  think  the  second  seal  so  bad ;  surely  it  is 
far  better  than  the  Saracen's  head  with  which  you  have 
sealed  your  last  letter;  the  larger,  in  profile,  was  surely 
much  better  than  that. 

a  So  Foscolo  says  he  will  ^et  you  a  seal  cut  better  in 
Italy  ?  he  means  a  throat — that  is  the  only  thing  they  do 
dexterously.    The  Arts — all  but  Canova's  and  Mor^- 
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hen's,  and  OvuTs  (I  don't  mean  poetry), — are  as  low  as 
need  be :  look  at  the  seal  which  I  gave  to  William  Bankes, 
and  own  it.  How  came  George  Bankes  to  quote  '  En- 
glish Bards'  in  the  House  of  Commons  ?  All  the  world 
keep  flinging  that  poem  in  my  face. 

.(  Belzoni  is  a  grand  traveller,  and  his  English  is  very 
prettily  broken.  ,        '        , 

a  As  for  news,  the  Barbarians  are  marching  on  Naples, 
and  if  they  lose  a  single  battle,  all  Italy  will  be  up.  It 
will  be  like  the  Spanish  row,  if  they  have  any  bottom. 

M  '  Letters  opened?' — to  be  sure  they  are,  and  that's 
the  reason  why  I  always  put  in  my  opinion  of  the  Ger- 
man Austrian  scoundrels.  There  is  not  an  Italian  who 
loathes  them  more  than  I  do ;  and  whatever  I  could  do 
to  scour  Italy  and  the  earth  of  their  infamous  oppres- 
sion, would  be  done  con  amore. 

«  Yours,  etc.w 


LETTER  GCCCXIIL 

TO  MR  MURRAY. 

«  Ravenna,  February  a  I  St,  i8ai. 

« In  the  forty-fourth  page,  volume  first,  of  Turner's 
Travels  (which  you  lately  sent  me),  it  is  stated  that '  Lord 
Byron,  when  he  expressed  such  confidence  of  its  practi- 
cability, seems  to  have  forgotten  that  Leander  swam 
both  ways,  with  and  against  the  tide;  whereas  /ie(Lord 
Byron)  only  performed  the  easiest  part  of  the  task  by 
swimming  with  it  from  Europe  to  Asia.'  I  certainly 
could  not  have  forgotten,  what  is  known  to  every  school- 
boy, that  Leander  crossed  in  the  night,  and  returned 
towards  the  morning.  My  object  was,  to  ascertain  that 
the  Hellespont  could  be  crossed  at  a// by  swimming,  and 
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in  this  Mr  Ekenhead  and  myself  both  succeeded,  the 
one  in  an  hour  and  ten  minutes,  and  the  other  in  one 
hoar  and  five  minutes.  The  tide  was  not  in  our  favour; 
on  the  contrary,  the  g^reat  difficulty  was  to  bear  up 
against  the  current,  which,  so  far  from  helping  us  into 
the  Asiatic  side,  set  us  down  right  towards  the  Archi- 
pelago. Neither  Mr  Ekenhead^  myself,  nor,  I  will  ven- 
ture to  add,  any  person  on  board  the  frigate,  from 
Captain  Bathurst  downwards,  had  any  notion  of  a  dif- 
ference of  the  current  on  the  Asiatic  side,  of  which  Mr 
Turner  speaks.  I  never  heard  of  it  till  this  moment,  or 
I  would  have  taken  the  other  course.  Lieutenant 
Elkenhead's  sole  motive,  and  mine  also,  for  setting  out 
from  the  European  side  was,  that  the  little  cape  above 
Sestos  was  a  more  prominent  starting-place,  and  the 
frigate,  which  lay  below,  close  under  the  Asiatic  castle, 
formed  a  better  point  of  view  for  us  to  swim  towards; 
and,  in  fact,  we  landed  immediately  below  it. 

u  Mr  Turner  says,  '  Whatever  is  thrown  into  the 
stream  on  this  part  of  the  European  bank  must  arrive  at 
the  Asiatic  shore.'  This  is  so  far  from  being  the  case^ 
that  it  must  arrive  in  the  Archipelago,  if  left  to  the  cur- 
rent, although  a  strong  wind  in  the  Asiatic  direction 
might  have  such  an  effect  occasionally. 

a  Mr  Turner  attempted  the  passage  from  the  Asiatic 
side,  and  failed  :  ^  After  five-and-twenty  minutes,  in 
which  he  did  not  advance  a  hundred  yards,  he  gave  it 
op  from  complete  exhaustion.'  This  is  very  possible, 
and  might  have  occurred  to  him  just  as  readily  on  the 
European  side.  He  should  have  set  out  a  couple  of 
miles  higher,  and  could  then  have  come  out  below  the 
European  castle.  I  particularly  stated,  and  Mr  Hob- 
house  has  done  so  also,  that  we  were  obliged  to  make 
the  real  passage  of  one  mile  extend  to  between  tliree  %\\^ 
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ybtir,  owing^  to  the  force  of  the  stream.  I  can  assure 
Mr  Turner,  that  his  success  would  have. given  me  great 
pleasure,  as  it  would  have  added  one  more  instance  to 
the  proofs  of  the  prohahility.  It  is  not  quite  fair  in  him 
to  infer,  that  because  he  failed,  Leander  could  not  suc- 
ceed. There  are  still  four  instances  on  record  :  a  Nea- 
politan, a  young  Jew,  Mr  Ekenhead,  and  myself;  the 
two  last  done  in  the  presence  of  hundreds  of  English 
witnesses. 

a  With  regard  to  the  difference  of  the  current,  I  per- 
ceived none;  it  is  favourable  to  the  swimmer  on  alldier 
side,  but  may  be  stemmed  by  plunging  into  the  sea,  a 
considerable  way  above  the  opposite  point  of  the  coast 
which  the  swimmer  wishes  to  make,  but  still  bearing 
up  against  it;  it  is  strong,  but  if  you  calculate  well,  you 
may  reach  land.  My  own  experience  and  that  of  others 
bids  me  pronounce  the  passage  of  Leander  perfectly 
practicable.  Any  young  man,  in  good  and  tolerable  skill 
in  swimming,  might  succeed  in  it  from  eif/ierside.  I 
was  three  hours  in  swimming  across  the  Tagus,  which 
is  much  more  hazardous,  being  two  hours  longer  than 
the  Hellespont.  Of  what  may  be  done  in  swimming,  I 
will  mention  one  more  instance.  In  18 18,  the  Cheva- 
lier Mengaido  (a  gentleman  of  Bassano),  a  good  swim- 
mer, wished  to  swim  with  my  friend  Mr  Alexander  Scott 
and  myself.  As  he  seemed  particularly  anxious  on  the 
subject,  we  indulged  him.  We  all  three  started  from 
the  island  of  the  Lido  and  swam  to  Venice.  At  the  en- 
trance of  the  Grand  Canal,  Scott  and  1  were  a  good  way 
ahead,  and  we  saw  no  more  of  our  foreign  friend,  which, 
however,  was  of  no  consequence,  as  there  was  a  gondola 
to  hold  his  clothes  and  pick  him  up.  Scott  swam  on 
till  past  the  Rialto,  where  he  got  out,  less  from  fatigue 
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than  from  chill,  having  been  four  hours  in  the  water, 
without  rest  or  stay,  except  what  is  to  be  obtained  by 
floating  on  one's  back — this  being  the  condition  of  our 
peiformance.  I  continued  my  course  on  to  Santa 
Chiara,  comprising  the  whole  of  the  Grand  Canal  (be- 
sides the  distance  from  the  Lido),  and  got  out  where  the 
Laguna  once  more  opens  to  Fusina.  1  had  been  in  the 
water,  by  my  watch,  without  help  or  rest,  and  never 
touching  ground  or  hoat^ four  hours  and  twenty  minutes. 
To  this  match,  and  during  the  greater  part  of  its  perfor- 
mance, Mr  Hoppner,  the  Consul-general,  was  witness, 
and  it  is  well  known  to  many  others.  Mr  Turner  can 
easily  verify  the  fact,  if  he  thinks  it  worth  while,  by 
rrferring  to  Mr  Hoppner.  The  distance  we  could  not 
accurately  ascertain;  it  was  of  course  considerable. 

tt  I  crossed  the  Hellespont  in  one  hour  and  ten  minutes 
only.  I  am  now  ten  years  older  in  time,  and  twenty  in 
constitution^  than  I  was  when  I  passed  the  Dardanelles, 
and  yet  two  years  ago  I  was  capable  of  swimming  four 
hours  and  twenty  minutes;  and  I  am  sure  that  I  could 
have  continued  two  hours  longer,  though  I  had  on  a 
pair  of  trowsers,  an  accoutrement  which  by  no  means 
assists  the  performance.  My  two  companions  were  also 
four  hours  in  the  water.  Mengaldo  might  be  about 
thirty  years  of  age;  Scott  about  six-and-twenty. 

a  With  this  experience  in  swimming  at  different  pe- 
riods of  life,  not  only  upon  the  spot,  but  elsewhere,  of 
various  persons,  what  is  there  to  make  me  doubt  that 
Leander's  exploit  was  perfectly  practicable?  If  three 
individuals  did  more  than  the  passage  of  the  Hellespont, 
why  should  he  have  done  less?  But  Mr  Turner  failed, 
and,  naturally  seeking  a  plausible  reason  for  his  failure, 
lays  the  blame  on  the  Asiatic  side  of  the  strait.     He  tried 


84  NOTICES  OF  T«JE  a.  d.  1821 . 

to  swim  directly  across,  instead  of  going  higher  up  to 
take  the  vantage :  he  might  as  well  have  tried  to^y  over 
Mount  Athos. 

uThat  a  young  Greek  of  the  heroic  times,  in  love,  and 
with  his  limhs  in  full  vigour,  might  have  succeeded  in 
such  an  attempt,  is  neither  wonderful  nor  doubtfiiL 
Whether  he  attempted  it  or  not  is  another  question,  be- 
cause he  might  have  had  a  small  boat  to  save  him  the 
trouble. 

a  I  am  yours  very  truly, 

u  Btron. 

«  P.  S. — Mr  Turner  says  that  the  swimming  from 
Europe  to  Asia  was  '  the  easiest  part  of  the  task.'  I 
doubt  whether  Leander  found  it  so,  as  it  was  the  return ; 
however,  he  had  several  hours  between  the  intervals. 
The  argument  of  Mr  Turner  '  that  higher  up,  or  lower 
down,  the  strait  widens  so  considerably  that  he  would 
save  little  labour  by  his  starting,'  is  only  good  for  indif- 
ferent swimmers ;  a  man  of  any  practice  or  skill  will 
always  consider  the  distance  less  than  the  strength  of 
the  stream.  If  Ekenhead  and  myself  had  thought  of 
crossing  at  the  narrowest  point,  instead  of  going  up  to 
the  Gape  above  it,  we  should  have  been  swept  down  to 
Tenedos.  The  strait,  however,  is  not  so  extremely  wide, 
even  where  it  broadens  above  and  below  the  forts.  As 
the  frigate  was  stationed  some  time  in  the  Dardanelles 
waiting  for  the  firman,  I  bathed  often  in  the  strait 
subsequently  to  our  traject,  and  generally  on  the  Asiatic 
side,  without  perceiving  the  greater  strength  of  the 
opposite  stream  by  which  the  diplomatic  traveller  pal- 
liates his  own  failure.  Our  amusement  in  the  small 
bay  which  opens  immediately  below  the  Asiatic  fort  was 
to  dive  for  the  land  tortoises,  which  we  flung  in  on  pur- 
pose,  as  they  amphibiously  crawled  alon^  the  bottom. 
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This  does  not  ar^e  any  {greater  violence  of  current  than 
on  the  fioropean  shore.  With  regard  to  the  modest  in- 
sinuation that  we  chose  the  European  side  as  '  easier,'  I 
appeal  to  Mr  Hohhouse  and  Captain  Bathurst  if  it  be 
true  or  DO  (poor  Ekenhead  being  since  dead).  Had  we 
been  aware  of  any  such  difference  of  current  as  is  as- 

m 

serted,  we  would  at  least  hare  proved  it,  and  were  not 
likelT  to  have  given  it  up  in  the  twenty-five  minutes  of 
Mr  Turner's  own  experiment.  The  secret  of  all  this  is, 
that  Mr  Turner  failed,  and  that  wc  succeeded ;  and  he  is 
consefpiently  disappointed,  and  seems  not  unwilling  to 
overshadow  whatever  little  merit  there  might  be  in  our 
success.  Wliy  did  he  not  try  the  European  side?  If 
he  had  succeeded  there,  after  failing  on  the  Asiatic,  his 
plea  would  have  been  more  graceful  and  gracious.  Mr 
Turner  mav  find  what  fault  he  pleases  with  my  poetry, 
or  mv  politics;  but  I  recommend  him  to  leave  aquatic 
reflections  till  he  is  able  to  svi'im  '  five-and-tweniy  mi- 
notes'  without  being  '  exhausted^  though  I  believe  he  is 
the  first  modern  Tor\-  who  ever  swam  '  against  the 
stream'  for  half  the  timcn' 


LETTER  CCCCXIV. 

TO    3ia    MOORE. 

■  Ravenna,  Febrnary  33d,  1821. 

..  As  I  wish  the  soul  of  the  late  Antoine  Galignani  to 

rest  in  peace  (vou  will  have  read  his  death,  published  by 

himself,  in  his  own  newspaper),  you  are  requested  pai- 

ticularlv  to  inform  his  children  and  heirs,  that  of  their 

m 

'  To  ihe  above  letter,  which  was  publiiheJ  at  the  time,  Mr  Turner 
*rcte  a  replv,  but,  for  reasons  suted  by  himself,  did  not  print  ii.  Ai 
lita  rcqtieal,  1  gi^c  in$ertiou  to  his  p^tper  io  the  Appendix. 
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permit  this  of  my  own  free  will.  Had  I  sought  their 
favour,  it  would  have  been  by  a  pantomime. 

«  I  have  said  that  I  write  only  for  the  reader.  Beyond 
this  I  cannot  consent  to  any  publication,  or  to  the 
abuse  of  any  publication  of  mine  to  the  purposes  of 
histrionism.  The  applauses  of  an  audience  would  give 
me  no  pleasure;  their  disapprobation  might,  however, 
give  me  pain.  The  wager  is  therefore  not  equal.  You 
may,  perhaps,  say, '  How  can  this  be?  if  their  disappro- 
bation gives  pain,  their  praise  might  afford  pleasure?' 
By  no  means  :  the  kick  of  an  ass  or  the  sting  of  a  v^sp 
may  be  painful  to  those  who  would  find  nothing 
agreeable  in  the  braying  of  the  one  or  the  buzzing  ot 
the  other. 

(( This  may  not  seem  a  courteous  comparison,  but  I 
have  no  other  ready;  and  it  occurs  naturally. » 

LETTER  CCCCXVI. 

TO  MR  MURRAY. 

«  RaveDnSf  Marzo^  1 8a  i . 
UDEAR    MORAY, 

» In  my  packet  of  the  12th  instant,  in  the  last  sheet 
( not  the  half  sheet),  last  page,  omit  the  sentence  which 
(defining,  or  attempting  to  define,  what  and  who  are 
gentlemen)  begins  'I  should  say  at  least  in  life  that 
most  military  men  have  it,  and  few  naval ;  that  several 
men  of  rank  have  it,  and  few  lawyers,'  etc.  etc.  I  say, 
omit  the  whole  of  that  sentence,  because,  like  the  '  cos- 
mogony, or  creation  of  the  world,'  in  the  '  Vicar  of 
Wakefield,'  it  is  not  much  to  the  purpose. 

u  In  the  sentence  above,  too,  almost  at  the  top  of  the 
same  page,  after  the  words '  lUattUere  ever  was,  or  can 
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be,  an  aristocracy  of  poets,'  add  and  insert  these  words 
— *  I  do  not  mean  that  they  should  write  in  the  style  of 
the  song  by  a  person  of  quality,  or  parte  euphuism;  but 
there  is  a  nobility  of  thought  and  expression  to  be  found 
no  less  in  Shakspeare,  Pope,  and  Burns,  than  in  Dante, 
Alfieri,'  etc.  etc.  and  so  on.  '  Or,  if  you  please^  perhaps 
you  had  better  omit  the  whole  of  the  latter  digression 
on  the  vulgar  poets,  and  insert  only  as  far  as  the  end 
of  the  sentence  on  Pope's  Homer,  where  I  prefer  it  to 
Cowper's,  and  quote  Dr  Clarke  in  favour  of  its  accu- 
racy. 

uUpon  all  these  points,  take  an  opinion;  take  the 
sense  (or  nonsense)  of  your  learned  visitants,  and  act 
thereby.     I  am  very  tractable — in  prose. 

« Whether  I  have  made  out  the  case  for  Pope,  I  know 
not;  but  I  am  very  sure  that  I  have  been  zealous  in  the 
attempt.  If  it  comes  to  the  proofs,  we  shall  beat  the 
blackguards.  I  will  show  more  imagery  in  twenty 
lines  of  Pope  than  in  any  equal  length  of  quotation  in 
English  poesy,  and  that  in  places  wher^  they  least  ex- 
pect it.  For  instance,  in  his  lines  on  Sporus^ — now,  do 
just  read  them  over — the  subject  is  of  no  consequence 
(whether  it  be  satire  or  epic)  —we  are  talking  of  poetry 
and  imagery  from  nature  and  art.  Now,  mark  the  images 
separately  and  arithmetically : — 

I .  Hie  thing  of  st'/A*. 
a.  Curd  of  as$s  milk. 

3.  The  huiterjiy. 

4.  The  wheel. 

5.  Bag  with  gilded  wings. 

6.  Painted  child  of  dirf. 

7.  WlMte  huzt, 

8.  WelM>red  ijNMMi^.  . 

9.  Shallow  gtrf0^sfmndimpfm^,  ^^ 
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10.  Florid  impotence. 

ri.  Prompter.     Puppet  squeaks, 

1 2.  The  ear  of  Eve. 

1 3.  Familiar  toad. 

1 4-  Half  frothy  half  venom.,  spits  himself  abroad. 

1 5.  Fop  at  the  toilet. 

16.  Flatterer  at  the  hoard, 
ly.  AmphUnous  thing. 

1 8.  Now  trips  a  lady. 

19.  Now  struts  a  /ore/. 

20.  A  cherub's  face. 

21.  A  reptile  all  the  rest. 

22.  The  Rabbins. 

23.  Pride  tliat  licks  the  dust — 

Beauty  that  shocks  you,  parts  that  none  will  trust; 
Wit  that  can  creep,  and  pride  that  licks  the  dust, 

u  Now,  is  there  a  line  of  all  the  passage  without  the 
most  forcible  imagery  (for  his  purpose)?  Look  at  the 
variety — at  ih^  poetry  of  the  passage — at  the  imagina- 
tion :  there  is  hardly  a  line  from  which  a  painting  might 
not  be  made,  and  is.  But  this  is  nothing  in  comparison 
with  his  higher  passages  in  the  Essay  on  Man,  and  many 
of  his  other  poems,  serious  and  comic.  There  never 
was  SQch  an  unjust  outcry  in  this  world  as  that  which 
these  fellows  are  trying  against  Pope. 

«  Ask  Mr  GifFord  if,  in  the  fifth  act  of '  the  Doge,'  you 
could  not  contrive  (where  the  sentence  of  the  Veilis 
passed)  to  insert  the  following  lines  in  Mar i do  Faliero's 
answer? 

But  let  it  be  so.     It  will  be  in  vain : 
The  veil  which  bladkens  o'er  this  blighted  name, 
And  hides,  or  seems  to  hide,  these  Uneamentt, 
Shall  drav^more  gazers  \!haii  \\ift  ibo^&and  portraits 
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Which  glitter  round  it  in  their  painted  trappings, 
Your  delegated  slaves — ^the  people's  tyrants.^ 

«  Yours  truly,  etc. 

«  P.S. — Upon  public  matters  here  I  say  little :  you 
will  all  hear  soon  enough  of  a  general  row  throughout 
Italy.  There  never  was  a  more  foolish  step  than  the 
expedition  to  Naples  by  these  fellows. 

u  I  wish  to  propose  to  Holmes,  the  miniature  painter, 
to  come  out  to  me  this  spring.  I  will  pay  his  expenses, 
and  any  sum  in  reason.  I  wish  him  to  take  my  daugh- 
ter's picture  (who  is  in  a  convent)  and  the  Countess  G.'s, 
and  the  head  of  a  peasant  girl,  which  latter  would 
make  a  study  for  Raphael.  It  is  a  complete  peasant 
face,  but  an  Italian  peasant's,  and  quite  in  the  Raphael 
Fornarina  style.  Her  figure  is  tall,  but  rather  large, 
and  not  at  all  comparable  to  her  face,  which  is  really 
superb.  She  is  not  seventeen,  and  I  am  anxious  to  have 
her  face  while  it  lasts.  Madame  G.  is  also  very  hand- 
some, but  it  is  quite  in  a  different  style — completely 
blonde  and  fair — very  uncommon  in  Italy;  yet  not  an 
English  fairness,  but  more  like  a  Swede  or  a  Norwegian. 
Her  figure,  too,  particularly  the  bust,  is  uncommonly 
good.  It  piust  be  Holmes  :  I  like  him  because  he  takes 
such  inveterate  likenesses.  There  is  a  war  here ;  but  a 
solitary  traveller,  with  little  baggage,  and  nothing  to 
do  with  politics,  has  nothing  to  fear.  Pack  him  up  in 
the  Diligence.    Don't  forget." 

*  These  lines, — perhaps  from  some  difficulty  in  introducing;  them,-— 
were  never  inserted  in  the  Tragedy. 


i 
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LETTER  CCCCXVII. 

TO   MR   HOPPNEB. 

«  Ravenna,  April  3d,  1821. 

li  Thanks  for  the  translation.  I  have  sent  you  some 
books,  which  I  do  not  know  whether  you  have  read  or 
no — you  need  not  return  them,  in  any  case.  I  enclose 
you  also  a  letter  from  Pisa.  I  have  neither  spared  trou- 
ble nor  expense  in  the  care  of  the  child ;  and  as  she  was 
now  four  years  old  complete,  and  quite  above  the  con- 
trol of  the  servants — and  as  a  man  living  without  any 
woman  at  the  head  of  his  house  cannot  much  attend  to 
a  nursery — I  had  no  resource  but  to  place  her  for  a  time 
(at  a  high  pension  too)  in  the  convent  of  Bagna-Cavalli 
(twelve  miles  off),  where  the  air  is  good,  and  where  she 
will,  at  least,  have  her  learning  advanced,  and  her  mo- 
rals and  religion  inculcated. '  I  had  also  another  rea- 
son ; — things  were  and  are  in  such  a  state  here,  that  I 
had  no  reason  to  look  upon  my  own  personal  safety  as 
particularly  insurable;  and  I  thought  the  infant  best 
out  of  harm's  way,  for  the  present. 

u  It  is  also  fit  that  I  should  add  that  I  by  no  means 
intended,  nor  intend,  to  give  a  nati/ro/ child  an  English 
education,  because  with  the  disadvantages  of  her  birth, 
her  after  settlement  would  be  doubly  difficult.  Abroad, 
with  a  fair  foreign  education  and  a  portion  of  five  or 
six  thousand  pounds,  she  might  and  may  marry  very 

'  With  such  anxiety  did  he  look  to  this  essential  part  of  his  daughter's 
education,  that  notiifithstanding  the  many  advantages  she  'was  sure  to  de- 
rive from  the  kind  and  feminine  superintendence  of  Mrs  Shelley,  his  ap- 
prehensions lest  her  feeling  upon  religious  subjects  might  be  disturbed 
Jbjr  the  coDveraatiou  of  Shelley  himself  prevented  him  from  allowing  her 
io  remain  under  bis  friend's  roof. 
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respectably.  In  England  such  a  dowry  woald  be  a 
pittance,  while  elsewhere  it  is  a  fortune.  It  is,  besides, 
n^y  wish  that  she  should  be  a  Roman  Catholic,  which  I 
look  upon  as  the  best  religion,  as  it  is  assuredly  the  old- 
est of  the  various  branches  of  Christianity.  I  have  now 
explained  my  notions  as  to  the  place  where  she  now  is 
— it  is  the  best  I  could  find  for  the  present;  but  I  have 
no  prejudices  in  its  favour. 

«  I  do  not  speak  of  politics,  because  it  seems  a  hope- 
less subject,  as  long  as  those  scoundrels  are  to  be  per- 
mitted to  bully  states  out  of  their  independence.  Be- 
lieve me 

«  Yours  ever  and  truly. 

«  P.S. — There  is  a  report  here  of  a  change  in  France; 
but  with  what  truth  is  not  yet  known. 

a  P.S. — My  respects  to  Mrs  H.  I  have  the  '  best  opi- 
nion' of  her  countrywomen;  and  at  my  time  of  life 
•  (three-and-thirty,  22d  January,  1821),  that  is  to  say, 
after  the  life  I  have  led,  a  good  opinion  is  the  only  ra- 
*"  tlonal  one  which  a  man  should  entertain  of  the  whole 
sex: — up  to  thirty^  the  worst  possible  opinion  a  man 
can  have  of  them  in  general^  the  better  for  himself.  Af- 
terwards, it  is  a  matter  of  no  importance  to  them^  nor  to 
him  either,  what  opinion  he  entertains — his  day  is  over, 
or,  at  least,  should  be. 

tt  Tou  see  how  sober  I  am  become. » 


LETTER  CCCCXVIII. 

TO  MR  MURRAY. 

«  Ravenna,  April  21st,  1831. 
u  I  enclose   you  another  letter  on  Bowles.     But   I 
premise  that  it  is  not  like  the  former,  and  t\ial\;3LT(iiM)^ 
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at  all  sure  how  much^  if  any ^  of  it  should  he  puhlished. 
Upon  this  point  you  can  consult  with  Mr  Gifford,  and 
think  tvjice  hefore  you  puhhsh  it  at  all.  . 

u  Yours  truly, 

aB. 

«  P.S. — You  may  make  my  subscription  for  Mr  Scott's 
widow,  etc.  thirty  instead  of  the  proposed  ten  pounds : 
but  do  not  put  down  my  name;  put  down  N.  N.  only. 
The  reason  is,  that,  as  1  have  mentioned  him  in  the  en- 
closed pamphlet,  it  would  look  indelicate.  I  would 
give  more,  but  my  disappointments  last  year  about 
Rochdale  and  the  transfer  from  the  funds  render  me 
more  economical  for  the  present. » 


LETTER  CCGCXIX. 

TO   MR    SHELLEY. 

«  Ravenna,  April  a6tli,  1 82 1 . 

«The  child  continues  doings  well,  and  the  accounts 
are  regular  and  favourable.  It  is  gratifying  to  me  that 
you  and  Mrs  Shelley  do  not  disapprove  of  the  step 
which  I  have  taken,  which  is  merely  temporary. 

« I  am  very  sorry  to  hear  what  you  say  of  Keats — is 
it  actually  true?  I  did  not  think  criticism  had  been  so 
killing.  Though  I  differ  from  you  essentially  in  your 
estimate  of  his  performances,  I  so  much  abhor  all  un- 
necessary pain,  that  1  would  rather  he  had  been  seated 
on  the  highest  peak  of  Parnassus  than  have  perished  in 
such  a  manner.  Poor  fellow !  though  with  such  in- 
ordinate self-love  he  would  probably  have  not  been 
very  happy.  I  read  the  review  of  *  Endymion'  in  the 
Quarterly.    It  was  severe,— but  surely  not  so  severe 
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as    many  reviews  in  that  and    other  journals  upon 
Others. 

u  I  recollect  the  effect  on  me  of  the  Edinburgh  on 
my  first  poem ;  it  was  rag^e,  and  resistance,  and  redress 
— but  not  despondency  nor  despair.  I  grant  that  those 
are  not  amiable  feelings ;  but,  in  this  world  of  bustle  and 
broil,  and  especially  in  the  career  of  writing,  a  man 
should  calculate  upon  his  powers  of  resistance  before  he 
goes  into  the  arena. 

Expect  not  life  from  pain  nor  danger  free, 
Nor  deem  the  doom  of  man  reversed  for  thee. 

u  You  know  my  opinion  of  that  second-hand  school  of 
poetry.  You  also  know  my  high  opinion  of  your  own 
poetry, — because  it  is  of  no  school.  I  read  Cenci — but, 
besides  that  I  think  the  subject  essentially  tindramatic, 
I  am  not  an  admirer  of  our  old  dramatists,  as  models,  I 
deny  that  the  English  have  hitherto  had  a  drama  at  all. 
Your  Cenci,  however,  was  a  work  of  power,  and  poetry. 
As  to  my  drama,  pray  revenge  yourself  upon  it,  by  being 
as  free  as  I  have  been  with  yours. 

a  I  have  not  yet  got  your  Prometheus,  which  I  long 
to  see.  I  have  heard  nothing  of  mine,  and  do  not  know 
that  it  is  yet  published.  I  have  published  a  pamphlet 
on  the  Pope  controversy,  which  you  will  not  like.  Had 
I  known  that  Keats  was  dead— or  that  he  was  alive  and 
so  sensitive — I  should  have  omitted  some  remarks  upon 
his  poetry,  to  which  I  was  provoked  by  his  attack  upon 
Pope^  and  my  disapprobation  oihis  own  style  of  writing. 

«  You  want  me  to  undertake  a  great  Poem — I  have  not 
the  inclinotioa  nor  the  power.  As  I  grow  older,  the  in- 
difference— not  to  life,  for  we  love  it  by  instinct — but 
to  the   stimuli  of  life,    increases.     Besides,  this  late 
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failare  of  the  Italians  hast  latterly  disappointed  roe  for 
many  reasoos.r— some  puMic,  some  personal.  My  res- 
pects to  Mrs  S. 

■    u  Yours  ever. . 
■  P^. — Could  not  you  and  I  contrive  to  meet  this 
summer?    Ck>uld  not  you  take  a  run  hef^  a&>ite?n 

LETTER   CCCCXX. 

TO    MR    MURRAY. 

■  Ravenna,  April  aGdi,  i8ai. 

tt  I  sent  you  by  last  postis  a  largeiiacket,  which  will 
ROf  do  for  publication  (I  suspect),  Keidg,  as  the  appren- 
tices say,  ^  damned  low.'  I  put  off  also  for  a  week  or 
two  sending  the  Italis^n  scrawl  which  will  form  a  note 
to  it.  The  reason  is  thatj  letters  being  open#d,  I  wish 
to  'bide  a  wee.'  i.    ' 

ttWell,  have  you  published  the  Tragedy?  and  does 
the  Letter  take  ? . 

M  Is  it  true,  what  Shelley  wrkes  me,  that  poor  John 
Keats  died  at  Rame-  gf  the  Quarterly  Review  ?  I  am 
very  sorr^*  for  it^^ough  I  think  he  took  the  wrong  line 
as  a  poet,^aM  was  sf^iit  by  Cockneyf ying,  and  suburb- 
ing  and,Versifying*«Too{e's  Pantheon  and  Lempriere's 
Diction'apy.  *  I  know,  by  experience,  that  a  savage  re- 
vimrv  is  hemlock  to  a  sucking  author ;  and  the  one  on 
me  (which  produced  the  English  Bards,  etc.)  knocked  me 
down — but  I  got  up  again.  Instead  of  burstinga  blood- 
vessel, 1  drank  three  bottles  of  claret,  and  began  an  an- 
swer, finding  that  there  was  nothing  in  the  article  for 
which  I  could  lawfully  knock  Jeffrey  on  the  head,  in  an 
honourable  way.  However,  I  would  not  be  the  person 
who  wrote  the  homlc'idaV  aTlvcleCor  all  the  honour  and 
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glory  in  the  world,  though  I  by  no  means  approve  of 
that  school  of  scribbling  which  it  treats  upon. 

tf  Tou  see  the  Italians  hav^  made  a  sad  business  of  it, 
— all  owing  to  treachery  and  disunion  amongst  them- 
selves. It  has  given  me  great  vexation.  The  execra- 
tions heaped  upon  the  Neapolitans  by  the  other  Italians 
are  quite  in  unison  with  those  of  the  rest  of  Europe. 

«  Yours,  etc. 

«  P.S. — ^Tour  latest  pacliet  of  books  is  on  its  way  here, 
but  not  arrived.  Kenilworth  excellent.  Thanks  for  the 
pocket-books,  of  which  I  have  made  presents  to  those 
ladies  who  like  cuts,  and  landscapes,  and  all  that.  I 
have  got  an  Italian  book  or  two  which  I  should  like  to 
send  you  if  I  had  an  opportunity: 

a  I  am  not  at  present  in  the  very  highest  health, — 
spring  probably;  so  I  have  lowered  my  diet  and  taken 
to  Epsom'salts. 

«  As  yon  say  my  prose  is  good,  why  don't  you  treat 
with  Moore  for  the  reversion  of  the  Memoirs? — condi- 
tiorudfy^  recollect;  not  to  be  published  before  decease. 
He  has  the  permission  to  dispose  of  them,  and  I  advised 
him  to  do  so.» 


LETTER  CCCCXXI. 

TO  MB  MOORE. 

«  Rayenna,  April  aSth,  i8ai. 
«  You  cannot  have  been  more  disapointed  than  my- 
self, nor  so  much  deceived.  I  have  been  so  at  some 
personal  risk  also,  which  is  not  yet  done  away  with. 
However,  no  time  nor  circumstances  shall  alter  my  tone 
nor  my  feelings  of  indignation  against  tyranny  trium- 
phant. The  present  business  has  been  as  mueV  a  v^otV 
roL,  IV,  ^ 
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of  treachery  as  of  cowardice, — though  both  may  have 
done  their  part.  If  CTer  you  and  I  meet  ag[ain,  I  will 
'  have  a  talk  with  you  upon  the  subject.  At  present,  for 
obvious  reasons,  I  can  write  but  little,  as  all  letters  are 
opened.  In  mine  they  shall  always  find  my  sentiments, 
but  nothing  that  can  lead  to  the  oppression  of  others. 

a  You  will  please  to  recollect  that  the  Neapolitans  are 
nowhere  now  more  execrated  than  in  Italy,  and  not 
blame  a  whole  people  for  the  vices  of  a  province.  That 
Would  be  like  condemning  Great  Britain  because  they 
plunder  wrecks  in  Cornwall. 

tt  And  now,  let  us  be  literary  ;^ — a  sad  falling  off,  but 
it  is  always  a  consolation.  If 'Othello's  occupation  be 
gone,'  let  us  take  to  the  next  best;  and,  if  we  cannot 
contribute  to  make  mankind  more  free  and  wise,  we 
may  amuse  ourselves  and  those  who  like  it.  What  are 
you  writing  ?  I  have  been  scribbling  at  intervals,  and 
Murray  will  be  publishing  about  now. 

a  Lady  Noel  has,  as  you  say,  been  dangerously  ill; 
bat  it  may  console  you  to  learn  that  she  is  dangerously 
well  again. 

tt  I  have  written  a  sheet  or  two  more  of  Memoranda 
for  you;  and  I  kept  a  little  Journal  for  about  a  month  or 
two,  till  I  had  filled  the  paper-book.  I  then  left  it  off, 
as  things  grew  busy  and,  afterwards,  too  gloomy  to  set 
down  without  a  painful  feeling.  This  I  should  be  glad' 
to  send  you,  if  I  had  an  opportunity ;  but  a  volume, 
however  small,  don't  go  well  by  such  posts  as  exist  in  this 
Inquisition  of  a  country. 

it  I  have  no  news.     As  a  very  pretty  woman  said  to 

me  a  few  nights  ago,  with  the  tears  in  her  eyes,  as  she 

sat  at  the  harpsichord, '  Alasi  the  Italians  inust  now  rt- 

torn  to  making  operas.'    I  fear  that  and  maocaroni  are 

tbeir  forie^  and  '  motleY  tibevr  only  wear.'    Howevtr, 
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there  are  some  high  spirits  among  them  still.     Pray 
write. 

«  And  believe  me,  etc.  n 


LETTER  CCCCXXIL 

TO   MB    MOORE. 

•  Ravenna,  May  3d|  i8ai. 

«  Though  I  wrote  to  you  on  the  28th  ultimo,  I  must 
acknowledge  yours  of  this  day,  with  the  lines.'  They 
are  sublime,  as  well  as  beautiful,  and  in  your  very  best 
mood  and  manner.  They  are  also  but  too  true.  How- 
ever, do  not  confound  the  scoundrels  at  the  heel  of  the 
boot  with  their  betters  at  the  top  of  it.  I  assure  you 
that  there  are  some  loftier  spirits. 

tt  Nothing,  however,  can  be  better  than  your  poem,  or 
more  deserved  by  the  Lazzaroni.  They  are  now  ab- 
horred and  disclaimed  nowhere  more  than  here.  We 
will  talk  over  these  things  (if  we  meet)  some  day,  and  I 
will  recount  my  own  adventures,  some  of  which  have 
been  a  little  hazardous,  perhaps. 

a  So,  you  have  got  the  Letter  on  Bowles?'  I  do  not 
recollect  to  have  said  any  thing  of  you  that  could  offend 
— certainly,  nothing  intentionally.  As  for  **,  I  meant 
him  a  compliment.  I  wrote  the  whole  off-hand,  with- 
out copy  or  correction,  and  expecting  then  every  day  to 
be  called  into  the  field.  What  have  I  said  of  you  ?  I 
am  sure  I  forget.  It  must  be  something  of  regret  for 
your  approbation  of  Bowles.  And  did  you  not  approve, 

• 

■  «  Ay,  down  to  tbe  dost  with  them,  slaves  as  they  are,>  etc.  etc. 

*  I  had  not,  when  1  wrote,  seen  this  pamphlet,  as  he  supposes,  hot  had 
■aerdy  beard  from  tome  friends,  that  liis  pen  had  «  mn  a*muck>  in  it, 
and  that  I  myself  had  not  escaped  a  f)i(;ht  grace  in  ita  career. 
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as  he  says  ?  Would  I  had  known  that  before !  I  would 
have  given  him  some  more  gruel.'  My  intention  was 
to  make  fun  of  all  these  fellows ;  but  how  I  succeed,  I 
don't  know.  , 

u  As  to  Pope,  I  have  always  regarded  him  as  the  great- 
est name  in  our  poetry.  Depend  upon  it,  the  rest  are 
barbarians.  He  is  a  Greek  Temple,  with  a  Gothic  Ca- 
thedral on  one  hand,  and  a  Turkish  Mosque  and  all 
sorts  of  ikntastic  pagodas  and  conventicles  about  him. 
You  may  call  Shakspeare  and  Milton  pyramids,  if  you 
please,  but  I  prefer  the  Temple  of  Theseus  or  the  Par- 
thenon to  a  mountain  of  burnt  brickwork. 

uThe  Murray  has  written  to  me  but  once,  the  day  of 
its  publication,  when  it  seemed  prosperous.  But  I  have 
heard  of  late  from  England  but  rarely.  Of  Murray^s 
other  publications  (of  mine),  I  know  nothing, — nor  whe- 
ther he  has  published.  He  was  to  have  done  so  a  month 
ago.     I  wish  you  would  do  something, — or  that  we  were 

together. 

u  Ever  yours  and  affectionately, 

«B.» 

It  was  at  this  time  that  he  began,  under  the  title  of 
i(  Detached  Thoughts,))  that  Book  of  Notices  or  Memo- 

*  It  may  be  sufficient  to  say  of  the  use  to  which  both  Lord  Byron  and 
Mr  Bowles  thought  it  worth  their  while  to  apply  my  name  in  this  contro- 
versy, that,  as  Car  as  my  own  knowledge  of  the  subject  extended,  I  was 
disposed  to  agree  with  neither  of  the  extreme  opinions  into  which,  as  it 
appeared  to  me,  my  distinguished  friends  had  diverged;— ^neither  with 
Lord  Byron  in  that  spirit  of  partisanship  which  led  him  to  place  I^ope 
a6oue  Shakspeare  and  Milton,  nor  with  Mr  Bowles  in  such  an  application 
of  the  «  principles*  of  poetry  as  could  tend  to  sink  Pope,  on  the  scale  of 
his  art,  to  any  rank  below  the  very  first.  Such  being  the  middle  state 
of  my  opinion  on  the  question,  it  will  not  be  difficult  to  uDderttand  how 
one  of  my  controversial  friends  should  be  as  mistaken  insapposiDg  me  to 
ttiffer  altogether  from  his  views,  as  the  other  was  in  Caking  for  graate4 
thai  /  bad  ranged  myself  vibolVy  on  Vk\%  «\4e. 
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randums,  from  which,  in  the  course  of  these  pages,  I 
have  extracted  so  many  curious  illustrations  of  his  life 
and  opinions,  and  of  which  the  opening  article  is  as 
follows : 

u  Amongst  various  Journals,  Memoranda,  Diaries,  etc. 
which  I  have  kept  in  the  course  of  my  living,  I  hegan 
one  ahout  three  months  ago,  and  carried  it  on  till  I  had 
filled  one  paper-hook  (thinnish),  and  two  sheets  or  so 
of  another.  I  then  left  off,  partly  because  I  thought  we 
should  •  have  some  business  here,  and  I  had  furbished 
up  my  4^lns  and  got  my  apparatus  ready  for  taking 
a  turn  with  the  patriots,  having  my  drawers  full  of  their 
proclamations,  oaths,  and  resolutions,  and  my  lower 
rooms  of  their  hidden  weapons,  of  most  calibres, — and 
partly  because  I  had  filled  my  paper- book. 

u  But  the  Neapolitans  have  betrayed  themselves  and 
all  the  world ;  and  those  who  would  have  given  their 
blood  for  Italy  can  now  only  give  her  their  tears. 

a  Some  day  or  other,  if  dust  holds  together,  I  have 
been  enough  in  the  secret  (at  least  in  this  part  of  the 
country)  to  cast  perhaps  some  little  light  upon  the  atro- 
cious treachery  which  has  replunged  Italy  into  barba- 
rism :  at  present,  I  have  neither  the  time  nor  the  temper. 
However,  the  real  Italians  are  not  to  blame ;  merely  the 
scoundrels  at  the  heel  of  the  boot^  which  the  Hun  now 
wears,  and  will  trample  them  to  ashes  with  for  their 
servility.  I  have  risked  myself  with  the  others  here,  and 
how  far  I  may  or  may  not  be  compromised  is  a  problem 
at  this  moment.  Some  of  them,  like  Craigengelt,  would 
'tell  all,  and  more  than  all,  to  save  themselves.'  But, 
come  what  may,  the  cause  was  a  glorious  one,  though 
it  reads  at  present  as  if  the  Greeks  had  run  away  from 
Xerxes.  Happy  the  few  who  have  only  to  reproach 
themselves  mth  helieving  that  these  Tasca\s  vieve  ^^^^ 
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^rascaille'  than  they  proved ! — Here  in  RomagDa,  the 
efforts  were  necessarily  limited  to  preparations  and  good 
intentions,  until  the  Germans  were  fairly  engaged  in 
equal  warfare — as  we  are  upon  their  very  frontiers, 
without  a  single  fort  or  hill  nearer  than  San  Marino. 
Whether  '  hell  will  be  paved  with'  those  '  good  inten- 
tions/ I  know  not ;  but  there  will  probably  be  good 
store  of  Neapolitans  to  walk  upon  the  pavement,  what- 
ever may  be  its  composition.  Slabs  of  lava  from  their 
mountain,  with  the  bodies  of  their  own  damned  souls 
for  cement,  would  be  the  fittest  causeway  for  Satan's 
'  Corso.'w 


LETTER  CCCCXXIII. 

TO   MR   MtJRRAT. 

«  Ravenna,  May  i  oCL,  1821. 
«  I  have  just  got  your  packet.  I  am  obliged  to  Mr 
Bowles,  and  Mr  Bowles  is  obliged  tome,  for  having 
restored  him  to  good-humour.  He  is  to  write,  and  you 
to  publish,  what  you  please, — motto  and  subject.  I  de- 
sire nothing  but  fair  play  for  all  parties.  Of  course, 
after  the  new  tone  of  Mr  Bowles,  you  will  not  publish 
my  defence  of  Gilchrist:  it  would  be  brutal  to  do  so  after 
his  urbanity,  for  it  is  rather  too  rough,  like  his  own 
attack  upon  Gilchrist.  You  may  tell  him  what  I  say 
there  of  his  Missionary  (it  is  praised,  as  it  deserves): 
However,  and  if  there  are  any  passages  not  personal  to 
Bowles,  and  yet  bearing  upon  the  question,  you  may 
add  them  to  the  reprint  (if  it  is  reprinted)  of  my  first 
Letter  to  you.  Upon  this  consult  Gifford;  and,  above 
all,  don't  let  any  thing  be  added  which  can  personalfy 
L  -s/jfect  Mr  Bowles. 
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a  In  the  enclosed  notes,  of  coarse  what  I  say  of  the 
democracy  of  poetry  cannot  apply  to  Mr  Bowles,  but  to 
the  Cockney  and  water  washing-tub  schools. 

u  I  hope  and  trast  that  Elliston  won't  be  permitted  to 
act  the  drama?  Surely  he  might  have  the  grace  to  wait 
for  Kean's  return  before  he  attempted  it;  though,  even 
thaiy  I  should  be  as  much  against  the  attempt  as  ever. 

a  I  have  got  a  small  packet  of  books,  bat  neither 
Waldegrave,  Oxford,  nor  Scott's  novels  among  them. 
Why  don't  you  republish  Hodgson's  Childe  Harold's  Mo- 
nitor and  Latino-mastix?  they  are  excellent.  Think  of 
this, — they  are  all  for  Pope. 

u  Yours,  etc. » 

The   controversy,  in  which    Lord   Byron,  with  so 
much  grace  and  good-humour,  thus  allowed  himself  to 
be  disarmed  by  the*  courtesy  of  his  antagonist,  it  is  not 
my  intention  to  run  the  risk  of  reviving  by  any  inquiry 
into  its  origin  or  merits.  In  all  such  discussions  on  mat- 
ters of  mere  taste  and  opinion,  where,  on  one  side,  it  is 
the  aim  of  the  disputants  to  elevate  the  object  of  the 
contest,  and,  on  the  other,  to  depreciate  it.  Truth  will 
usually  be  found,  like  Shakspeare's  gatherer  of  samphire 
on  the  cliff,  u  half-way  down.n     Whatever  judgment, 
however,  may  be  formed  respecting  the  controversy 
itself,  of  the  urbanity  and  gentle  feeling,  on  both  sides, 
which  (notwithstanding  some  slight  trials  of  this  good 
understanding  afterwards)  led  ultimately  to  the  result 
anticipated  in  the  foregoing  letter,  there  can  be  but  one 
opinion;  and  it  is  only  to  be  wished  that  such  honour- 
able foii>earance  were  as  sure  of  imitators  as  it  is,  de- 
servedly, of  eulogists.     In  the  lively  pages  thus  sup- 
pressed, when  ready  fledged  for  flight,  with  a  power  of 
self-command  rarely  exercised  by  wit,  tViere  ate  sox&ft. 
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passages,  of  a  general  nature,  too  curious  to  be  lost, 
which  I  shall  accordingly  proceed  to  extract  for  the 
reader. 

tt  Pope  himself  ^  sleeps  well — nothing  can  touch  him 
further;'  but  those  who  love  the  honour  of  their  country, 
the  perfection  of  her  literature,  the  glory  of  her  lan- 
guage, are  not  to  be  expected  to  permit  an  atom  of  his 
dust  to  be  stirred  in  his  tomb,  or  a  leaf  to  be  stripped 

from  the  laurel  which  grows  over  it. 

«         «         «         «        « 

«  To  me  it  appears  of  no  very  great  consequence  whe-^ 
ther  Martha  Blount  was  or  was  not  Pope's  mistress, 
though  I  could  have  wished  him  a  better.  She  appears 
to  have  been  a  cold-hearted,  interested,  ignorant,  dis- 
agreeable woman,  upon  whom  the  tenderness  of  Pope's 
heart  in  the  desolation  of  his  latter-days  was  cast  away, 
not  knowing  whither  to  turn,  as  he  drew  towards  his 
premature  old  age,  childless  and  lonely, — like  the  needle 
which,  approaching  within  a  certain  distance  of  the 
pole,  becomes  helpless  and  useless,  and,  ceasing  to 
tremble,  rusts.  She  seems  to  have  been  so  totally 
unworthy  of  tenderness,  that  it  is  an  additional  proof 
of  the  kindness  of  Pope's  heart  to  have  been  able  to 
love  such  a  being.  But  we  must  love  something.  I 
agree  with  Mr  B.  that  she  ^  could  at  no  time  have  regard- 
ed Pope  personally  with  attachment,'  because  she  was 
incapable  of  attachment ;  but  I  deny  that  Pope  could 
not  be  regarded  with  personal  attachment  by  a  wor- 
thier woman.  It  is  not  probable,  indeed,  that  a  woman 
would  have  fallen  in  love  with  him  as  he  walked  along 
the  Mall,  or  in  a  box  at  the  opera,  nor  from  a  balcony, 
nor  in  a  ball-room;  but  in  society  he  seems  to  have 
Jbeen  as  amiable  as  unassumin^^  aud^  with  the  greatest 
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disadvantages  of  figure,  his  head  and  face  were  remark- 
ably handsome,  especially  his  eyes.  He  was  adored 
by  his  friends — friends  of  the  most  opposite  disposi- 
tions, ages,  and  talents — by  the  old  and  wayward  Wy- 
cherley,  by  the  cynical  Swift,  the  rough  Atterbury,  the 
gentle  Spence,  the  stern  attorney-bishop  Warburton, 
the  virtuous  Berkeley,  and  the  ^  cankered  Bolingbroke.' 
Bolingbroke  wept  over  him»(ike  a  child;  and  Spence's 
description  of  his  last  moments  is  at  least  as  edifying  as 
the  more  ostentatious  account  of  the  deathbed  of  Ad- 
dison. The  soldier  Peterborough  and  the  poet  Gay,  the 
witty  Gongreve  and  the  laughing  Rowe,  the  eccentric 
Cromwell  and  the  steady  Bathurst,  were  all  his  intimates. 
The  man  who  could  conciliate  so  many  men  of  the 
most  opposite  description,  not  one  of  whom  but  was  a 
remarkable  or  a  celebrated  character,  might  well  have 
pretended  to  all  the  attachment  which  a  reasonable 
man  would  desire  of  an  amiable  woman. 

u  Pope,  in  fact,  wherever  he  got  it,  appears  to  have 
understood  the  sex  well.  Bolingbroke,  ^  a  judge  of  the 
subject,'  says  Warton,  thought  his  '  Epistle  on  the  Cha- 
racters of  Women'  his  '  masterpiece.'  And  even  with 
respect  to  the  grosser  passion,  which  takes  occasionally 
the  name  of  ^romantic/  accordingly  as  the  degree  of 
sentiment  elevates  it  above  the  definition  of  love  by 
Buffon,  it  may  be  remarked,  that  it  does  not  always 
depend  upon  personal  appearance,  even  in  a  woman. 
Madame  Gottin  was  a  plain  woman,  and  might  have 
been  virtuous,  it  may  be  presumed,  without  much  in- 
terruption. Virtuous  she  was,  and  the  consequences  of 
this  inveterate  virtue  were  that  two  different  admirers 
(one  an  elderly  gentleman)  killed  themselves  in  despair 
(see  Lady  Morgan's  *  France*).  I  would  not,  however, 
recommend  this  riffour  to  plain  women  \ii  geuet?\^  vol 
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the  hope  of  securing  the  glory  of  two  snicides  a-pieoe. 
I  believe  that  there  are  few  men  who,  io  the  course  of 
their  obsemitions  00  Kfie,  may  not  have  perceiTed  that 
it  15  not  the  (j;refl  test  female  beauty  who  forms  the -long- 
est antl  the  stroo^jest  passions^ 

«Bdt,  apropos  of  Pbpe. — VoHaire  tells  us  that  the 
Marechal  Lnxemhotirg  (who  had  precisdy  Pope's  figure^ 
was  not  only  somewhat  too  amatory  for  a  great  man, 
but  i'brtunate  in  his  attachments.  La  Valiere,  the  pas« 
sioQ  of  Louis  XIV,  had  an  unsightly  defect.  The 
Princess  of  Eboli,  the  mistress  of  Philip  the  Second  of 
Spain,  and  Maugiron,  the  minion  of  Henry  the  Third 
of  France,  had  each  of  them  lost  an  eye;  and  the  fa- 
mous Latin  epigram  was  written  upon  them,  which 
has,  1  helteTe,  been  either  translated  or  imitated  by 
Goldsmith: — 

LomiDc  Icon  dextro,  capta  est  Leonilla  sinistro, 
Et  potis  est  forma  Tiacere  nterqoe  Deos ; 

Itfande  poer,  lameQ  <piod  kabes  concede  9orori, 
Sic  tn  caNrms  Amor,  sic  erit  ilia  Yeans. 

tt  Wilkes,  with  his  ugliness,  used  to  say  that '  he  was 
hut  a  quarter  of  an  hour  behind  the  handsomest  man 
in  England ;'  and  this  vaunt  of  his  is  said  not  to  have 
been  disproved  by  circumstances.  Swift,  when  neither 
young,  nor  handsome,  nor  rich,  nor  even  amiable,  in- 
spired the  two  most  extraordinary  passions  upon  record, 
Vanessa's  and  StdlaV 

Vanessa,  aged  scarce  a  score. 
Sighs  for  a  gown   of  forty-four. 

«  He  requited  them  bitterly;  for  he  seems  to  have 
broken  the  heart  of  the  one,  and  worn  oat  that  of  the 
odier;  and  he  had  his  reward,  for  he  died  a  solitary  idiot 
in  the  bands  of  servants. 
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«  For  my  own  part,  I  am  of  the  opioion  of  Pausanias, 
diat  success  in  love  depends  upon  Fortune.  '  They 
particularly  renounce  Celestial  Venus,  into  whose  tem- 
ple,' etc.  etc.  etc  I  remember,  too,  to  have  seen  a  build- 
ing in  .£g[ina  in  which  there  is  a  statue  of  Fortune, 
holding  a  horn  of  Amalthea ;  and  near  her  there  is  a 
winged  Love.  The  meaning  of  this  is,  that  the  success 
of  men  in  love-affairs  depends  more  on  the  assistance 
of  Fortune  than  the  charms  of  beauty.  I  am  persuad- 
ed, too,  with  Pindar  (to  whose  opinion  I  submit  in  other 
particulars),  *  that  Fortune  is  one  of  the  Fates,  and  that 
in  a  certain  respect  she  is  more  powerful  than  her  sis- 
ters.*— See  Pausanias,  Achates^  book  vii,  chap  a6,  page 
i46,  *  Taylor's  Translation.' 

a  Grimm  has  a  remark  of  the  same  kind  on  the  dif- 
ferent destinies  of  the  younger  Crebillon  and  Rousseau. 
The  former  writes  a  licentious  novd,  and  a  young  Eng- 
lish girl  of  some  fortune  and  family  (a  Miss  Strafford) 
runs  away,  and  crosses  the  sea  to  marry  him;  while 
Rousseau,  the  most  tender  and  passionate  of  lovers,  is 
obliged  to  espouse  his  chambermaid.  If  I  recollect 
rightly,  this  remark  was  also  repeated  in  the  Edinburgh 
Review  of  Grimm's  Correspondence,  seven  or  eight 
years  ago. 

u  In  regard  ^to  the  strange  mixture  of  indecent,  and 
sometimes  profane  levity,' which  his  conduct  and  lan- 
guage often  exhibited,'  and  which  so  much  shocks  Mr 
Rowles,  I  object  to  the  indefinite  word  ''often*,  and  in 
extenuation  of  the  occasional  occurrence  of  such  lan- 
guage it  is  to  be  recollected,  that  it  was  less  the  tone  of 
Pope,  than  the  tone  of  the  time.  With  the  exception!  of 
the  correspondence  of  Pope  and  his  friends,  not  many 
priTate  letters  of  the  period  have  come  down  to  us ;  but 
those,  such  bs  they  are — a  few  scattered  scrai^^  faowi 
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i^aniuhiir  aihI  others — are  more  indecent  and  coarse 
iluu  v«u\  ll^itHf  '"  Pope's  letters.     Tiie  comedies  of 
V\4i^tvvv^  V^iibru^h,  Farquhar,  Gibber,  etc.,  ^hich 
i^i4tM^f>  jkHrinpted  to  represent  tbe  manners  and  con- 
xv4«H,u«i^rA  v^'  private  life,  are  decisive  upon  tbis  point ; 
(m.  «iv  ^iifeikk  vome  of  Steele's  papers,  and  even  Addison's. 
H^<^  >«M  llHUW  what  the  conversation  of  Sir  R.  Walpole, 
lOi:  !4^iNiteen  years  the  prime-minister  of  the  country, 
Hi«9^  aik  ills  own  table,  and  his  excuse  for  his  licentious 
lji|^W<i^ey  viz.,  '  that  every  body  understood  thatj  but 
^w  i*ouid  talk  rationally  upon  less  common  topics.' 
IIk'  rt*finement  of  latter  days, — which  is  perhaps  the 
VMUitcquence  of  vice,  which  wishes  to  mask  and  soften 
il^rlf,  as  much  as  of  virtuous  civilisation, — had  not  yet 
MUide  sufficient  prog[ress.     Even  Johnson,  in  his  ^  Lon- 
Jpn/  has  two  or  three  passages  which  cannot  be  read 
aloud,  and  Addison's  ^Drummer'  some  indelicate  allu- 
sions.» 

To  the  extract  that  follows  I  beg  to  call  the  particular 
attention  of  the  reader.  Those  who  at  all  remember 
the  peculiar  bitterness  and  violence  with  which  the 
gentleman  here  commemorated  assailed  Lord  Byron, 
at  a  crisis  when  both  his  heart  and  fame  were  most 
vulnerable,  will,  if  am  not  mistaken,  feel  a  thrill  of 
pleasurable  admiration  in  reading  these  sentences,  such 
as  alone  can  convey  any  adequate  notion  of  the  proud, 
generous  pleasure  that  must  have  been  felt  in  writing 
them. 

u  Poor  Scott  is  now  no  more.     In  the  exercise  of  his 

vocation,  he  contrived  at  last  to  make  himself  the  subject 

if  a  coroner's  inquest.     But  he  died  like  a  brave  man, 

ind  he  lived  an  able  one.     I  knew  him  personally, 

iot^h  i/igrfady.    Although  several  ^ears  my  senior,  we 
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had  been  schoolfellows  together  at  the '  grain mar-schule' 
(or,  as  the  Aberdonians  pronounce  it,  ^squeet)  of  New 
Aberdeen.     He  did  not  behave  to  me  quite  handsomely 
in  his  capacity  of  editor  a  few  years  ago,  but  he  was 
under  no  obligation  to  behave  otherwise.  The  moment 
was  too  tempting  for  many  friends  and  for  all  enemies. 
At  a  time  when  all  my  relations  (save  one)  fell  from  me 
like  leaves  from  the  tree  in  autumn  winds,  and  my  few 
friends  became  still  fewer, — when  the  whole  periodical 
press  (I  mean  the  daily  and  weekly,  not  the  literary  press) 
was  let  loose  against  me  in  every  shape  of  reproach,  with 
the  two  strange  exceptions  (from  their  usual  opposition) 
of  *the  Courier^  and   *the  Examiner,' — the  paper  of 
which  Scott  had  the  direction  was  neither  the  last,  nor 
the  least  vituperative.     Two  years  ago  I  met  him  at 
Venice,  when  he  was  bowed  in  griefs  by  the  loss  of  his 
son,  and  had  known,  by  experience,  the  bitterness  of 
domestic  privation.     He  was  then  earnest  with  me  to 
return  to  England;  and  on  my  telling  him,  with  a  smile, 
that  he  was  once  of  a  different  opinion,  he  replied  to 
me,  ^that  he  and  others  had  been  greatly  misled;  and 
that  some  pains,  and  rather  extraordinary  means,  had 
been  taken  to  excite  them.'    Scott  is  no  more,  but  there 
are  more  than  one  living  who  were  present  at  this  dia- 
logue.    He  was  a  man  of  very  considerable  talents,  and 
of  great  acquirements.     He  had  made  his  way,  as  a 
literary  character,  with  high  success,  and  in  a  few 
years.   Poor  fellow !   I  recollect  his  joy  at  some  appoint- 
ment which  he  had  obtained,  or  was  to  obtain,  through 
Sir  James  Mackintosh,  and  which  prevented  the  further 
extension  (unless  by  a  rapid  run  to  Borne)  of  his  travels 
in  Italy.    I  little  thought  to  what  it  would  conduct  him. 
Peace  be  with  him ! — and  may  all  such  other  faults  as 
are  inevitable  to  humanity  be  as  readily  forgiveu  Iivyxv^ 
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as  the  little  injury  which  he  had  done  to  one  who  res- 
pected his  talents  and  reg^rets  his  loss.n 

In  reference  to  some  complaints  made  hy  Mr  Bowles, 
in  his  Pamphlet,  of  a  charge  of  a  hypochondriacism» 
which  he  supposed  to  have  heen  brought  ag^ainst  him 
by  his  assailant,  Mr  Gilchrist,  the  noble  writer  thus 
proceeds : — 

«I  cannot  conceive  a  man  in  perfect  health  being 
much  affected  by  such  a  charge,  because  his  complexion 
and  conduct  must  amply  refute  it.  But  were  it  true,  to 
what  does  it  amount? — to  an  impeachment  of  a  liver 
complaint.  'I  will  tell  it  to  the  world,'  exclaimed  the' 
learned  Smelfungus:  ^you  had  better  (said  I)  tell  it  to 
your  physician.'  There  is  nothing  dishonourable  in 
such  a  disorder,  which  is  more  peculiarly  the  malady  of 
students.  It  has  been  the  complaint  of  the  good  and 
the  wise  and  the  witty,  and  even  of  the  gay.  Regnard, 
the  author  of  the  last  French  comedy  after  Moli^,  was 
atrabilarious,  and  Moliere  himself  saturnine.  Dr  John- 
son, ^ray,  and  Burns,  were  all  more  or  less  affected 
by  it  occasionally.  It  was  the  prelude  to  the  more  awful 
malady  of  Collins,  Cowper,  Swift,  and  Smart;  but  it  by 
no  means  follows  that  a  partial  affliction  of  this  disorder 
is  to  terminate  like  theirs.     But  even  were  it  so, 

Nor  best,  nor  wisest,  are  exempt  from  thee ; 
Folly — Folly  's  only  free. 

Pevhosb. 

*******.  Mendehlson  and 
Bayle  were  at  times  so  overcome  with  this  depression  as 
to  be  obliged  to  recur  to  seeing  'puppet-shows,'  and 
'counting  tiles  upon  the  opposite  houses,*  to  divert 
themselves.  Dr  Johnson^  at  times,  ^  would  have  given 
a  limb  to  recover  his  spirits.' 
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u  In  page  i4  we  have  a  lar^  assertion  that  ^  the  Eloisa 
alone  is  sufficient  to  convict  him  (Pope)  of  gross  Ucen- 
tiousnessJ*  Thus^  out  it  comes  at  last — Mr  B.  does  accuse 
Pope  of  ^  gross  licentiousness/  and  grounds  the  cfaai^gfe 
upon  a  Poem.  The  licentiousness  is  a  ^  grand  peut-etre,' 
according  to  the  turn  of  the  times  heing : — the  grossness 
I  deny.  On  the  contrary,  I  do  helieve  that  such  a 
subject  never  was,  nor  ever  could  be,  treated  by  any 
poet  with  so  much  delicacy  mingled  with,  at  the  same 
time,  such  true  and  intense  passion.  Is  the  ^Atys'  of 
Catullus  licentious  ?  No,  nor  even  gross ;  and  yet  Catul- 
lus is  often  a  coarse  writer.  The  subject  is  nearly  the 
same,  except  that  Atys  was  the  suicide  of  his  manhood, 
and  Abelard  the  victim. 

tt  The  '  licentiousness'  of  the  story  was  not  Pope's, — it 
was  a  fact.  All  that  it  had  of  gross  he  has  softened ;  all 
that  it  had  of  indelicate  he  has  purified ;  all  that  it  had 
of  passionate  he  has  beautified ;  all  that  it  had  of  holy 
he  has  hallowed.  Mr  Campbell  has  admirably  marked 
this  in  a  few  words  (I  quote  from  memory),  in  drawing 
the  distinction  between  Pope  and  Dryden,  and  pointing 
out  where  Dryden  was  wanting.  ^  I  fear,'  says  he,  'that 
had  the  subject  of '  Eloisa'  fallen  into  his  (Dryden's) 
hands,  he  would  have  given  us  but  a  coarse  draft  of 
her  passion.'  Never  was  the  delicacy  of  Pope  so  much 
shown  as  in  this  poem.  With  the  facts  and  the  letters 
of 'Eloisa'  he  has  done  what  no  other  mind  but  that  of 
the  best  and  purest  of  poets  could  have  accomplished 
with  such  materials.  Ovid,  Sappho  (in  the  Ode  called 
hers) — all  that  we  have  of  ancient,  all  that  we  have  of 
modem  poetry,  sinks  into  nothing  compared  with  him 
in  this  production. 

«  Let  us  hear  no  more  of  this  trash  about  'licentious- 
ness.'    Is  not  'Anacreon'  taught  in  our  «cViOoU1— 
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translated,  praised,  and  edited?  »  *  *  «  ♦  and 
are  the  English  schools  or  the  English  women  the  more 
corrupt  for  all  this?  When  you  have  thrown  the  ancients 
into  the  fire,  it  will  he  time  to  denounce  the  moderns. 
^  Licentiousness !' — there  is  more  real  mischief  and  sap- 
ping licentiousness  in  a  single  French  prose  novel,  in  a 
Moravian  hymn,  or  a  German  comedy,  than  in  all  the 
actual  poetry  that  ever  was  penned  or  poured  forth  since 
the  rhapsodies  of  Orpheus.  The  sentimental  anatomy 
of  Rousseau  and  Mad.de  S.  are  far  more  formidable  than 
any  quantity  of  verse.  They  are  so,  because  they  sap 
the  principles  by  reasoning  upon  the  potions;  whereas 
poetry  is  in  itself  passion,  and  does  not  systematize.  It 
assails,  but  does  not  argue;  it  maybe  vvrong,  but  it  does 
not  assume  pretensions  to  optimism.)) 

Mr  Bowles  having,  in  his  pamphlet,  complained  of 
some  anonymous  communication  which  he  had  receiv- 
ed, Lord  Byron  thus  comments  on  the  circumstance. 

a  I  agree  with  Mr  B.  that  the  intention  was  to  annoy 
him;  but  I  fear  that  this  was  answered  by  his  notice  of 
the  reception  of  the  criticism.  An  anonymous  writer 
has  but  one  means  of  knowing  the  effect  of  his  attack. 
In  this  he  has  the  superiority  over  the  viper ;  he  knows 
that  his  poison  has  taken  effect  when  he  hears  the  victim 
cry ; — the  adder  is  deaf.  The  best  reply  to  an  anonymous 
intimation  is  to  take  no  notice  directly  nor  indirectly. 
I  wish  Mr  B.  could  see  only  one  or  two  of  the  thousand 
which  I  have  received  in  the  course  of  a  literary  life,  * 
which,  though  begun  early,  has  not  yet  extended  to  a 
third  part  of  his  existence  as  an  author.  I  speak  of 
literary  life  only ;  —  were  I  to  add  personal,  I  might 
double  the  amount  of  anonymous  letters.  If  he  could 
hut  see  the  violence,  the  threats^  the  absurdity  of  the 
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whole  thing,  he  would  laugh,  and  so  shouU  I,  and  thns 
he  hoth  gainers. 

u  To  keep  up  the  farce,  within  the  last  month  of  thi» 
present  writing  (1821),  I  have  had  my  life  threatened  in 
the  same  way  which  menaced  Mr  B.'s  fame,  excepting 
that  the  anonymous  denunciation  was  addressed  to  the 
Cardinal  Legate  of  Romagna,  instead  of  to  *  ^  ^  **.  I 
append  the  menace  in  all  its  harharic  but  literal  Italian, 
that  Mr  B.  may  be  convinced ;  and  as  this  is  the  only 
^promise  to  pay'  which  the  Italians  ever  keep,  so  my 
person  has  been  at  least  as  much  exposed  to  ^  a  shot  in 
tfie  gloaming'  fi"om  ^  Jc^n  Heatherblutter'  (see  Waver^ 
leyX  as  ever  Mr  B.'s  glory  was  from  an  editor.  I  am, 
nevertheless,  on  horseback  and  lonely  for  some  hours 
(one  oi  them  twilight)  in  the  forest  daily ;  and  this,  be* 
cause  it  was  my  ^custom  in  the  afternoon,'  and  that  I 
believe  if  the  tyrant  cannot  escape  amidst  his  guards 
(should  it  be  so  written),  so  the  humbler  individual 
would  find  precautions  useless.  » 

The  following  just  tribute  to  my  Reverend  friend's 
merits  as  a  poet  I  have  peculiar  pleasure  in  extracting. 
CI  Mr  Bowles  has  no  reason  to  'succumb'  but  to  Mr 
Bowles.  As  a  poet,  the  author  of '  the  Missionary'  may 
compete  with  the  foremost  of  his  cotemporaries.  Let  it 
be  recollected,  that  all  my  previous  opinions  of  Mr 
Bowles's  poetry  were  wriltenlon^  before  the  publication 
of  his  last  and  best  poem ;  and  that  a  poet's  last  poem 
should  be  his  best,  is  his  highest  praise.  But,  however, 
he  may  duly  and  honourably  rank  with  his  living  ri- 
vals, n  etc.  etc.  etc. 

Among  various  Addenda  for  this  pamphlet,  sent  at 
different  times  to  Mr  Murray,  I  find  the  following  cu- 
rious passages. 

i<  It  is  worthy  of  remark  that,  after  all  l\us  ou\.ctn[ 
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about  ^m-c/oor  nature'  and  ^artificial  images,'  Pope  was 
the  principal  inventor  of  that  boast  of  the  English,  Mo- 
dem Gardening,  He  divides  this  honour  with  Milton. 
Hear  Warton: — ^  It  hence  appears  that  this  enchanting 
art  of  modern  gardening,  in  which  this  kingdom  claims 
a  preference  over  every  nation  in  Europe,  chiefly  owes 
its  origin  and  its  improvements  to  two  great  poets,  Mil- 
ton and  Pope.^ 

((Walpole  (no  friend  to  Pope)  asserts  that  Pope  form- 
ed Rentes  taste,  and  that  Kent  was  the  artist  to  whom 
the  English  are  chiefly  indebted  for  diffusing  ^a  taste  in 
laying  out  grounds. '  The  design  of  the  Prince  of 
Wales's  garden  was  copied  from  Pope's  at  Twickenham. 
Warton  applauds  ^  his  singular  effort  of  art  and  taste,  in 
impressing  so  much  variety  and  scenery  on  a  spot  of 
five  acres.'  Pope  was  the  first  who  lidiculed  the  'for- 
mal, French,  Dutch,  false  and  unnatural  taste  in  gar- 
dening,' both  in  prose  and  verse.  (See,  for  the  former, 
*the  Guardian.^ 

tt  *Pope  has  given  not  only  some  of  our  first  but  best 
rules  and  observations  on  Architecture  and  Gardening^ 
(See  Warton's  Essay^  vol.  ii,  p.  237,  etc.  etc.) 

a  Now,  is  it  not  a  shame,  after  this,  to  hear  our  La- 
kers in  'Kendal  green,'  and  our  Bucolical  Cockneys, 
crying  out  (the  latter  in  a  wilderness  of  bricks  and  mor- 
tar) about  'Nature,'  and  Pope's  '  artificial  in-door 
habits?'  Pope  had  seen  all  of  nature  that  England 
alone  can  supply.  He  was  bred  in  Windsor  Forest,  and 
\imidstthe  beautiful  scenery  of  Eton;  he  lived  fami- 
liarly and  frequently  at  the  country-seats  of  Bathurst, 
Cobham,  Burlington^  Peterborough,  Digby,  and  Bo- 
lingbroke;  amongst  whose  seats  was  to  be  numbered 
Siowe,     He  made  his  own  little  'five  acres'  a  model  to 
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Princes,  and  to  the  first  of  our  artists  who  imitated 
nature.  Warton  thinks  ^that  the  most  eng^ag^ing  of 
Kenfs  works  was  also  planned  on  the  model  of  Pope's, 
— at  least  in  the  opening  and  retiring  shades  of  Yenus's 
Vale.' 

u  It  is  true  that  Pope  was  infirm  and  deformed ;  hut 
he  could  walk,  and  he  could  ride  (he  rode  to  Oxford 
from  London  at  a  stretch),  and  he  was  famous  for  an 
exquisite  eye.  On  a  tree  at  Lord  Bathurst's  is  carved, 
*  Here  Pope  sang,' — he  composed  heneath  it.  Boling- 
broke,  in  one  of  his  letters,  represents  them  both  writ- 
ing in  the  hay-field.  No  jjoet  ever  admired  Nature 
more,  or  used  her  better,  than  Pope  has  done,  as  I  will 
undertake  to  prove  from  his  works,  prose  and  verse^  if 
not  anticipated  in  so  easy  and  agreeable  a  labour.  I 
remember  a  passage  in  Walpole,  somewhere,  of  a  gen- 
tleman who  wished  to  give  directions  about  some  wil- 
lows to  a  man  who  had  long  served  Pope  in  his  grounds : 
^I  understand,  sir,'  he  replied:  ^you  would  have  them 
hang  down,  sir,  somewhat  poetical.'  Now  if  nothing 
existed  but  this  little  anecdote,  it  would  suffice  to  prove 
Pope's  taste  for  Nature,  and  the  impression  which  be 
had  made  on  a  common-minded  man.  But  I  have 
already  quoted  Warton  and  Walpole  (both  his  enemies), 
and,  were  it  necessary,  I  could  amply  quote  Pope  him- 
self for  such 'tributes  to  Nature  as  no  poet  of  the  present 
day  has  even  approached. 

«  His  various  excellence  is  really  wonderful:  archi- 
tecture, painting,  gardening ,  all  are  alike  subject  to  his 
genius.  Be  it  remembered,  that  English  gardening  is 
the  purposed  perfectioning  of  niggard  Nature,  and  that 
without  it  England  is  but  a  hedge-and -ditch,  double- 
post-and-rail,  Hounslow-heath  and  Glapham-common 
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sort  of  conntry,  siiice  the  principal  forests  have  been 
Mled.  It  is,  in  general,  far  from  a  pictvrrsqae  coun- 
try. The  case  is  different  with  Scotland,  Wales,  and  Ire> 
land;  and  1  except  also  the  lake  counties  and  Derbyshire, 
together  with  Eton,  Windsor,  and  my  own  dear  Harrow 
t>n  the  Hill,  and  some  spots  near  the  coast.  In  the  present 
rank  fertility  of  ^ great  poets  of  the  age,'  and  ^  sdiook  of 
poetry' — a  word  which,  like  ^schools  of  eloquence'  and 
of  ^philosophy,'  is  ne^er  introduced  till  the  decay  of  the 
art  has  increased  with  the  number  of  its  professors — in 
the  present  day,  then,  there  ha^e  sprung  up  two  sorts  of 
Naturals; — the  Lakers,  who  whine  about  nature  because 
they  live  in  Cumberland ;  and  their  under-^ect  (which 
some  one  has  maliciously  called  the  ^Cockney  School')| 
who  are  enthusiastical  for  the  country  because  they  live 
in  London.  It  is  to  be  observed,  that  the  rustical  foun- 
ders are  rather  anxious  to  disclaim  any  connexion  with 
their  metropolitan  followers^  whom  they  ungraciously 
review  and  call  cockneys,  atheists,  fbolidi  fellows,  bad 
writers,  and  other  hard  names  not  less  ungrateful  than 
unjust.  I  can  understand  the  pretensions  of  the  aquatic 
gentleman  of  Windermere  to  what  Mr  B  *  *  terms 
^  entusiimusy/  for  lakes  and  mountains,  and  daffodils^ 
and  buttercups;  but  I  should  be  glad  to  be  apprized  of 
the  foundation  of  the  London  propensities  of  their  imi- 
tative brethren  to  the  same  ^  high  argument.'  Southey, 
W^ordsworth  and  Coleridge  have  rambled  over  half  Eu- 
rope, and  seen  nature  in  mostof  her  varieties  (although  I 
think  that  they  have  occasionally  not  used  her  very  well) ; 
but  what  on  earth — of  earth,  and  sea,  and  Nature — 
have  the  others  seen  ?  Not  a  half,  nor  a  tenth  part  so 
much  as  Pope.  While  they  sneer  at  his  Windsor  Forest, 
have  they  ever  seen  any  thing  of  Windsor  except'  its 
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Of  When  they  have  really  seeq  life— when  they  have 
felt  it — when  they  have  travelled  heyond  the  far  distant 
bonndaries  of  the  wilds  of  Middlesex — when  they  have 
overpassed  the  Alps  ofHighgate,  and  traced  to  its  sources 
the  Nile  of  the  New  River — then,  and  not  till  then, 
can  it  properly  be  permitted  to  them  to  despise  Pope; 
who  had,  if  not  in  fVales^  been  near  it,  when  he  describ- 
ed so  beautifully  the  ^ artificial  works  of  the  Benefactor 
of  nature  and  mankind,  the  'Man  of  Ross,'  whose  pic- 
tare,  still  suspended  in  the  parlour  of  the  inn,  I  have  so 
often  contemplated  with  reverence  for  his  memory,  and 
admiration  of  the  poet,  without  whom  even  his  own 
still  existing  good  works  could  hardly  have  preserved 
his  honest  renown.  ***** 

(c  If  they  had  said  nothing  of  Pope^  they  might  have 
remained  'alone  with  their  glory,'  for  aught  I  should 
have  said  or  thought  about  them  or  their  nonsense. 
But  if  they  interfere  with  the  little  'Nightingale'  of 
Twickenham,  they  may  find  others  who  will  bear  it — 
/won't.  Neither  time,  nor  distance,  nor  grief,  nor  age, 
can  ever  diminish  my  veneration  for  him,  who  is  the 
great  moral  poet  of  all  times,  of  all  climes,  of  all  feel- 
ings, and  of  all  stages  of  existence.  The  delight  of  my 
boyhood,  the  study  of  my  manhood,  perhaps  (if  allowed 
to  me  to  attain  it)  he  may  be  the  consolation  of  my  age. 
His  poetry  is  the  Book  of  Life.  Without  canting,  and 
yet  without  neglecting  religion,  he  has  assembled  all 
that  a  good  and  great  man  can  gather  together  of  mo- 
ral wisdom  clothed  in  consummate  beauty.  Sir  William 
Temple  observes,  '  That  of  all  the  members  of  mankind 
that  live  within  the  compass  of  a  thousand  years,  for 
one  man  that  is  born  capable  of  making  a  great  poet, 
there  may  be  a  thousand  born  capable  of  making  as 
great  generals  and  umisters  of  state  as  an^  m  ^tot^T 
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Here  is  a  statesman's,  opinion  of  poetiy:  it  is  honour- 
able to  him  and  to  the  art.  Such  a  '  poet  of  a  thou- 
sand years^  was  Pope.  A  thousand  years  will  roll  away 
before  such  another  can  be  hoped  for  in  our  literature. 
But  it  can  t(;anf  them — he  himself  is  a  literature. 

a  One  word  upon  his  so  brutally  abused  translation 
of  Homer.  ^  Dr  Clarke,  whose  critical  exactness  is  well 
known,  has  not  been  able  to  point  out  above  three  or 
four  mistakes  in  the  sense  through  the  whole  Iliad .  The 
real  faults  of  the  translation  are  of  a  different  kind.' 
So  says  Warton,  himself  a  scholar.  It  appears  by  this, 
then,  that  he  avoided  the  chief  fault  of  a  translator.  As 
to  its  other  faults,  they  consist  in  his  having  made  a 
beautiful  English  poem  of  a  sublime  Greek  one.  It  will 
always  hold.  Cowper  and  all  the  rest  of  the  blank 
pretenders  may  do  their  best  and  their  worst:  they  will 
never  wrench  Pope  from  the  hands  of  a  single  reader  of 
sense  and  feeling. 

u  The  grand  distinction  of  the  under  forms  of  the 
new  school  of  poets  is  their  vulgarity.  By  this  I  do  not 
mean  that  they  are  coarse,  but  '  shabby-genteel,'  as  it  is 
termed.  A  man  may  be  coarse  and  yet  not  vulgar y  and 
the  reverse.  Burns  is  often  coarse,  but  never  vulgw. 
Chatterton  is  never  vulgar,  nor  Wordsworth,  nor  the 
higher  of  the  Lake  school,  though  they  treat  of  low  life 
in  all  its  branches.  It  is  in  their  Jinety  that  the  new 
under  school  are  most  vulgar,  and  they  may  be  known 
by  this  at  once ;  as  what  we  called  at  Harrow  '  a  Sunday 
blood'  might  be  easily  distinguished  from  a  gentleman, 
although  his  clothes  might  be  the  better  cut,  and  his 
boots  the  best  blackened,  of  the  two ; — probably  because 
he  made  the  one  or  cleaned  the  other  with  his  own 
haads. 
«ln   the  present  case,  1  speak  ot  N^tVXAW^^  wca  qI 
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persons.  Of  the  latter,  I  know  nothing ;  of  the  former, 
I  judge  as  it  is  found.  *  *  *  *  They  may  be 
honourable  and  gentlemanly  men,  for  what  I  know,  but 
the  latter  quality  is  studiously  excluded  from  their 
publications.  They  remind  me  of  Mr  Smith  and  the 
Miss  Broughtons  at  the  Hampstead  Assembly,  in  ^Eve« 
lina.'  In  these  things  (in  private  life,  at  least),  I  pretend 
to  some  small  experience ;  because,  in  the  course  of  my 
youth,  1  have  seen  a  little  of  all  sorts  of  society,  from 
the  Christian  prince  and  the  Mussulman  sultan  and 
pacha,  and  the  higher  ranks  of  their  countries,  down  to 
the  London  boxer,  the  'flash  and  the  swell,''  the  Spanish 
muleteer,  the  wandering  Turkish  dervise^  the  Scotch 
highlander,  and  the  Albanian  robber ; — to  say  nothing 
of  the  curious  Tarieties  of  Italian  social  life.  Far  be  it 
from  me  to  presume  that  there  are  now,  or  can  be,  such 
a  thing  as  an  aristocracy  o^  poets;  but  there  is  a  nobility 
of  thought  and  of  style,  open  to  all  stations,  and  derived 
partly  from  talent,  and  partly  from  education, — which 
is  to  be  found  in  Shakspeare,  and  Pope,  and  Burns,  no 
less  than  in  Dante  and  Alfieri,  but  which  is  nowhere  to 
be  perceived  in  the  mock  birds  and  bards  of  Mr  Hunt's 
little  chorus.  If  I  were  asked  to  define  what  this  gen- 
tlemanliness  is,  I  should  say  that  it  is  only  to  be  defined 
by  examples — of  those  who  have  it,  and  those  who  have 
it  not.  In  life,  I  should  say  that  most  military  men 
have  it,  and  few  naval;  that  several  men  of  rank  have 
it,  and  few  lawyers;  that  it  is  more  frequent  among 
authors  than  divines  (when  they  are  not  pedants);  that 
/enciVi^-masters  have  more  of  it  than  dancing-masters, 
and  singers  than  players;  and  that  (if  it  be  not  an 
Irishism  to  say  so)  it  is  far  more  generally  diffused 
amon^  women  than  among  men.  In  poetr^j,  a^  yjAX 
.'is  writing  in  general,  it  will  never  make  euVueV'^   Ok. 
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poet  or  a  poem ;  but  neither  poet  nor  poem  will  ever  be 
^ood  for  any  thing  without  it.  It  is  the  salt  of  society, 
and  the  seasoning  of  composition.  Vulgarity  is  far  worse 
than  downright  blackguardism ;  for  the  latter  com- 
prehends wit,  humour,  and  strong  sense  at  times ; 
while  the  former  is  a  sad  abortive  attempt  at  all  things, 
Signifying  nothing.'  It  does  not  depend  upon  low 
themes,  or  even  low  language,  for  Fielding  revels  in 
both  ; — but  is  he  ever  vulgar?  No.  You  see  the  man  of 
education,  the  gentleman,  and  the  scholar,  sporting 
with  his  subject, — its  master,  not  its  slave.  Your  vulgar 
wi'iter  is  always  most  vulgar,  the  higher  his  subject ;.  as 
the  man  who  showed  the  menagerie  at  Pidcodi's  was 
wont  to  say,  ^This,  gentlemen,  is  the  Eagle  of  the  Sun, 
from  Archangel  in  Russia :  the  otterer  it  is,  the  igherer 
he  flies.' » 

In  a  note  on  a  passage  relative  to  Pope's  lines  upon 
Lady  Mary  W.  Montague,  he  says — 

(( I  think  that  I  couid  show,  if  necessary,  that  Lady 
Mary  W.  Montague  was  also  greatly  to  blame  in  that 
quarrel,  not  for  having  rejected^  but  for  having  encou- 
raged him ;  but  I  would  rather  decline  the  task — though 
she  should  have  remembered  her  own  line,  ^  He  comes 
too  near,  that  comes  to  be  denied,''  I  admire  her  so  much 
— her  beauty,  her  talents — that  I  should  do  this  reluc- 
tantly. I,  besides,  am  so  attached  to  the  very  name  of 
Mary^  that  as  Johnson  once  said,  ^If  yon  called  a  dog 
Harvey^  I  should  love  him :'  sq,  if  you  were  to  call  a 
female  of  the  same  species  ^  Mary,'  I  should  love  it  better 
than  others  (biped  or  quadruped)  of  the  same  sex  with 
a  different  appellation.  She  was  an  extraordinary 
woman :  she  could  tvaji^Wui^Epictettis^  and  yet  write  a 
song  worthy  of  Aristippus.    T!Vve  \\wes^ 
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And  when  the  lon(r  hours  of  the  public  are  past, 
And  we  meet,  with  champaigne  and  a  chicken,  at  last, 
May  every  fond  pleasure  that  moment  endear! 
Be  banish*d«far  both  discretion  and  fear ! 
Forgetting  or  scorning  the  airs  of  the  crowd. 
He  may  cease  to  be  formal,  and  I  to  be  proud. 
Till,  etc.  etc. 

There,  Mr  Bowles! — what  say  you  to  such  a  supper 
with  such  a  woman?  and  her  own  description  too?  Is 
not  her  ^  champaigne  and  chicken^  worth  a  forest  or  two  ? 
Is  it  not  poetry?  It  appears  to  me  that  this  stanza 
contains  the  ^puree*  of  the  whole  philosophy  of  Epicurus : 
— I  mean  the  practical  philosophy  of  his  school,  not  the 
precepts  of  the  master ;  for  I  have  been  too  long  at  the 
university  not  to  know  that  the  philosopher  was  him- 
self a  moderate  man.  But  after  all,  would  not  some  of 
us  have  been  as  great  fools  as  Pope  ?  For  my  part,  I 
wonder  that,  with  his  quick  feelings,  her  coquetry,  and 
his  disapporintment,  he  did  no  more, — instead  of  writ- 
ing some  lines,  which  are  to  be  condemned  if  false,  and 
regretted  if  true. » 


LETTER  CCCCXXIV. 

TO    MR    HOPPNER. 

«  Ravenna,  May  nth,  1821. 

(( If  I  had  but  known  your  notion  about  Switzerland 
before,  I  should  have  adopted  it  at  once.  As  it  is,  I 
shall  let  the  child  remain  in  her  convent,  where  she 
seems  healthy  and  happy,  for  the  present;  but  I  shall  feel 
mach  obliged  if  you  will  inquire,  when  you  are  in  the 
cantons,  about  the  usual  and  better  modes  of  education 
there  for  females,  and  let  me  know  ihe  Tes\i\l  o^  ^owc 

VOL,  tv,  Pk 
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opinions.  It  is  some  consolation  that  both  Mr  and 
Mrs  Shelley  have  written  to  approve  entirely  my  placing 
the  child  with  the  nuns  for  the  present.  I  can  refer  to 
my  whole  conduct,  as  having  neither  spared  care, 
kindness,  nor  expense,  since  the  child  was  sent  to  me. 
The  people  may  say  what  they  please,  I  must  content 
myself  with  not  deserving  (in  thb  instance)  that  they 
should  speak  ill. 

tt  The  place  is  a  country  town,  in  a  good  air,  where 
there  is  a  large  establishment  for  education,  and  many 
children,  some  of  considerable  rank,  placed  in  it.  As  a 
country  town,  it  is  less  liable  to  objections  of  every 
kind.  It  has  always  appeared  to  me,  that  the  moral 
defect  in  Italy  does  not  proceed  from  a  conventual  edu- 
cation,— because,  to  my  certain  knowledge,  they  come 
out  of  their  convents  innocent  even  to  ignorance  of 
.moral  evil, — but  to  the  state  of  society  into  which  they 
are  directly  plunged  on  coming  out  of  it.  It  is  like 
educating  an  infant  on  a  mountain-top,  and  then  taking 
him  to  the  sea  and  throwing  him  into  it  and  desiring 
him  to  swim.  The  evil,  however,  though  still  too 
general,  is  partly  wearing  away,  as  the  women  are  more 
permitted  to  marry  from  attachment :  this  is,  I  believe, 
the  case  also  in  France.  And,  after  all,  what  is  the 
higher  society  of  England?  According  to  my  own 
experience,  and  to  all  that  I  have  seen  and  heard  (and  I 
have  lived  there  in  the  very  highest  and  what  is  called 
the  best),  no  way  of  life  can  be  more  corrupt.  In  Italy, 
however,  it  is,  or  rather  was,  more  systematized;  but 
now,  they  themselves  are  ashamed  of  regular  Serventism. 
In  England,  the  only  homage  which  they  pay  to  virtne 
is  hypocrisy.  I  speak  of  course  of  the  tone  of  high  life, 
— the  middle  ranks  may  be  very  virtuous. 

i<  I  have  not  got  any  cop^  Ijvot  W?^  -^xYkaiS^ c«Jt tliA 
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letter  on  Bowles ;  of  course  I  should  be  delighted  to  send 
it  to  you.  How  is  Mrs  H.  ?  Well  a(jaio,  I  hope.  Let  me 
know  when  you  set  out.  I  regret  that  I  cannot  meet 
you  in  the  Bernese  Alps  this  summer,  as  I  once  hoped 
and  intended.    With  my  best  respects  to  madam, 

II I  am  ever,  etc. 
fc  P.S. — I  gave  to  a  musicianer  a  letter  for  you  some 
time  ago — has  he  presented  himself?  Perhaps  you  could 
introduce  him  to  the  Ingrams  and  other  dilettanti.  He 
is  simple  and  iinassuming — two  strange  things  in  his 
profession — and  he  fiddles  like  Orpheus  himself  or 
Amphion :  't  is  a  pity  that  he  can't  make  Venice  dance 
away  froill  die  brutal  tyrant  who  tramples  upon  it.» 


LETTER  CCCCXXV. 

TO  MR  BJURRAT. 

«May  i4tli,  i8ai. 
(( A  Milan  paper  states  that  the  play  has  been  repre- 
sented and  universally  condemned.  As  remonstrance 
has  been  vain,  complaint  would  be  useless.  I  presume, 
however,  for  your  own  sake  (if  not  for  mine),  that  you 
and  my  other  friends  will  have  at  least  published  my 
different  protests  against  its  being  brought  upon  the 
stage  at  all;  and  have  shown  that  Elliston  (in  spite  of 
the  writer)  ybrcecf  it  upon  the  theatre.  It  would  be 
nonsense  to  say  that  this  has  not  vexed  me  a  good  deal, 
but  I  am  not  dejected,  and  I  shall  not  take  the  usual 
resource  of  blaming  the  public  (which  was  in  the  right), 
or  my  friends  for  not  preventing — what  they  could  nt^ 
help,  nor  I  neither — ^forced  representation  by  a  specu- 
lating manager.  It  is  a  pity  that  you  did  not  dEU(y<«« 
them  it»  unfitness  (or  the  stage  before  the  p\a^  N7e& 


124  NOTICES  OF  THE  A.  d   i8tn, 

published  J  and  exact  a  promise  from  the  managers  not 
to  act  it.  In  case  of  their  refusal,  we  would  not  have 
published  it  at  all.    But  this  is  too  late. 

u  Yours. 

«  P.S. — I  enclose  Mr  Bowles's  letters ;  thank  him  in 
my  name  for  their  candour  and  kindness. — Also  a  letter 
for  Hodg;son,  which  pray  forward.  The  Milan  paper 
states  that  I  ^  brought  forward  the  play!!!'  This  is  plea- 
santer  still.  But  don't  let  yourself  be  worried  about  it; 
and  if  (as  is  likely)  the  folly  of  Elliston  checks  the  sale, 
I  am  ready  to  make  any  deduction,  or  the  entire  cancel 
of  your  agreement. 

(( You  will  of  course  not  publish  my  defence  of  Gil- 
christ, as,  after  Bowles's  good  humour  upon  the  subject, 
it  would  be  too  savage. 

u  Let  me  hear  from  you  the  particulars :  for,  as  yet,  I 
have  only  the  simple  fact. 

a  If  you  knew  what  I  have  had  to  go  through  here, 
on  account  of  the  failure  of  these  rascally  Neapolitans, 
you  would  be  amused:  but  it  is  now  apparently  over. 
They  seemed  disposed  to  throw  the  whole  project  and 
plans  of  these  parts  upon  me  chiefly. » 

BETTER  CGGCXXVI. 

TO  MR  MOORE. 

«  May  14th,  i8ai. 
u  If  any  part  of  the  letter  to  Bowles  has  (uninten- 
tionally, as  far  as  I  remember  the  content^)  vexed  you, 
you  are  fully  avenged ;  for  I  see  by  an  Italian  paper 
that,  notwithstanding  all  my  remonstrances  through 
all  my  friends  (and  yourself  among  the  Fesft),  the  maniir 
^ers  persisted  jn  attempting  the  It^Qeft^^^iYid  that  it  has 
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been  ^unanimously  hissed!!'  This  is  the  consolatory 
phrase  of  the  Milan  paper  (which  detests  me  cordially 
and  abuses  me,  on  all  occasions,  as  a  Liberal),  with  the 
addition,  that  /  *  broug;ht  the  play  out'  of  my  own  good 
will. 

ti  All  this  is  vexatious  enough,  and  seems  a  sort  of 
dramatic  Calvinism — predestined  damnation,  without 
a  sinner's  own  fault.  I  took  all  the  pains  poor  mortal 
coiild  to  prevent  this  inevitable  catastrophe — partly  by 
appeals  of  all  kinds  up  to  the  Lord  Chamberlain,  and 
partly  to  the  fellows  themselves.  But,  as  remonstrance 
was  vain,  complaint  is  useless.  I  do  not  understand  it 
— for  Murray's  letter  of  the  24^h,  and  all  his  preceding 
ones,  gave  me  the  strongest  hopes  that  there  would  be 
no  representation.  As  yet,  I  know  nothing  but  the 
£sKt,  which  1  presume  to  be  true,  as  the  date  is  Paris, 
and  the  3oth.  They  must  have  been  in  a  hell  of  a  hurry 
for  this  damnation,  since  I  did  not  even  know  that  it  was 
published ;  and,  without  its  being  first  published,  the 
histrions  could  not  have  got  hold  of  it.  Any  one  might 
have  seen,  at  a  glance,  that  it  was  utterly  impracticable 
for  the  stage ;  and  this  little  accident  will  by  no  means 
enhance  its  merit  in  the  closet. 

« Well,  patience  is  a  virtue,  and,  I  suppose,  practice 
will  make  it  perfect.  Since  last  year  (spring,  that  is)  I 
have  ^lost  a  lawsuit,  of  great  importance,  on  Rochdale 
collieries — have  occasioned  a  divorce — have  had  my 
poesy  disparaged  by  Murray  and  the  critics — my  for- 
tune refused  to  be  placed  on  an  advantageous  settlement 
(in  Ireland)  by  the  trustees — my  life  threatened  last 
month  (they  put  about  a  paper  here  to  excite  an  attempt 
at  my  assassination,  on  account  of  politics,  and  a  notion 
which  the  priests  disseminated  that  I  was  in  a  league 
against  the  Germans)^ and,  finally,  my  niother-m-U^ 
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recovered  last  fortnight,  and  my  play  was  damned  last 
week !  These  are  like '  the  eig;ht-and-twenty  misfortanes 
of  Harlequin.'  But  they  must  he  borne.  If  I  ^ve  im 
it  shall  be  after  keeping  up  a  spirit  at  least.  1  should 
not  have  cared  so  much  about  it,  if  our  southern  neigh, 
hours  had  not  bungled  us  all  out  of  freedom  for  these 
five  hundred  years  to  come. 

u  Did  you  know  John  Reats?  They  say  that  he  was 
killed  by  a  review  of  him  in  the  Quarterly — if  he  be 
dead,  which  I  really  don't  know.  I  don't  understand 
that  yielding  sensitiveness.  What  I  feel  (as  at  this  pre- 
sent) is  an  immense  rage  for  eight-and-forty  hours,  and 
then,  as  usual — unless  this  time  it  should  last  longer.  I 
must  get  on  horseback  to  quiet  me. 

«  Yours,  etc. 

«  Francis'I  wrote,  after  the  battle  of  Pavia,  ^  All  is  lost 
except  our  honour.'  A  hissed  author  may  reverse  it — 
^Nothing  is  lost,  except  our  honour.'  But  the  horses  are 
waiting,  and  the  paper  full.     I  wrote  last  week  to  you.» 


LETTER  CGCGXXVII. 

TO   MR   MURRAY. 

«  Ravenna,  May  i  gth,  1821. 
«By  the  papers  of  Thursday,  and  two  letters  of 
Mr  Kinnaird,  [  perceive  that  the  Italian  gazette  had 
lied  most  Itaiically,  and  that  the  drama  had  not  been 
hissed,  and  that  my  friends  had  interfered  to  prevent 
the  representation.  So  it  seems  they  continue  to  act 
it,  in  spite  of  us  all :  for  this  we  must  ^trouble  them 
a  t'size.'  Let  it  by  all  means  be  brought  to  a  plea :  I  am 
determined  to  try  the  right,  and  will  meet  the  expenses. 
The  reason  of  Che  Lombard  We  Yja%\Vi«\.lVie  Austrians— 


A.  o.  i8ii.  LITE  OF  LORD  BYRON.  I  0.-] 

who  keep  up  an  Inquisition  throughout  Italy,  and  a 
list  of  names  of  all  who  think  or  speak  of  any  thing  but 
in  favour  of  their  despotism — have  for  6ve  years  past 
abused  me  in  every  form  in  the  Gazette  of  IVIilan,  etc. 
I  wrote  to  you  a  week  ago  on  the  subject. 

«  Now  I  should  be  glad  to  know  what  compensation 
Mr  EUiston  would  make  me,  not  only  for  dragging  my 
writings  on  the  stage  in^ve  days,  but  for  being  the 
cause  that  I  was  kept  for  four  days  (from  Sunday  to 
Thursday  morning,  the  only  ^ost-d  ays)  in  the  belief  that 
the  tragedy  had  been  acted  and  'unanimously  hissed;* 
and  this  with  the  addition  that  I '  had  brought  it  upon 
the  stage,*  and  consequently  that  none  of  my  friends  had 
attended  to  my  request  to  the  •contrary.  Suppose  that 
I  had  burst  a  blood-vessel,  like  John  Keats,  or  blown 
my  brains  out  in  a  fit  of  rage, — neither  of  which  would 
have  been  unlikely  a  few  years  ago.  At  present  I  am, 
luckily,  calmer  than  I  used  to  be,  and  yet  I  would  not 
pass  those  four  days  over  again  for — I  know  not  what.* 

*  The  account,  given  by  Madame  Guiccioli,  of  his  anxiety  on  this  occa- 
sion fully  corroborates  his  own  : — «  His  quiet  was,  in  spite  of  himself, 
often  disturbed  by  public  events,  and  by  the  attacks  which,  principally  in 
his  character  of  author,  the  journals  levelled  at  him.  In  vain  did  he  pro- 
test that  he  was  indifferent  to  these  attacks.  The  impression  was,  it  is 
true,  but  momentary,  and  he,  from  a  feeling  of  noble  pride,  but  too  much 
disdained  to  reply  to  his  detractors.  But,  however  brief  his  annoyance 
was,  it  was  sufficiently  acute  to  occasion  him  much  puin,  and  to  afflict 
those  who  loved  him.  Every  occurrence  relative  to  tlie  bringing  Marino 
Faliero  on  the  stage  caused  him  excessive  inquietude.  On  the  occasion 
of  an  article  in  the  Mibn  Gazette,  in  which  mention  was  made  of  this  af- 
fair, he  wrote  to  me  in  the  following  manner : — *  You  will  see  here  con- 
firmation of  what  I  told  you  the  other  day !  I  am  sacrificed  in  every 
way,  without  knowing  the  why  or  the  wherefore.  The  tragedy  in  ques- 
tion is  not  (nor  ever  was)  written  for,  or  adapted  to,  the  stage;  never- 
theless, the  plan  is  not  romantic ;  it  is  rather  regular  than  otherwise ;— in 
point  of  unity  of  time,  indeed,  perfectly  regular,  and  {ai\w^bul  ^\^^^ 
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a  I  "wrote  to  you  to  keep  up  your  spirits,  for  reproach 
is  useless  always,  and  irritating^ — but  my  feeling^s  were 
very  much  hurt,  to  be  dragged  like  a  gladiator  to  the 
fate  of  a  gladiator  by  that  * ref lorius,' Mr  Elliston.  As 
to  his  defence  and  offers  of  compensation,  what  is  all 
this  to  the  purpose?  It  is  like  Louis  the  XlVth,  who 
insisted  upon  buying  at  any  price  Algernon  Sydney's 
horse,  and,  on  his  refusal,  on  taking  it  by  force,  Sydney 
shot  his  horse.     I  could  not  shoot  my  tragedy,  but  I 

in  unity  of  place.     You  well  know  whether  it  was  ever  my  intention  to 
have  it  acted,  since  it  was  written  at  your  side,  and  at  a  period  assuredly 
rather  more  tragical  to  me  as  a  man  than  as  an  author;  for  you  were  io 
affliction  and  peril.     In  the  ni^au  lime,  I  learn  from  your  Gazette  that  a 
cabal  and  party  has  been  formed,  while  I  myself  have  never  taken  the 
slightest  step  in  the  business.  It  is  said  that  the  author  read  itaload! ! ! — 
here,  probably,  at  Ravenna? — and  to  whom?  perhaps  to  Fletcher! !  ! — 
that  illustrious  literary  character,  etc.  etc.'* — «  Maperbla  sua  tranquillity 
era  suo  malgrado  soventc  alterata  dalle  pubbliche  vicende,  e  da^li  at- 
tacclii  che  spesso  si  dire(>gevano  a  lui  neigiornali  come  ad'autore  princi- 
palmente.     Era  invano  che  cqM  protestava  indifferenza  per  codesti  at- 
tacchi.     L'impressione  nou  era  e  vero  che  moraentanea,  e  purtroppo  per 
una  nobile  fierezza  sdegnava  semprc  dirispondere  ai  suoidettratori.  Ma 
per  quanto  fosse  breve  quelia  impressione  era  per6  assai  forte  per  farlo 
niolto  sofPrire  e  per  affliggere  quelli  che  lo  amavano.     Tuttoci6  che  ebbc 
luogo  per  la  rappresentazione  del  suo  Marino  Faliero  lo  inquietb  pure 
moltissimo  e  dietro  ad  un  articolo  di  una  Gazzetta  di  Milano  in  cui  si 
parlava  di  quell'  affare  egli  mi  scrisse  cosi — *  Ecco  la  verita  di  ci6  che 
io  vi  dissi  pochi  giomi  fa,  come  vcngo  sacrificato  in  tutte  le  mauiere 
senza  sapere  il  perche  e  il  come.     La  tragedia  di  cui  si  parla  non  h  (e 
non  era  mai)n^  scritta  n^adattata  alteatro;  ma  non  k  per6  romantico  il 
disegno,  h  piuttosto  regolare — regolarissimo    per  Tunitli  del  tempo,  e 
mancando  poco  a  quelia  del  siio.     Voi  sapete  bene  se  io  aveva  inten- 
zionc  di  farla  rappresentare,  poich^  era  scritta  al  vostro  fianco  e  nei  mo- 
mcnti  per  ccrto  piii  tragici  per  me  come  uomo  che  come  autore, — percht^ 
voi  eravate  in  affanno  ed  in  pericolo.    Intanto  sento  dalla  vostra  Gazzetta 
che  sia  nata  una  cabala,  un  partito,  e  senza  ch'io  vi  abbia  presa  la  mi- 
nima parte.     Si  dice  che  Vautorc  ne  fcce  la  leituraH! — qui  forse?   a 
Ravenna? — ed  a  chi?  forse  a  Fletcher!!! — quel  illustre  litterato,  etc. 
e/c.  'm 
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would  have  flung  it  into  the  fire  rather  than  have  had 
it  represented. 

a  I  have  now  written  nearly  three  acts  of  another 
(intending  to  complete  it  in  five),  and  am  more  anxious 
than  ever  to  he  preserved  froni  such  a  hreach  of  all 
literary  courtesy  and  gentlemanly  consideration. 

a  If  we  succeed,  well ;  if  not,  previous  to  any  future 
publication  we  will  request  a  promise  not  to  be  acted, 
which  I  would  even  pay  for  (as  money  is  their  object),  or 
I  will  not  publish — which,  however,  you  will  probably 
not  much  regret. 

a  The  Chancellor  has  behaved  nobly.  You  have  also 
conducted  yourself  in  the  most  satisfactory  manner; 
and  I  have  no  fault  to  find  with  any  body  but  the 
stage-players,  and  their  proprietor.  I  was  always  so 
civil  to  Elliston,  personally,  that  he  ought  to  have  been 
the  last  to  attempt  to  injure  me. 

«  There  b  a  most  rattling  thunder-storm  pelting  away  at 
this  present  writing ;  so  that  I  write  neither  by  day,  norby 
candle,  nor  torchlight,  but  by  lightning  light :  the  flashes 
are  as  brilliant  as  the  most  gaseous  glow  of  the  gas- 
light company.  My  chimney-board  has  just  been 
thrown  down  by  a  gust  of  wind :  I  thought  that  it  was 
the  *Bold  Thunder'  and  'Brisk  Lightning'  in  person. — 
Three  of  us  would  be  too  many.  There  it  Qoes— flash 
again !  but 

I  tax  not  you,  ye  elements,  with  unkinduess ; 
I  never  gave  ye  franks^  nor  cali'd  upon  you : 

as  I  have  done  by  and  upon  Mr  Elliston. 

a  AVhy  do  you  not  write?  You  should  at  least  send 
me  a  line  of  particulars :  I  know  nothing  yet  but  by 
Galignani  and  the  Honourable  Douglas^ 

u  Well,  and  how  does  our  Pope  controversy  50  oti^. 
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and  the  pamphlet?     It  is  impossible  to  write  any  news : 
the  Austrian  scoundrels  rummag;e  all  letters. 

»  P.S. — I  could  have  sent  you  a  good  deal  of  gossip 
and  some  real  information,  were  it  not  that  all  letters 
pass  through  the  Barbarians'  inspection,  and  I  have  no 
wish  to  inform  them  of  any  thing  but  my  utter  abhor- 
rence of  them  and  theirs.  They  have  only  conquered 
by  treachery,  however. » 

LETTER  CCGGXXVIIL 

TO  MR  MOORE. 

«  Ravenna^  May  adth,  i8ai. 

((Since  I  wrote  to  you  last  week  I  have  received 
English  letters  and  papers,  by  which  I  perceive  that 
what  I  took  for  an  Italian  truth  is,  after  all,  a  French 
lie  of  the  Gazette  de  France.  It  contains  two  ultra- 
falsehoods  in  as  many  lines.  In  the  first  place,  Lord  B. 
did  not  bring  forward  his  play,  but  opposed  the  same; 
and,  secondly,  it  was  nof  condemned,  but  is  continued 
to  be  acted,  in  despite  of  publisher,  author.  Lord  Chan- 
cellor, and  (for  aught  I  know  to  the  contrary)  of  au- 
dience, up  to  the  first  of  May,  at  least — the  latest  date 
of  my  letters.  You  will  oblige  me,  then,  by  causing 
Mr  Gazette  of  France  to  contradict  himself,  which^  I 
suppose,  he  is  used  to.  I  never  answer  a  foreign  crtfi- 
cism;  but  this  is  a  mere  matter  offizct^  and  not  of  opi- 
nions.  I  presume  that  you  have  English  and  French 
interest  enough  to  do  this  for  me — though,  to  be  sure, 
as  it  is  nothing  but  the  truth  which  we  wish  to  state,  the 
insertion  may  be  more  difficult. 

«  As  I  have  written  to  you  often  lately  at  some  length, 
/  wott^t  bore  you  further  now,  than  by  begging  you  to 
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comply  with  my  request;  and  I  presume  the  ^esprit  da 
corps'  (is  it  *du'  or  'de?  for  this  is  more  than  I  know) 
will  sufficiently  urge  you,  as  one  of  ^ours^^  to  set  this 
affair  in  its  real  aspect,  fielieve  me  always  yours  ever 
and  most  affectionately, 

uBtron.» 


LETTER  GCCCXXIX. 

TO    MR   HOPPNER. 

«  Ravenna,  May  sSth,  1821. 

a  I  am  very  much  pleased  with  what  you  say  of  Swit^ 
zerland,  and  will  ponder  upon  it.  I  would  rather  she 
married  there  than  here  for  ihat  matter.  For  fortune,  I 
shall  make  all  that  I  can  spare  (if  I  live  and  she  is  cor- 
rect in  her  conduct),  and  if  I  die  hefore  she  is  settled,  I 
have  left  her  hy  will  five  thousand  pounds,  which  is  a 
fair  provision  out  of  Eng^land  for  a  natural  child.  I  shall 
increase  it  all  I  can,  if  circumstances  permit  me;  hut, 
of  coarse  (like  all  other  human  things),  this  is  very  un* 
certain. 

«You  will  ohlige  me  very  much  by  interfering  to 
have  the  facts  of  the  play-acting  stated,  as  these  scoim- 
drels  appear  to  be  organizing  a  system  of  abuse  against 
me,  because  I  am  in  their  *  list.''  I  care  nothing  for  their 
criticism,  but  the  matter  of  fact.  I  have  written  four 
acts  of  another  tragedy,  so  you  see  they  canU  bully  me. 

a  You  know,  I  suppose,  that  they  actually  keep  a  list 
of  all  individuals  in  Italy  who  dislike  them — it  must  be 
numerous.  Their  suspicions  and  actual  alarms,  about 
my  conduct  and  presumed  intentions  in  the  late  row, 
were  truly  ludicrous — though  not  to  bore  you,  I  touch- 
ed upon  them  lightly.    They  believed,  and  st\VV\iA\^N^ 


1 32  NOTICES  OF  THE  a.  d.  1 82 1 . 

here,  or  affect  to  believe  it,  that  the  whole  plan  and  pro- 
ject of  ri$in(]f  was  settled  by  me,  and  the  means  furnish- 
ed, etc.  etc.  All  this  was  more  fomented  by  the  barba- 
rian ag;ents,  who  are  numerous  here  (one  of  them  was 
stabbed  yesterday,  by  the  way,  but  not  dang;erously) : 
— and  although  when  the  Commandant  was  shot  here 
before  my  door  in  December,  I  took  him  into  my  house, 
where  he  had  every  assistance,  till  he  died  on  Fletcher's 
bed;  and  although  not  one  of  them  dared  to  receive  him 
into  their  houses  but  myself,  they  leaviii(j  him  to  perish 
in  the  night  in  the  streets,  they  put  up  a  paper  about 
three  months  ag^o,  denouncin(j  me  as  the  Chief  of  the 
Liberals,  and  stirrings  up  persons  to  assassinate  me. 
But  this  shall  never  silence  nor  bully  my  opinions.  All 
this  came  from  the  German  Barbarians.)) 


LETTER  CCCCXXX. 

TO    MR    MURRAY. 

«  Ravenna,  May  2 5tli,  i8ai. 

«  MR    MORAY, 

«  Since  I  wrote  the  enclosed  a  week  a(jo,  and  for  some 
weeks  before,  I  have  not  had  a  line  from  you  :  now,  I 
should  be  glad  to  know  upon  what  principle  of  com- 
mon or  uncommon  feeling,  you  leave  me  without  any 
information  but  what  I  derive  from  garbled  gazettes  in 
English,  and  abusive  ones  in  Italian  (the  Germans  hat- 
ing me,  as  a  coal-heaver),  while  all  this  kick-up  has  been 
going  on  about  the  play  ?  You  shabby  fellow ! ! !  Were 
it  not  for  two  letters  from  Douglas  Kinnaird,  I  should 
have  been  as  ignorant  as  you  are  negligent. 

(( So,  I  hear  Bowles  has  been  abusing  Hobhouse!  if 
that 's  the  case^  he  has  broken  the  truce^  like  Morillo's 
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successor,  and  I  will  cut  him  out,  as  Cochrane  did  the 
Esmeralda. 

tt  Since  I  wrote  the  enclosed  packet,  I  have  completed 
(but  not  copied  out)  four  acts  of  a  new  tragedy.  When 
I  have  finished  the  fifth,  I  will  copy  it  out.  It  is  on  the 
subject  of  ^Sardanapalus,'  the  last  king  of  the  Assyrians. 
The  words  Queen  and  Pavilion  occur,  but  it  is  not  an  al- 
lusion to  his  Britannic  Majesty,  as  you  may  tremulously 
imagine.  This  you  will  one  day  see  (if  I  finish  it),  as  I 
have  made  Sardanapalus  brave  (though  voluptuous^  as 
history  represents  him),  and  also  as  amiable  as  my  poor 
powers  could  render  him : — so  that  it  could  neither  be 
truth  nor  satire  on  any  living  monarch.  I  have  strictly 
preserved  all  the  unities  hitherto,  and  mean  to  continue 
them  in  the  fifth,  if  possible;  but  not  for  the  stage. 
Yours,  in  haste  and  hatred,  you  shabby  correspondent! 


LETTER   CCCCXXXI. 

TO  MR  MURRAY. 

«  Ravenna,  May  iSth,  iBai. 
u  Since  my  last  of  the  26th  or  25th,  I  have  dashed 
off  my  fifth  act  of  the  tragedy  called  'Sardanapalus.' 
But  now  comes  the  copying- over,  which  may  prove 
heavy  work — heavy  to  the  writer  as  to  the  reader.  I 
have  written  to  you  at  least  six  times  sans  answer, 
which  proves  you  to  be  a — bookseller.  I  pray  you  to 
send  me  a  copy  of  Mr  WranghanCs  reformation  of 
^  Langhorn^s  Plutarch.'  I  have  the  Greek,  ^hich  is 
somewhat  small  of  print,  and  the  Italian,  which  is  too 
heavy  in  style,  and  as  fa^  as  a  Neapolitan  patriot  ^xc^- 
cVjmation.    Ij^rayyou  also  to  send  me  a  lASe,  ^viSa-  M 
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lished  some  years  ago,  of  the  Magician  j^pollonius  of 
Tyana.  It  is  in  English,  and  I  think  edited  or  written 
by  what  Martin  Marprelate  calls  ^  a  bouncing  priestJ  I 
shall  trouble  you  no  farther  with  this  sheet  than  with 
the  postage.  Yours,  etc. 

«N. 
mP.S. — Since  I  wrote  this,  I  determined  to  enclose  it 
(as  a  half  sheet)  to  Mr  Kinnaird,  who  will  have  the  good- 
ness to  forward  it.     Besides,  it  saves  sealing-wax. » 

LETTER  CCCCXXXII. 

TO   MR    MURRAY. 

«  Ravenna,  May  Sodi,  1621. 

((DEAR  MORAY, 

«  You  say  you  have  written  often :  I  have  only  receiv- 
ed yours  of  the  eleventh,  which  is  very  short.  By  this 
post,  in  five  packets,  I  send  you  the  tragedy  of  Sar- 
danapalus,  which  is  written  in  a  rough  liand  :  perhaps 
Mrs  Leigh  can  help  you  to  decipher  it.  You  will  please 
to  acknowledge  it  by  return  of  post.  You  will  remark 
that  the  unities  are  all  strictly  observed.  The  scene 
passes  in  the  same  hall  always :  the  time,  a  summe/s 
nighty  about  nine  hours,  or  less,  though  it  begins  before 
sunset  and  ends  after  sunrise.  In  the  third  act,  when 
Sardanapalus  calls  for  a  mirror  to  look  at  himself  in  his 
armour,  recollect  to  quote  the  Latin  passage  from  /iiue- 
nal  upon  Otho  (a  similar  character,  who  did  the  same 
thing) :  Gifford  will  help  you  to  it.  The  trait  is  per- 
haps too  familiar,  but  it  is  historical  (of  Othoj  at  least), 
and  natural  in  an  effeminate  character.)) 
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LETTER   CCCCXXXIII. 

TO   MR   HOPPNER.     • 

•  Ravenna,  May  3ist,  i8ai. 

u  I  enclose  you  another  letter,  which  will  only  confirm 
what  I  have  said  to  you. 

a  About  AUegra— I  will  take  some  decisive  step  in  the 
course  of  the  year ;  at  present,  she  is  so  happy  where  she 
is,  that  perhaps  she  had  better  hayeher alphabet  impart- 
ed in  her  convent. 

u  What  you  say  of  the  Danle  is  the  first  I  have  heard 
of  it — all  seeming  to  be  merged  in  the  row  about  the  tra- 
gedy. Continue  it ! — Alas !  what  could  Dante  himself 
now  prophesy  about  Italy?  •  I  am  glad  you  like  it,  how- 
ever, but  doubt  that  you  will  be  singular  in  your  opi- 
nion.    My  new  tragedy  is  completed. 

«TheB*  *  is  rights — I  ought  to  have  mentioned  her 
Aumourand  amiability^  but  I  thought  at  her  sixty ^  beauty 
would  be  most  agreeable  or  least  likely^  However,  it 
shall  be  rectified  in  a  new  edition ;  and  if  any  of  the 
parties  have  either  looks  or  qualities  which  they  wish 
to  be  noticed,  let  me  have  a  minute  of  them.  I  have  no 
private  nor  personal  dislike  to  Venice^  rather  the  con- 
trary, but  I  merely  speak  of  what  is  the  subject  of  all 
remarks  and  all  writers  upon  her  present  state.  Let  me 
hear  from  you  before  you  start.     Believe  me, 

o  Ever,  etc. 
fcP.S. — Did  you  receive  two  letters  of  Douglas  Kin- 
naird's  in  an  endorse  from  me?  Remember  me  to  Men- 
galdo,  Soranzo,  and  all  who  care  that  I  should  remem- 
ber them.  The  letter  alluded' to  in  the  enclosed, '  to  the 
Cardinal^  was  in  answer  to  some  queries  of  the  go\e;tw- 
ment^  about  a  poor  devil  of  a  Neapolitan,  aTxesKftdi  ^v 
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Sinig[ag^lia  on  suspicion,  who  came  to  beg  of  me  here; 
heing;  without  breeches,  and  consequently  without 
pockets  for  halfpence,  I  relieved  and  forwarded  him  to 
his  country,  and  they  arrested  him  at  Pesaro  on  suspi- 
cion, and  have  since  interrojjated  me  (civilly  and  po- 
litely, however),  about  him.  I  sent  them  tlie  poor  man's 
petition,  and  such  information  as  I  had  about  him, 
which,  I  trust,  will  Qet  him  out  ag[ain,  that  is  to  say,  if 
they  give  him  a  fair  hearing. 

«I  am  content  with  the  article.  Pray,  did  you  re- 
ceive, some  posts  ago,  Moore's  lines,  which  I  enclosed  to 
you,  written  at  Paris  ?» 

LETTER  CCCCXXXIV. 

TO    MR    MOORE. 

«  Raveuna,  June  4di,  1811. 
u  You  have  not  written  lately,  as  is  the  usual  custom 
with  literary  gentlemen,  to  console  their  friends  with 
their  observations  in  cases  of  magnitude.  I  do  not 
know  whether  I  sent  you  my  '  Elegy  on  the  recovery  of 
Lady  *  *  :'— 

Behold  the  blessings  of  a  lucky  lot — 
My  play  is  damn'd,  and  Lady  *  *  not. 

«  The  papers  (and  perhaps  your  letters)  will  have  put 
you  in  possession  of  Muster  Eiliston's  dramatic  beha- 
viour. It  is  to  be  presumed  that  the  play  was  fitted  for 
the  stage  by  Mr  Dibdin,  who  is  the  tailor  upon  such 
occasions,  and  will  have  taken  measure  with  his  usual 
accuracy.  T  hear  that  it  is  still  continued  to  be  per- 
formed— a  piece  of  obstinacy  for  which  it  is  some  con- 
solation  to  think  that  the  discourteous  histrio  will  be  out 
of  pocket. 
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u  Tou  will  be  surprised  to  hear  that  I  have  finished 
another  tragedy  in  Jive  acts,  observing  all  the  unities 
strictly.  It  is  called  '  Sardanapalus,'  and  was  sent  by 
last  post  to  England.  It  is  not  for  the  stage,  any  more 
than  the  other  was  intended  for  it, — and  I  shall  take 
better  care  this  time  that  they  don't  get  hold  on 't, 

«  I  have  also  sent,  two  months  ago,  a  fnrther  letter  ou 
Bowles,  etc.;  but  he  seems  to  be  so  taken  up  with  my 
*'  respect'  (as  he  calls  it)  towards  him  in  the  former  case, 
that  I  am  not  sure  that  it  will  be  published,  being  some- 
what too  full  of  ^  pastime  and  prodigality.'  I  leam 
from  some  private  letters  of  Bowles's,  that  joa  were  'the 
gentleman  in  asterisks.'  Who  would  have  dreamed  it? 
you  see  what  mischief  that  clergyman  has  done  by  print- 
ing notes  without  names.  How  the  deuce  was  I  to  sup- 
pose that  the  first  four  asterisks  meant  '^GampbeH'  and 
not  ^PopCj  and  that  the  blank  signature  meant  Thomas 
Moore?'     You  see  what  comes  of  being  familiar  with 

'  In  their  eagerness,  like  trne  controversialists,  to  avail  themselves  of 
every  paitind  advantage,  and  convert  even  straws  into  weapons  on  an 
emergency,  my  two  friends,  duriog  their  short  warfare,  contrived  to 
place  me  in  that  sort  of  emharrassing  position,  the  most  provoking  fea- 
ture of  which  is,  that  it  excites  more  amasement  than  sympathy.  On  the 
one  side,  Mr  Bowles  chose  to  cite,  as  a  support  tb  his  argument,  a  short 
fragment  of  a  note,  addressed  to  him,  as  he  stated,  by  «  a  gentleman  of 
the  highest  literary,  etc.  etc.,»  and  saying,  in  reference  to  Mr  Bowles's 
former  pamphlet,  «  Ton  have  hit  the  right  nail  on  the  head,  and  *  *  *  * 
too."      This  short  scrap  was  signed  with  four  asterisks ;   and  when,  on 
the  appearance  of  Mr  Bowles's  Letter,  I  met  with  it  in  his^  pages,  not  the 
sKgfatest  suspicion  ever  orossed  my  mind  that  I  had  been  myself  tht 
writer  of  it;— my  commuoications  widi  my  reverend  friend  and  neigh- 
bour having  been  (for  years,  I  am  prond  to  say)  sufficiently  frequent  to 
dlow  of  sndi  a  hasty  compliment  to  his  disputative  powers  passing  frwn 
my  memory.     When  Lord  Byron  took  the  field  against  Mr  Bowles's  Let- 
ter, lliit  anlndiy  scrap,  so     authoritatively  brought  forward,  was,  of 
Gouney  too  tempting  a  mark  for  his  facetiousness  to  be  resisted ;  more 
especially  at  the  person  meoiioiied  in  if,  as  having  inKevtd  ttoxGL^Kkfcx^ 

6. 
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parsons.  His  answers  have  not  yet  reached  me,  but  I 
understand  from  Hobhouse,  that  he  (H.)  is  attacked  in 
them.  If  that  be  the  case,  Bowles  has  broken  the  truce 
(which  he  himself  proclaimed,  by  the  way),  and  I  must 
have  at  him  a(][ain. 

«  Did  you  receive  my  letters  with  the  two  or  three 
concluding;  sheets  of  Memoranda? 

«  There  are  no  news  here  to  interest  much.  A  German 
spy  {boasting  himself  such)  was  stabbed  last  week,  but 
not  mortally.  The  moment  I  heard  that  he  went  about 
bullying;  and  boasting,  it  was  easy  for  me,  or  any  one 
else,  to  foretel  what  would  occur  to  him,  which  I  did, 
and  it  came  to  pass  in  two  days  after.  He  has  got  off, 
however,  for  a  slight  incision. 

tt  A  row  the  other  night,  about  a  lady  of  the  place, 
between  her  various  lovers,  occasioned  a  midnight  dis- 

verend  critic's  vigour,  appeared,  from  the  number  of  asterisks  employed 
in  designating  him,  to  have  been  Pope  himself,  though,  in  reality,  the 
name  was  that  of  Mr  Bowles's  former  antagonist,  Mr  Campbell.  The 
noble  assailant,  it  is  needless  to  say,  made  the  most  of  this  vulnerable 
point ;  and  few  readers  could  have  been  more  diverted  than  I  was  witli 
his  happy  ridicule  of  «  the  gentleman  in  asterisks,*  little  thinking  that  I 
was  myself  all  the  while,  this  veiled  victim, — nor  was  it  till  about  the 
time  of  the  receipt  of  the  above  letter,  that,  by  some  communication  on 
the  subject  from  a  friend  in  England,  I  was  startled  into  the  recollection 
of  my  own  share  in  the  transaction. 

While  by  one  friend  I  was  tlius  unconsciously,  if  not  innocently, 
drawn  info  the  scrape,  the  other  was  not  slow  in  rendering  me  the  same 
friendly  service; — for,  on  the  appearance  of  Lord  Byron's  answer  to  Mr 
Bowles,  I  had  the  mortification  of  finding  that,  with  a  far  less  pardonable 
want  of  reserve,  he  had  all  but  named  me  as  his  authority  for  an  anec- 
dote of  his  reverend  opponent's  early  days,  which  I  had,  in  the  course  of 
an  after-dinner  conversation,  told  him  at  Venice,  and  which, — pleasant 
in  itself,  and,  whether  true  or  false,  harmless, — derived  its  scJe  slin{* 
from  the  manner  in  which  the  noble  disputant  triumphantly  applied  it. 
Such  are  the  consequences  of  one's  near  and  dear  friends  taking  to  con- 
trove  rsy. 
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charg^e  of  pistols,  but  nobody  wounded.  Great  scandal, 
however — planted  by  her  lover — to  be  thrashed  by  her 
husband,  for  inconstancy  to  her  regular  Servente,  who 
is  coming  home  post  about  it,  and  she  herself  retired  in 
confusion  into  the  country,  although  it  is  the  acme  of 
the  opera  season.  All  the  women  furious  against  her 
(she  herself  having  been  censorious)  for  beingybtcne/out 
She  is  a  pretty  woman — a  Countess  *  *  *  * — a  fine  old 
Visigoth  name,  or  Ostrogoth. 

a  The  Greeks!  what  think  you?  They  are  my  old 
acquaintances — but  what  to  think  I  know  not.  Let  us 
hope,  howsomever. 

u  Yours, 

uB.n 


LETTER  CCCCXXXV. 

TO  MR  MOORE.' 

u  Ravenna,  June  a  2d,  1821. 

«  Your  dwarf  of  a  letter  came  yesterday.  That  is 
right; — keep  to  your  'magnum  opus' — magnoperate 
away.  Now,  if  we  were  but  together  a  little  to  combine 
our  *  Journal  of  Trevoux  1'  But  it  is  useless  to  sigh,  and 
yet  very  natural, — for  1  think  you  and  I  draw  better 
together,  in  the  social  line,  than  any  two  other  liviilg 
authors. 

« I  forgot  to  ask  you,  if  you  had  seen  your  own  pa- 
negyric in  the  correspondence  of  Mrs  Waterhouse  and 
Colonel  Berkeley  ?  To  be  sure,  their  moral  is  not  quite 
exaet;  but  jour  po^^ion  is  fully  effective;  and  all  poetry 
of  the  Asiatic  kind — I  mean  Asiatic,  as  the  Romans 
called  ^  Asiatic  oratory,'  and  not  because  the  scenery  is 
Oriental — must  he  tried  by  that  test  ob\^,    \  welxw'^A. 
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quite  sure  that  I  shall  allow  the  Miss  Byrons  (legitimate 
or  illegitimate)  to  read  Lalla  Rookh — in  the  first  place, 
on  account  of  this  said  passion;  and,  in  the  second,  that 
they  mayn't  discover  that  there  was  a  better  poet  than 
papa. 

c(  You  say  nothing  of  politics — but,  alas!  what  can 
be  said? 

The  world  is  a  baodle  of  Iiay, 

Mankind  are  the  asses  who  pull, 
Each  tu(rs  it  a  different  way, — 

And  the  greatest  of  all  is  John  Bull ! 

«  How  do  you  call  your  new  project?  I  have  sent  to 
Murray  a  new  tragedy,  ycleped  ^  Sardanapalus,'  writ 
according  to  Aristotle — all,  save  the  chorus — I  could 
not  reconcile  me  to  that.  I  have  begun  another,  and 
am  in  the  second  act;— so  you  see  I  saunter  on  as  usual. 

a  Bowles's  answers  have  reached  me;  but  I  can't  go  on 
disputing  for  ever, — particularly  in  a  polite  manner. 
I  suppose  he  will  take  being  silent  for  silenced.  He  has 
been  so  civil  that  I  can't  find  it  in  my  liver  to  be  face- 
tious with  him,— else  I  had  a  savage  joke  or  two  at  his 
service. 

(1 1  can't  send  you  the  little  journal,  because  it. is  in 
boards,  and  I  can't  trust  it  per  post.  Don't  suppose  it 
is  any  thing  particular:  but  it  will  show  the  intentions 
of  the  natives  at  that  time — and  one  or  two  other  things, 
chiefly  personal,  like  the  former  one. 

<c  So,  Longman  don't  bite. — It  was  my  wish  to  have 

made  that  work  of  use.    Could  you  not  raise  a  sam 

upon  it  (however  small),  reserving  the  power  of  redeem- 

mg  it  on    repayment? 

//  Are  you  in  Paris,  or  a  ^\V\agiii^^    1£  ^ou  are  in  the 
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city,  yoa  will  never  resist  the  Anglo-invasion  you  speak 
of.  I  do  not  see  an  Eng[lishman  in  half  a  year;  and, 
when  I  dO)  I  turn  my  horse's  head  the  other  way.  The 
fact,  which  you  will  find  in  the  last  note  to  the  Doge, 
has  given  me  a  good  excuse  for  quite  dropping  the  least 
connexion  with  travellers. 

«  I  do  not  recollect  the  speech  you  speak  of,  but  sus- 
pect it  is  not  the  Doge's,  but  one  of  Israel  Bertuccio  to 
Calendaro.  I  hope  you  think  that  Elliston  behaved 
shamefully — it  is  my  only  consolation.  I  made  the 
Milanese  fellows  contradict  their  lie,  which  they  did 
vnth  the  grace  of  people  used  to  it. 

«  Yours,  etc. 

a  B.n 


LETTER  CCCCXXXVI. 

TO   MR   MOORE. 

«  Ravenna,  July  5th,  1821. 

«  How  could  you  suppose  that  I  ever  would  allow 
any  thing  that  could  be  said  on  your  account  to  weigh 
with  me  ?  I  only  regret  that  Bowles  had  not  said  that 
you  were  the  writer  of  that  note  until  afterwards, 
when  out  he  comes  with  it,  in  a  private  letter  to  Murray, 
which  Murray  sends  to  me.     D — n  the  controversy ! 

D — ^n  Twizzle, 

D — n  the  bell. 
And  d — n  the  fool  who  rung  it — Well ! 
From  all  each  plagues  1  *il  quickly  be  deliver  d  ! 

« I  have  had  a  friend  of  your  Mr  Irving's — a  very 
pretty  lad— a  Mr  Coolidge,  of  Boston — only  somewhat 
too  foil  of  poesy  and  'enCnsymusy.'    I  wa^  '^cr^  w^*^ 
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to  him  during  his  few  hours'  stay,  and  talked  with  him 
much  of  Irving,  whose  writings  are  my  delight.  But  I 
suspect  that  he  did  not  take  quite  so  much  to  me,  from 
his  having  expected  to  meet  a  misanthropical  gentleman, 
in  wolf-skin  breeches,  and  answering  in  fierce  mono- 
syllables, instead  of  a  man  of  this  world.  I  can  never 
get  people  to  understand  that  poetry  is  the  expression 
of  excited  pctssion,  and  that  there  is  no  such  thing  as  a 
life  of  passion,  any  more  than  a  continuous  earthquake, 
or  an  eternal  fever.  Besides,  who  would  ever  shave 
themselves  in  such  a  state? 

« 1  have  had  a  curious  letter  to-day  from  a  girl  in 
England  (I  never  saw  her),  who  says  she  is  given  over 
of  a  decline,  but  could  not  go  out  of  the  world  without 
thanking  me  for  the  delight  which  my  poesy  for  several 
years,  etc.  etc.  etc.  It  is  signed  simply  N.  N.  A.  and  has 
not  a  word  of '  cant'  or  preachment  in  it  upon  any  opi- 
nions. She  merely  says  that  she  is  dying,  and  that  as 
I  had  contributed  so  highly  to  her  existing  pleasure,  she 
thought  that  she  might  say  so,  begging  me  to  bum  her 
fe«er— which,  by  the  way,  I  can  not  do,  as  I  look  upon 
such  a  letter,  in  such  circumstances,  as  better  than  a 
diploma  from  Gottingen.  I  once  had  a  letter  from 
Drontheim,  in  Norway  (but  not  from  a  dying  woman), 
in  verse,  on  the  same  score  of  gratulation.  These  are 
the  things  which  make  one  at  times  believe  oneself  a 
poet.  But  if  I  must  believe  that  *  ♦  *  *  *^  and  such  fel- 
lows, are  poets  also,  it  is  better  to  be  out  of  the  corps. 

a  I  am  now  in  the  fifth  act  of  *  Foscari,'  being  the  third 
tragedy  in  twelve  months,  besides  proses;  so  you  perceive 
that  I  am  not  at  all  idle.  And  are  you,  too,  busy?  I 
doubt  that  your  life  at  Paris  draws  too  much  upon  your 
tjme,  which  is  a  pity.  Can't  you  divide  your  day,  so  as 
io  combine  both?    I  liav«  YsaA  ig\eiiVj  q£  all  sorts  of 
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woridly  business  on  my  hands  last  year, — and  yet  it  is 
not  so  difficult  to  give  a  few  hours  to  the  Muses.     This 

sentence  is  so  like  *  *  *  *  that 

«  Ever,  etc. 
«  If  "we  were  together,  I  should  publish  both  my  plays 
(periodically)  in  our  jomf  journal.  It  should  be  our  plan 
to  publish  all  our  best  things  in  that  way.» 

In  the  Journal  entitled  u  Detached  Thoughts,))  I 
find  the  tribute  to  his  genius  which  he  here  men- 
tions as  well  as  some  others,  thus  interestingly  dwelt 
upon. 

«  As  far  as  fame  goes  (that  is  to  say,  living  fame)  I  have 
had  my  share,  perhaps — indeed,  certainly — more  than 
my  deserts. 

u  Some  odd  instances  have  occurred,  to  my  own  expe- 
rience, of  the  wild  and  strange  places  to  which  a  name 
may  penetrate,  and  where  it  may  impress.  Two  years 
ago  (almost  three,  being  in  August  or  July,  1819)  I  re- 
ceived at  Ravenna  a  letter,  in  English  verse,  from 
Droniheim  in  Norway,  written  by  a  Norwegian,  and  full 
of  the  usual  compliments,  etc.  etc.  It  is  still  somewhere 
amongst  my  papers.  In  the  same  month  I  received  an 
invitation  into  Holstein  from  a  Mr  Jacobsen  (I  think)  of 
Hamburgh :  also,  by  the  same  medium,  a  translation  of 
Medora's  song  in  the  Corsair  by  a  Westphalian  baroness 
(not  'Thunderton-Tronck'),  with  some  original  verses  of 
hers  (very  pretty  and  Klopstock-ish),  and  a  prose  trans- 
lation annexed  to  them,  on  the  subject  of  my  wife: — as 
they  concerned  her  more  than  me,  I  sent  them  to  her, 
together  with  Mr  Jacobsen's  letter.  It  was  odd  enough 
to  receive  an  invitation  to  pass  the  summer  in  Holstein 
while  in  Italy ,  from  people  I  never  knew.  The  letter 
was  addressed  to  Venice.    Mr  Jacobsen  talked  to  nv^  ol 
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the '  wild  roses  growing  in  the  Holstein  summer.'    Why 
then  did  the  Cimbri  and  Teutones  emigrate? 

u  What  a  strange  thing  is  life  and  man!  Were  I  to 
present  myself  at  the  door  of  the  house  where  my 
daughter  now  is,  the  door  would  be  shut  in  my  fece 
— unless  (as  is  not  impossible)  I  knocked  down  the 
porter ;  and  if  I  had  gone  in  that  year  (and  perhaps  now) 
to  Drontheim  (the  furthest  town  in  Norway),  or.  into 
Holstein,  I  should  have  been  received  with  open  arms 
into  the  mansion  of  strangers  and  foreigners,  attached 
to  me  by  no  tie  but  by  that  of  mind  and  rumour. 

a  As  far  as  fame  goes,  I  have  had  my  share :  it  has 
indeed  been  leavened  by  other  human  contingencies, 
and  this  in  a  greater  degree  than  has  occurred  to  most 
literary  men  of  a  decent  rank  in  life;  but,  on  the  whole, 
I  take  it  that  such  equipoise  is  the  condition  of  huma- 
nity.» 

Of  the  visit,  too,  of  the  American  gentleman,  he  thus 
speaks  in  the  same  Journal. 

u  A  young  American,  named  Goolidge,  called  on  me 
not  many  months  ago.  He  was  intelligent,  very  hand- 
some, and  not  more  than  twenty  years  old  according  to 
appearances;  a  little  romantic,  but  that  sits  well  upon 
youth,  and  mighty  fond  of  poesy,  as  may  be  suspected 
£rom  his  approaching  me  in  my  cavern.  He  brought 
me  a  message  from  an  old  servant  of  my  fiEimily  (Joe 
Murray),  and  told  me  that  he  (Mr  Goolidge)  had  obtain- 
ed a  copy  of  my  bust  from  Thorwaldsen  at  Rome,  to 
send  to  America.  I  confess  I  was  more  flattered  by  this 
young  enthusiasm  of  a  solitary  Trans-Atlantic  travdler, 
than  if  they  had  decreed  me  a  statue  in  the  Paris  Pan- 
theon (I  have  seen  emperors  and  demagogues  cast  down 
from  their  pedestals  even  in  my  own  time,  and  Grattan's 
name  razed  from  the  stteet^  caVled  ^&ec  him  in  DuUin^ 
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I  sav  that  I  was  more  flattered  bv  it,  because  it  was 
siiKjle^  unpolitical^  and  was  without  inotivt>  or  ostenta- 
tion,— tlie  pure  and  warm  feelin(>-  of  a  l)oy  lor  the  poet 
he  admired.     It  must  have  been  expensivt!,  though; — / 
would  not  pay  the  j)riee  of  a  Thorwahlsen  hnst  for  any- 
human  head  and  shouklers,  except  Napoleon's  or  my 
cliildren's,  or  some '  absurd  woman  hi  turs^"*  as  Monkbarn^ 
calls  them, — or  my  sister's,     if  asked  why,  then,  I  sate 
for  mv  own? — Answer,  that  it  was  at  (he  particular 
request  of  J.  C.  llohhon.-e,  Esq.,  and  for  no  one  else. 
A  picture  is  a  different  matter; — every  body  sits  for  their 
picture; — but  a  bust  looks  like  pulling;  up  ])retensions 
to  permanency,  and  smacksJsoniethin(^f  of  a  hankerin(> 
ior  public  fame  rather  than  private  remembrance. 

c(  Whenever  an  American  reque>ts  to  see  me  (which  is 
not  unfrequently)  I  com|)ly,  firstly,  because  I  respect  a 
people  who  acquired  their  freedom  by  their  firnmess 
without  excess;  and,  secondly,  beeanse  these  Tians- 
Atlantic  visits,  'few  and  far  between,'  make  me  feel  as 
if  talkin(;  with  posterity  from  the  other  side  of  the  Styx. 
In  a  century  or  two,  the  new  Kn(',lish  and  Spanish  xVt- 
lantides  will  be  masters  of  the  old  eonncries,  in  all  pro- 
bability, as  Greece  and  Europe  overcame  their  mother 
Asia  in  the  older  or  earlier  a(jes,  as  they  are  called. » 


LETTER  CCCCXXXVII. 

TO  MR  ML'RUAY. 

«  Ravenna,  July  (itli,  1 82 1 . 
ic  In  agreement  with  a  wish  expressed  hy  Mr  Ilob- 
house,  it  is  my  determination  to  omit  the  stau/.a  vv^ovv 
the  horse  oiSemiramis  in  the  Fifth  Canto  o!t  Y>ou  ^\xvs\. 

VOL,  IV,  n 
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I  mention  this,  in  case  you  are,  or  intend  to  be,  tbe 
publisher  of  the  remaining  Cantos. 

(.  At  the  particular  request  of  the  Contessa  G.,  I  have 
promised  not  to  continue  Don  Juan.  You  will  there- 
fore look  upon  these  three  Cantos  as  the  last  of  the 
poem.  She  had  read  the  two  first  in  the  French  trans- 
lation, and  never  ceased  beseechin(j  me  to  write  no  more 
of  it.  The  reason  of  this  is  not  at  first  obvious  to  a  su- 
perficial observer  of  foreign  manners;  but  it  arises 
from  the  wish  of  all  women  to  exalt  the  sentiment  of 
the  passions,  and  to  keep  up  the  illusion  which  is  their 
empire.  Now  Don  Juan  strips  off  this  illusion,  and 
laufj;hs  at  that  and  most  other  thin(js.  I  never  knew  a 
woman  who  did  not  protect  Rousseau,  nor  one  who  did 
not  dislike  De  Grammont,  Gil  Bias,  and  all  the  comedy 
of  the  passions,  when  brou(»bt  out  naturally.  But 
'king's  blood  must  keep  word,'  as  Serjeant  Bothweli 
says.)) 

LETTER  CCCCXXXVIII. 

TO   MR  MURRAY. 

«  July  1 4th,  1 8a I. 
« I  trust  that  Sardanapalus  will  not  be  mistaken  for  a 
political  play,  which  was  so  far  from  my  intention, 
that  I  thought  of  nothings  but  Asiatic  history.  The 
Venetian  play,  too,  is  ri{j[idly  historical.  My  object 
has  been  to  dramatise,  like  the  Greeks  (a  modest  phrase), 
striking^  passajjes  of  history,  as  they  did  of  history  and 
mythology.  You  will  find  all  this  very  unlike  Shak- 
speare;  and  so  much  the  better  in  one  sense,  for  I  look 
upon  him  to  be  the  worst  of  models,^  thoug^h  the  most 

'  In  venturing  this  judgment  upon  Shakspeare,  Lord  Byron  bat  fol- 
lowed  in  the  footsteps  of  his  great  ido\  ¥ope.    «  \L'«i&  viu^v^  wa^U  in 
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extraordinary  of  writers.  It  has  been  my  object  to  be 
as  simple  and  severe  as  Alfieri,  and  I  have  broken  down 
the  poetry  as  nearly  as  I  could  to  common  ]au{riia(;e. 
The  hardship  is,  that  in  these  times  one  can  neither 
speak  of  kings  or  queens  without  suspicion  of  politics 
or  personalities.     I  intended  neither. 

«  I  am  not  very  well,  and  I  write  in  the  midst  of  un- 
pleasant scenes  here  :  they  have,  without  trial  or  pro- 
cess, banished  several  of  the  first  inhabitants  of  the  ci- 
ties— here  and  all  around  tlie  Roman  states — amongst 
them  many  of  my  personal  friends,  so  that  every  things 
is  in  confusion  and  (];rief :  it  is  a  kind  of  thing  which 
cannot  be  described  without  an  equal  pain  as  in  be- 
holding it. 

«  You  are  very  niggardly  in  your  letters. 

«  Yours  truly, 

a  B.)) 


LETTER  CCGCXXXIX. 

TO    MR    MURRAY. 

M  RaveDna,  July  a  ad,  i8ai. 

uThe  printer  has  done  wonders; — he  has  read  what 
I  cannot — my  own  handwriting. 

tt  I  oppose  the  ^  delay  till  winter :'  I  am  particularly 
anxious  to  print  while  the  winter  theatres  are  closed^  to 

RnwCy*  says  tliis  poet,  ■to  vrrite  a  play  novi  professedly  in  Shakspeare's 
style,  that  is,  professedly  in  the  style  of  a  bad  age.» — Spence,  sect.  4« 
1734-3C.  Of  Milton,  too,  Pope  seems  to  have  held  pretty  nearly  the 
same  opinion  as  that  professed  by  Lord  Byron  in  some  of  these  letters. 
See,  in  Sjienre,  sect.  .*>,  1737-89,  a  passage  on  \vhich  liis  editor  rcmarU 
— ■  Perhaps  Pope  did  not  relish  Shakspeare  more  than  Yie  «eem%  vo\iv<^ 
dooe  Milioa. » 
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{jain  time,  in  case  they  try  their  former  piece  of  po- 
liteness. Any  loss  shall  be  considered  in  our  contract, 
wlietiier  occasioned  by  the  season  or  other  causes;  but 
print  away,  and  publish. 

u  I  think  they  must  own  that  I  have  more  styles  than 
one.  '  Sardanapahis'  is,  however,  almost  a  comic  cha- 
racter :  but,  for  that  matter,  so  is  Richard  the  Third. 
Mind  the  unities,  which  are  my  (jreat  object  of  research. 
I  am  (jlad  that  Gifford  likes  it :  as  for  '  the  million,' 
you  see  I  have  carefully  consulted  any  thing  but  the 
taste  of  the  day  for  extravagant '  coups  de  theatre.'  Any 
probable  loss,  as  I  said  before,  will  be  allowed  for  in 
our  accompts.  The  reviews  (except  one  or  two,  Black- 
wood's, for  instance)  are  cold  enough ;  but  never  mind 
those  fellows  :  I  shall  send  them  to  the  right  about,  if  I 
take  it  into  my  head.  I  always  found  the  English  baser 
in  some  things  than  any  other  nation.  Vou  stare,  but 
it's  true  as  to  gratitude^ — perhaps,  because  they  are 
prouder,  and  proud  people  hate  obligations. 

« The  tyranny  of  the  Government  here  is  breakings 
out.  Tliey  have  exiled  about  a  thousand  people  of  the 
best  families  all  over  the  Roman  states.  As  many  of 
my  friends  are  amongst  them,  I  think  of  moving  too, 
but  not  till  I  have  had  your  answers.  Continue  your 
address  to  me  here^  as  usual,  and  quickly.  What  you 
will  not  be  sorry  to  hear  is,  that  the  poor  of  the  place, 
hearing  that  1  meant  to  go,  got  together  a  petition  to 
the  Cardinal  to  request  that  he  would  request  me  to 
remain,  I  only  heard  of  it  a  day  or  two  ago,  and  it  is 
no  dishonour  to  them  nor  to  me;  but  it  will  have  dis- 
pleased the  higher  powers,  who  look  upon  me  as  a  Chief 
of  the  Goalheavers.  They  arrested  a  servant  of  mine 
for  a  street  quarrel  with  an  officer  (they  drew  upon  one 
another  knives  and  pistols),  Wt  as  the  ofjxccr  'wais  out  of 
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ODiforiD,  and  in  the  wrong  besides,  on  my  protestin(j; 
stoutly,  be  was  released.  I  was  not  present  at  the  affray, 
whicb  happened  by  night  near  my  stables.  My  man 
(an  Italian^,  a  very  stout,  and  not  over-patient  per- 
sonage, would  have  taken  a  fatal  reveii(je  afterwards,  if 
I  had  not  prevented  him.  As  it  was,  be  drew  bis  sti- 
letto, and,  but  for  passengers,  would  have  carbonadoed 
the  captain,  who,  I  understand,  made  but  a  ])()or  figure 
in  the  quarrel,  except  by  beginning  it.  lie  applied  to 
me,  and  I  offered  him  any  satisfaction,  either  by  turn- 
ing away  the  man,  or  otherwise,  because  be  had  drawn 
a  knife.  He  answered  that  a  reproof  would  be  suffi- 
cient. I  reproved  him ;  and  yet,  after  this,  the  shabby 
dog  complained  to  the  Government, — after  being  quite 
satisfied,  as  he  said.  This  roused  uie,  and  I  gave  them 
a  remonstrance  which  had  some  effect.  The  captain 
has  been  reprimanded,  the  servant  released,  and  {\w. 
business  at  present  rests  there.)) 

Among  the  victims  of  the  «  black  sentence  and  pro- 
scription)) by  which  the  rulers  of  Italy  were  now,  as 
appears  from  the  above  letters,  avenging  their  late 
alarm  upon  all  who  had  even  in  the  remotest  degree 
contributed  to  it,  the  two  Gambas  were,  of  course,  as 
suspected  Chiefs  of  the  Carbonari  of  llomagna,  in- 
cluded. About  the  middle  of  July,  Madame  Guiccioli, 
in  a  state  of  despair,  wrote  to  inform  Lord  Byron  that 
her  father,  in  whose  palazzo  she  was  at  that  time  re- 
siding^ bad  just  been  ordered  to  quit  Ravenna  within 
twenty-four  hours,  and  that  it  was  tlie  intention  of  her 
brother  to  depart  the  following  morning.  The  young 
Count,  however,  was  not  permitted  to  remain  even  so 
long,  being  arrested  that  very  night,  and  conveyed  by 
soldiers  to  the  frontier',  and  the  Contessa  Viet^^Al^WVs^X. 
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a  few  days  after,  found  that  she  also  must  join  the 
crowd  of  exiles.  The  prospect  of  being  again  separated 
from  her  noble  lover  seems  to  have  rendered  banish- 
ment little  less  fearful,  in  her  eyes,  than  death.  »  This 
alone,»  she  says  in  a  letter  to  him,  u  was  wanting  to  fill 
up  the  measure  of  my  despair.  Help  me,  my  love,  for 
I  am  in  a  situation  most  terrible,  and  without  you,  I  can 
resolve  upon  nothing.  *  *  has  just  been  with  me, 
having  been  sent  by  *  *  to  tell  me  that  I  must  depart 
from  Ravenna  before  next  Tuesday,  as  my  husband  has 
had  recourse  to  Rome,  for  the  purpose  of  either  forcing 
me  to  return  to  him,  or  else  putting  me  in  a  convent; 
and  the  answer  from  thence  is  expected  in  a  few  days. 
I  must  not  speak  of  this  to  any  one, — I  must  escape  by 
night;  for,  if  my  project  should  be  discovered,  it  will  be 
impeded,  and  my  passport  (which  the  goodness  of 
Heaven  has  permitted  me,  I  know  not  how,  to  obtain) 
will  be  taken  from  me.  Byron !  I  am  in  despair ! — If  I 
must  leave  you  here  without  knowing  when  I  shall  see 
you  again,  if  it  is  your  will  that  I  should  suffer  so 
cruelly,  I  am  resolved  to  remain.  They  may  put  me 
in  a  convent;  I  shall  die, — but — but  then  Vou  cannot 
aid  me,  and  I  cannot  reproach  you.  I  know  not  what 
they  tell  me,  for  my  agitation  overwhelms  me; — and 
why?  Not  because  I  fear  my  present  danger,  but 
solely,  I  call  Heaven  to  witness,  solely  because  I  must 
leave  you.» 

Towards  the  latter  end  of  July,  the  writer  of  this 
tender  and  truly  feminine  letter  found  herself  forced  to 
leave  Ravenna, — the  home  of  her  youth,  as  it  was,  now, 
of  her  heart, — uncertain  whither  to  go,  or  where  she 
should  again  meet  her  lover.  After  lingering  for  a 
short  time  at  Bologna,  under  a  faint  expectation  that 
the  Court  of  Rome  might  yet,  thtou^  ?«ttka  lm.\idlY 
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mediation*,  be  induced  to  rescind  its  order  a  (gainst 
her  relatives,  she  at  length  ^ave  up  all  hope,  and  joined 
her  father  and  brother  at  Florence. 

It  has  been  already  seen,  from  Lord  Byron's  letters, 
that  he  had  himself  become  an  object  of  strong;  suspi- 
cion to  the  Government,  and  it  was,  indeed,  cliietty  in 
their  desire  to  rid  themselves  of  his  presence,  that  the 
steps  taken  ag^ainst  the  Gamba  family  had  originated; 
— the  constant  benevolence  which  he  exercised  towards 
the  poor  of  Ravenna  bein(j  likely,  it  was  feared,  to 
render  him  dangerously  popular  among  a  people  un- 
used to  charity  on  so  enlarged  a  scale.     «  One  of  the 
principal    causes,))   says  Madame  Guiccioli,    « of  the 
exile  of  my  relatives,  was  in  reality  the  idea  that  Lord 
Byron  would  share  the  banishment  of  his  friends.    Al- 
ready the  Government  were  averse  to  Lord  Byron's  re- 
sidence at  Ravenna;  knowing  his  opinions,  fearing  his 
influence,  and  also  exaggerating  the  extent  of  his  means 
for  giving  effect  to  them.   They  fancied  that  he  pro- 
vided money  for  the  purchase  of  arms,  etc.,  and  that  he 
contributed  pecuniarily  to  the  wants  of  the  Society. 
The  truth  is,  that,  when  called  upon  to  exercise  his  be- 
neficence, he  made  no  inquiries  as  to  the  political  and 
religious  opinions  of  those  who  required  his  aid.  Every 
unhappy  and  needy  object  had  an  [equal  share  in  his 
benevolence.  The  Anti-Liberals,  however,  insisted  upon 


'  Among  the  persons  applied  to  by  Lord  Byron  for  tbeir  interest  on 
this  occasion  ^as  the  late  Duchess  of  Devonshire,  -v^hose  answer,  dated 
from  Spa,  1  find  among  his  papers.  With  the  utmost  readiness  her  Grace 
undertakes  to  write  to  Rome  on  the  suliject,  and  adds,  «  Believe  me  also, 
my  Lord,  that  there  is  a  character  of  justice,  goodness  and  benevolence 
in  the  present  Government  of  Rome,  -which,  if  they  are  convinced  of  the 
just  claims  of  the  Comte  de  Gamba  and  his  sod,  will  make  them  grant 
their  weqnesi. » 
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believin(;  that  he  was  the  principal  support  of  Liberal- 
ism in  Romagna,  and  were  desirous  of  his  departure; 
but,  not  darings  to  exact  it  by  any  direct  measure,  they 
were  in  hopes  of  being  able  indirectly  to  force  him  into 
this  step.)) ' 

After  stating  tlie  particulars  of  her  own  hasty  depar- 
ture, the  lady  proceeds: — «Lord  Byron,  in  the  mean 
time,  remained  at  Ravenna,  in  a  town  convulsed  by 
party  spirit,  where  he  had  certainly,  on  account  of  his 
opinions,  many  fanatical  and  perfidious  enemies ;  and 
my  imagination  always  painted  him  surrounded  by  a 
thousand  dangers.  It  may  be  conceived,  therefore, 
what  that  journey  must  have  been  to  me,  and  what  I 
suffered  at  such  a  distance  from  him.  His  letters  would 
have  given  me  comfort;  but  two  days  always  elapsed 
between  his  writing  and  my  receiving  them;  and  this 
idea  embittered  all  the  solace  they  would  otherwise  have 
afforded  me,  so  that  my  heart  was  torn  by  the  most 
cruel  fears.  Yet  it  was  necessary  for  his  own  sake  that 
he  should  remain  some  time  longer  at  Ravenna,  in 
order  that  it  might  not  be  said  that  he  also  was  banished. 
Besides,  he  had  conceived  a  very  great  affection  for  the 

'  «  Una  (lellc  principali  ragioniper  cui  si  crano  esigliad  i  miei  parenti 
era  la  sperriDza  chc  Lord  Byroo  pure  lascierebhe  la  llomagna  (|oaado  i 
suoi  amici  fossero  partiti.  GiA  da  qualclie  tempo  la  permanenza  di  Lord 
Byron  in  Ravenna  era  mal  gradita  dal  Governo  conoscendosi  le  sae  opi- 
nioni  e  temendosi  la  sua  influeuza,[  ed  esaggerandosi  anche  i  suoi  niczzi 
per  usercitarla.  Si  credeva  clie  egli  soniministrasse  danaro  per  prowc- 
dere  armi,  e  che  provvedesse  ai  bisogui  della  Socielii.  La  verit^  era  clie 
nello  spargere  le  sue  beneficenzc  egU  non  s'infurmava  delle  opinioni  po- 
litichc  e  religiose  di  quello  che  aveva  hisogno  del  suo  soccorso;  ogiii  mi- 
sero  ed  ogni  infelice  aveva  un  egnalc  dirilo  alia  sua  generosilii.  Ma  in 
ogni  modo  gli  Ami-Libcrali  lo  crcdevano  il  principale  sostegoo  del 
Liberalismo  della  Romagna,  c  dcsideravano  la  sua  partenza ;  loa  non 
osando  y>rovocaj-la  in  ncssun  modo  dirctlo  speravano  di  ottenerla  indi- 
reitnmcnte. » 


I 
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place  itself;  and  was  desirous,  before  lie  left  it,  of  ex- 
hausting; every  means  and  hope  of  procuring  the  recall 
of  my  relations  from  banishment.)) ' 


LETTER    CCCCXL. 

TO  MR  HOPPNER. 

«  Ravenna,  July  23J,  182 1. 

«This  country  being  in  a  state  of  proscriplioii,  and 
all  my  friends  exiled  or  arrested — the  whole  family  of 
Gamba  obliged  to  go  to  Florence  for  the  present — the 
father  and  son  for  politics — (and  the  Guiccioli,  because 
menaced  witha  convent^  as  her  father  is  not  here),  I  have 
determined  to  remove  to  Switzerland,  and  tliev  also. 
Indeed,  my  life  here  is  not  supposed  to  be  particularly 
safe — but  that  has  been  the  case  for  this  twelvemonth 
past,  and  is  therefore  not  the  primary  consideration. 

u  I  have  written  by  this  post  to  Mr  Hentsch,  junior, 
the  banker  of  Geneva,  to  provide  (if  possibh;)  a  house 
for  me,  and  another  for  Gaiiiba's  family  (the  father,  son, 
and  daughter),  on  the  Jura  side  of  the  lake  of  Geneva, 

1  m  Lord  Byron  restava  frattanto  a*Ravcnna  in  un  paese  sconvolto  dai 
partiti,  e  dove  avcva  certanicnic  dci  ncmici  di  opiuioni  fanaiiclie  pcrtidi, 
e  la  mia  immaginazionc  me  lo  dipiiigeva  circondato  scmprc  da  mille  pe- 
ricoli.  Si  pii6  dunqiic  pensnre  cnsa  dovessc  csscrc  quel  via{r{;io  per  in:: 
e  cosa  io  dovessi  soffrire  nclla  sua  lonlaoanza.  Le  sue  Icttcrc  avrebhcro 
potuto  cssermi  di  couforto;  nia  quando  io  le  ricevcva  era  f;ia  trascorso 
Io  spazio  di  dae  giorni  dal  momento  in  cui  furono  scrittc,  e  questo  pen- 
siero  distruggeva  tutto  it  bene  rhe  esse  })Olevano  farnii,  o  la  mia  anima 
era  laccrata  dai  plh  crudeli  limori.  Frattanto  era  nece.ssario  per  la  di 
Ini  conveiiicnza  rhe  egli  reslasse  ancora  qualclic  teutpo  in  Ravenna  af- 
finch^  non  avesse  a  dirsi  rhe  egli  pure  ne  era  esigliato;  ed  ol(reri6  egli 
ti  era  sommamenie  nfFezionaloa  quel  soggiorno ;  e  voleva  iiinauzi  di  par- 
tire  vedere  esaurili  tutti  i  teutalivi  e  tutte  le  'speranze  del  riturno  dci 
miei  parent!. » 
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furnished,  and  with  stahling  (for  me  at  least)  for  eight 
horses.  I  shall  bring  Allegra  with  me.  Could  you  assist 
me  or  Hentsch  in  his  researches?  The  Gambas  are  at 
Florence,  but  have  authorized  me  to  treat  for  them. 
You  know,  or  do  not  know,  that  they  are  great  patriots 
— and  both — but  the  son  in  particular — very  fine  fel- 
lows. This  I  know,  for  I  have  seen  them  lately  in  very 
awkward  situations — not  pecuniary,  but  personal — and 
they  behaved  like  heroes,  neither  yielding  nor  retracting. 

u  You  have  no  idea  what  a  state  of  oppression  this 
country  is  in — they  arrested  above  a  thousand  of  high 
and  low  throughout  Romagna — banished  some  and 
confined  others,  without  trial,  process,  or  even  accusa- 
tion!! Every  body  says  they  would  have  done  the 
same  by  me  if  they  dared  proceed  openly.  My  motive, 
however,  for  remaining,  is  because  every  one  of  my 
acquaintance,  to  the  amount  of  hundreds  almost,  have 
been  exiled. 

((Will  you  do  what  you  can  in  looking  out  for  a 
couple  of  houses yurnw/ie(f,  and  conferring  with  Hentsch 
for  us  ?  We  care  nothing  about  society,  and  are  only 
anxious  for  a  temporary  and  tranquil  asylum  and  indi- 
vidual freedom. 

«  Believe  me,  etc. 

«  P.S. — Can  you  give  me  an  idea  of  the  comparative 
expenses  of  Switzerland  and  Italy?  which  I  have  forgot- 
ten. I  speak  merely  of  those  of  decent  living^  horses,  etc. 
and  not  of  luxuries  or  high  living.  Do  not^  however 
decide  any  thing  positively  till  I  have  your  answer,  as  I 
can  then  know  how  to  think  upon  these  topics  of  trans- 
migration, etc.  etc.  etc.» 
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LETTER  CCCCXLI. 

TO   MR   MURRAY. 

«  Ravenna,  JuIySoth,  i83f . 

u  Enclosed  is  the  best  account  of  the  Doge  Faliero, 

which  ^as  only  sent  to  me  from  an  old  ]\1S.  the  other 

day.     Get  it  translated,  and  append  it  as  a  note  to  the 

next  edition.     You  will  perhaps  be  pleased  to  see  that 

my  conceptions  of  his  character  were  correct,  tliou(jh  I 

regret  not  having  met  with  this  extract  before.     You 

will  perceive  that  he  himself  said  exactly  what  he  is 

made  to  say  about  the  Bishop  of  Treviso.     You  will  see 

also  that  'he  spoke  very  little,  and  those  only  words  of 

rage  and  disdain,'  after  his  arrest,  which  is  the  case  in 

the  play,  except  when  he  breaks  out  at  the  close  of  Act 

Fifth.     But  his  speech  to  the  conspirators  is  better  in 

the  MS.  than  in  the  play.     I  wish  that  I  had  met  with 

it  in  time.     Do  not  forget  this  note,  with  a  translation. 

a  In  a  former  note  to  the  Juans,  speaking  of  Voltaire, 

I  have  quoted  his  famous  '  Zaire,  tu  pleures,'  which  is 

an  error ;  it  should  be  *  Zaire,  vous  pleurez,^     Recollect 

this. 

a  I  am  so  busy  here  about  those  poor  proscribed 
exiles,  who  are  scattered  about,  and  with  trying  to  get 
some  of  tliem  recalled,  that  I  have  hardly  time  or  pa- 
tience to  write  a  short  preface,  which  will  be  proper  for 
the  two  plays.  However,  I  will  make  it  out  on  receiv- 
ing the  next  proofs. 

«  Yours  ever,  etc. 
«  P.S. — Please  to  append  the  letter  about  the  Helles- 
pont as  a  note  to  your  next  opportunity  of  the  verses  on 
Leander,  etc.  etc.  etc.  in  Childe  Harold.     Don't  forget 
it  amidst  your  muhitudinous  avocations^  v}\i\e\i  \  \\x\y^ 
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of  celebrating;  in  a  Dithyrambic  Ode  to  Albemarle- 
sti'eet. 

ii  Are  you  aware  tbat  Shelley  has  written  an  Ele^  on 
Keats,  and  accuses  the  Quarterly  of  killing;  him  ? 

«  ^Yho  kill'd  John  Keats  ?> 

4l,B  says  the  Quarterly, 

So  sava{^e  and  Tanarly  ; 
«  *T  \Tas  one  of  my  feats. » 
«  Who  shot  the  arrow?* 

■  The  poet-priest  Milman, 

(So  ready  to  kill  man). 
Or  SoQthev  or  Barrow.* 

«  You  know  very  well  that  I  did  not  approve  of  Keats^s 
poetry,  or  principles  of  poetr\',  or  of  his  abuse  of  Pope; 
but,  as  he  is  dead,  omit  a//  that  is  said  about  him  in  any 
MSS.  of  mine,  or  publication.  His  Hy[>erion  is  a  fine 
monument,  and  will  keep  his  name.  I  do  not  envy  the 
man  who  wrote  the  article; — you  Review-people  have 
no  more  right  to  kill  than  any  otlier  footpads.  How- 
ever, lie  who  would  die  of  an  article  in  a  Review  would 
probably  have  died  of  something;  else  equally  trivial. 
The  same  thing  nearly  happened  to  Kirke  White,  who 
died  afterwards  of  a  consumption. » 


LETTER   CCCCXLII. 

TO  MR  MOORE. 


«  Ravenna,  August  ad,  i8ai. 
u  I  had  certainly  answered  your  last  letter,  though 
but  briefly,  to  the  part  to  which  you  refer,  merely  say- 
ing, '  damn  the  controversy;'  and  quoting  some  verses 
of  George  Colman's,  not  as  aWusvve  \o  ^qm.^  but  to  the 
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disputants.  Did  you  receive  this  letter?  It  imports 
me  to  know  that  our  letters  are  not  intercepted  or  mis- 
laid. 

(i  Your  Berlin  drama'  is  an  honour,  unknown  sinci* 
the  days  of  Elkanah  Settle,  whose  '  I'^niperor  oF  Mo- 
rocco' was  represented  by  the  Court  ladies,  which  was, 
as  Johnson  says, '  the  last  blast  of  inflammation^  to  poor 
Dryden,  who  could  not  bear  it,  and  fell  foul  of  Settle 
without  mercy  or  moderation,  on  account  of  that  and 
a  frontispiece,  which  he  dared  to  put  before  his  play. 

«  Was  not  your  showing  the  Memoranda  to  *  *  some- 
what perilous?  Is  there  not  a  facetious  allusion  or  two 
which  mi(»ht  as  well  be  reserved  for  posterity  ? 

CI  I  know  S  **  well — that  is  to  sav,  I  have  met  him  oc- 
casionally  at  G^pet.  Is  he  not  also  touched  li(ilitly  in 
the  Memoranda?  In  a  review  of  ChiUle  Harold,  Canto 
4th,  tliree  years  a(»o,  in  Blackwood's  Magazine,  they 
quote  some  st«inzas  of  an  elegy  of  S**'s  on  Rome,  from 
which  they  say  that  I  might  have  taken  some  ideas.  I 
give  you  my  honour  that  I  never  saw  it  except  in  that 
criticism,  which  gives,  I  think,  three  or  four  stanzas, 
sent  them  (they  say)  for  the  nonce  by  a  correspondent 
— perhaps  himself.  The  fact  is  easily  proved ;  for  I 
don't  understand  German,  and  there  was  I  believe  no 
translation — at  least,  it  was  the  first  time  that  I  ever 
heard  of,  or  saw,  either  translation  or  original. 

a  I  remember  having  some  talk  with  S  *  *  about  Al- 
ficri,  whose  merit  he  denies.  He  was  also  wroth  about 
the  Edinburgh  Review  of  Goethe,  which  was  sharp 
enough,  to  be  sure.     He  went  about  saying,  too,  of 

■  There  bad  been,  a  short  time  before,  performed  at  the  Court  of  Ber- 
lin a  spectacle  founded  on  the  Poem  of  Lalla  Rookh,  in  vihich  the  present 
Emperor  of  Russia  personated  Feramon,  and  the  Empceu,  Lalla 
Rc/oUi. 
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the  French  —  '  I  meditate  a  terrible  vengeance  a[^ainst 
the  French — I  will  prove  that  Moliere  is  no  poet.'*    *  * 

«  I  don't  see  why  you  sh'uilJ  talk  of  *  declining.' 
When  I  saw  you,  you  looked  thinner,  and  yet  younger, 
than  vou  di<l  when  we  parted  several  years  before.  You 
may  rely  upon  this  as  fact.  If  it  were  not,  I  should 
sav  notlilwj^  for  I  would  rather  not  say  unpleasant 
ptfrsunal  tilings  to  any  one — but,  as  it  was  the  pleasant 
(rutli.  I  tell  it  vou.  If  vou  had  led  mv  life,  indeed, 
changing  climates  and  connexions — tliinning  yourself 
with  lasting  ;ind  purgatives  -besides  the  wear  and  tear 
of  the  vulture  passions,  and  a  very  bad  temper  besides, 
you  might  talk  in  this  way — ])Ut  jom  /  I  know  no  man 
wJio  looks  so  well  for  his  vears,  or  who  deserves  to  look 
better  and  to  be  better,  in  all  respects.  You  are  a***, 
and,  what  is  perhaps  better  for  your  friends,  a  good 
fellow.  So,  don't  talk  of  decay,  but  put  in  for  eighty, 
as  you  well  may. 

u  I  am,  at  present,  occupied  principally  about  these 
unhappy  proscriptions  and  exiles,  which  have  taken 
place  here  on  account  of  politics.  It  has  been  a  mi- 
serable sight  to  see  the  general  desolation  in  families. 
I  am  doing  what  I  can  for  them,  high  and  low,  by  such 
interest  and  means  as  I  possess  or  can  brin^  to  bear. 
There  have  been  thousands  of  these  proscriptions  within 
the  last  month  in  the  Exarchate,  or  (to  speak  modernly) 
the  Legations.  Yesterday,  too,  a  man  got  his  hack 
broken,  in  extricating  a  dog  of  mine  from  under  a  mill- 
wfaeel.  The  dog  was  killed,  and  the  man  is  in  the 
greatest  danger.  I  was  not  present — it  happened  be- 
fore I  was  up,  owing  to  a  stupid  boy  taking  the  dog  to 

'  This  threat  has  been  since  acted  ujioo ; — the  critic  in  question  baT- 
iag,  to  the  great  horror  of  llie  French  Uuruii,  pronounced  MoUire  to  be 
a  41  farceur. » 
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bathe  in  a  dan(}eit)us  spot.  I  must,  of  course,  provide 
for  the  poor  fellow  while  he  lives,  and  his  family,  if  he 
dies.  I  would  (jladly  have  {;iv(»n  a  much  (jreater  sum 
than  that  will  come  to  that  he  had  never  been  hurt. 
Prav,  let  me  hear  from  vou,  and  excuse  haste  and  hot 
weather. 

«  Yours,  etc. 

«  «  «  «  « 

u  You  may  have  probably  seen  all  sorts  of  attacks 
upon  me  in  some  gazettes  in  England  some  months  ago. 
I  only  saw  them,  by  Murray^s  bounty,  the  other  day. 
Thev  call  me  '  Plagiary,'  and  what  not.  I  think  I  now, 
in  my  time,  have  been  accused  of  exwiy  thing. 

u  I  have  not  given  you  details  of  little  events  here; 
but  they  have  been  trying  to  make  uie  out  to  be  the  chief 
of  a  conspiracy,  and  nothing  but  their  want  of  proofs 
for  an  Englis/i  investigation  has  stopped  them.  Had  it 
been  a  poor  native,  the  suspicion  were  enough,  as  it 
has  been  for  hundreds. 

u  Why  don't  you  write  on  Napoleon?  I  have  no  spi- 
rits, nor  *  estro'  to  do  so.  His  overthrow,  from  the  be- 
ginning, was  a  blow  on  the  head  to  me.  Since  that 
period,  we  have  been  the  slaves  of  fools.  Excuse  this 
long  letter.  Ecco  a  translation  literal  of  a  French  epi- 
gram. 

Egle,  heaaty  and  poet,  has  two  little  crimes, 

She  makes  her  own  face,  and  does  not  make  her  rhymes. 

«  I  am  going  to  ride,  having  been  warned  not  to  ride 
in  a  particular  part  of  the  forest,  on  account  of  the 
ult  ra-politicia  ns. 

tt  Is  there  no  chance  of  your  return  to  England,  and 
of  our  Journal  ?  I  would  have  published  tlie  two  plays 
in  it — two  or  three  scenes  per  number — and^)  indeed^ 
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ail  of  mine  in  it.     If  you  went  to  Enfjland,  I  would  do 
so  still. '» 

About  tliis  time  Mr  Sliellev,  who  had  now  fixed  his 
residence  at  Pisa,  received  a  letter  from  Lord  Byron, 
earnestlv  requestinf;^  to  see  Iiim,  in  consequence  of  which 
he  inunediatelyset  out  for  Itavenna;  and  the  following 
extracts  from  letters,  written  during;  his  stay  with  his 
noble  friend,  will  be  read  with  that  double  feeling  of  in- 
terest which  is  always  sure  to  be  excited  in  hearing  one 
man  of  {genius  express  his  opinions  of  another. 

«  Ravenna,  August  7th,  1821. 

«  I  arrived  last  night  at  ten  o'clock,  and  sat  up  talking 
with  Lord  Byron  until  five  this  morning:  I  then  w^ent 
to  sleep,  and  now  awake  at  eleven ;  and  having  des- 
patched my  breakfast  as  quicrk  as  possible,  mean  to  de- 
vote the  interval  until  twelvej  when  the  post  departs, 
to  you. 

a  Lord  Byron  is  very  well,  and  was  delighted  to  see 
me.  lie  has  in  fact  completely  recovered  his  health, 
and  lives  a  life  totally  the  reverse  of  that  which  he  led 
at  Venice,  lie  has  a  permanent  sort  of  iiaison  with  the 
Contessa  Guiccioli,  who  is  now  at  Florence,  and  seems 
from  her  letters  to  be  a  very  amiable  woman.  She  is 
waiting  there  until  something  shall  be  decided  as  to 
their  emigration  to  Switzerland  or  stay  in  Italy,  which 
is  yet  undetermined  on  either  side.  She  was  compelled 
to  escape  from  the  Papal  territory  in  great  haste,  as 
measures  had  *al ready  been  taken  to  place  her  in  a  con- 
vent, where  she  would  have  been  unrelentingly  confined 
for  life.  The  oppression  of  the  marriage  contract,  as 
existing  in  tiie  laws  and  op\n\oik&  o(  llail^^  though  less 
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frequently  exercised,  is  far  severer  than  that  of  Enjj- 
land. 

«  Lord  Byron  had  almost  destroyed  himself  at  Venice. 
His  state  of  debility  was  such  that  he  was  unable  to 
digest  any  food ;  he  was  consumed  by  Jiectic  fever,  and 
would  speedily  have  perished  but  for  this  attachment, 
which  reclaimed  him  from  the  excesses  into  which  he 
threw  himself,  from  carelessness  and  pride,  rather  than 
taste.  Poor  fellow !  he  is  now  quite  well,  and  immersed 
in  politics  and  literature.  He  has  given  me  a  number 
of  the  most  interesting  details  on  the  former  subject; 
but  we  will  not  speak  of  them  in  a  letter.  Fletcher  is 
here,  and — as  if,  like  a  shadow,  he  waxed  and  waned 
with  the  substance  of  his  master — has  also  revived  his 
good  looks,  and  from  amidst  the  unseasonable  gray 
hairs  a  fresh  harvest  of  flaxen  locks  has  put  forth. 

«  We  talked  a  great  deal  of  poetry  and  such  matters 
last  night ;  and,  as  usual,  differed — and,  I  think,  more 
than  ever.  lie  affects  to  patronise  a  system  of  criticism 
fit  only  for  the  production  of  mediocrity ;  andaltliough 
all  his  finer  poems  and  passages  have  been  produced  in 
defiance  of  this  system,  yet  1  recognise  the  pernicious 
effects  of  it  in  the  Doge  of  Venice;  and  it  will  cramp 
and  limit  his  future  efforts,  however  great  they  may 
be,  unless  he  gets  rid  of  it.  1  have  read  only  parts  of  it, 
or  rather  he  himself  read  them  to  me,  and  gave  me  the 
plan  of  the  whole. 

« Rarenna,  August  i5th,  i8ai. 
a  We  ride  out  in  the  evening  through  the  pine  fo- 
rests which  divide  the  city  from  the  sea.  Our  way  of 
life  is  this,  and  I  have  accommodated  myself  to  it  witli- 
out  much  difficulty: — Lord  Byron  gets  up  at  two — 
breakfasts — we  talk,  read^  etc.  until  six — tYieu'^eTv^^ 

1* 
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at  ei{»lit,  and  after  dinner  sit  talking  until  four  or  five 
in  the  morning.  I  get  up  at  twelve,  and  am  now  de- 
voting the  interval  between  my  rising  and  his  to  you. 

«  Lord  Dyron  is  greatly  improved  in  every  respect 
— in  genius,  in  temper,  in  moral  views,  in  health  and 
happiness.  His  connexion  with  La  Guiccioli  has  been 
an  inestimable  benefit  to  him.  He  lives  in  considerable 
splendour,  but  within  his  income,  which  is  now  about 
four  thousand  a  year,  one  thousand  of  which  he  devotes 
to  purposes  of  charity.  He  has  had  michievous  passions, 
but  these  he  seems  to  have  subdued ;  and  he  is  becoming, 
what  he  should  be,  a  virtuous  man.  The  interest  which 
he  took  in  the  politics  of  Italy,  and  the  actions  he  per- 
formed in  cons(?qnence  of  it,  are  subjects  not  fit  to  be 
written,  but  are  such  as  will  delight  and  surprise  you. 

«  He  is  not  yet  decided  to  go  to  Switzerland,  a  place, 
indeed,  little  fitted  for  him  :  the  gossip  and  the  cabals  of 
those  Anglicised  coteries  would  torment  him  as  they 
did  before,  and  might  exasperate  him  into  a  relapse  of 
libertinism,  which,  he  says,  he  plunged  into  not  from 
taste,  but  from  despair.  La  Guiccioli  and  her  brother 
(who  is  Lord  Byron's  friend  and  confidant,  and  ac- 
quiesces perfectly  in  her  connexion  with  him)  wish  to 
goto  Switzerland,  as  Lord  Byron  says,  merely  from  the 
novelty  and  pleasure  of  travelling.  Lord  Byron  prefers 
Tuscany  or  Lucca,  and  is  trying  to  persuade  them  to 
adopt  his  views.  He  has  made  me  write  a  long  letter  to 
her  to  engage  her  to  remain.  An  odd  thing  enough 
for  an  utter  stranger  to  write  on  subjects  of  the  utmost 
delicacy  to  his  friend's  mistress — but  it  seems  destined 
that  I  am  always  to  have  some  active  part  in  every 
body's  affairs  whom  I  approach.  I  have  set  down,  in 
tame  Italian,  the  strongest  reasons  I  can  think  of  against 
the  Swiss  emigration.    To  teVl  ^outhe  truth,  I  should 
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be  very  glad  to  accept  as  my  fee  his  establishment  ia 
Tuscany.  Ravenna  is  a  miserable  place  :  the  people 
are  barbarous  and  wild,  and  their  langiia^je  the  most 
infernal /7a to25  that  you  can  ima(jinc.  lie  would  he  iu 
every  respect  better  among;  the  Tuscans. 

II  He  has  read  to  mo  one  of  the  unpublished  cantos  of 
Don  Juan,  which  is  astonishin^jly  fine.  It  sets  him  not 
only  above,  but  far  above  all  the  poets  of  the  d  ay.  T]  very 
word  has  the  stamp  of  immortality.  This  canto  is  in  a 
style  (but  totally  free  from  indelicacy,  and  sustained 
with  incredible  ease  and  power)  like  the  end  of  the  se- 
cond canto  :  there  is  not  a  word  which  the  most  rigid 
assertor  of  the  dignity  of  human  nature  could  desire  to 
be  cancelled  :  it  fulfils,  in  a  certain  degree,  what  I  have 
longf  preached, — of  producing  somethings  wholly  new, 
and  relative  to  the  age,  and  yet  surpassingly  beautiful. 
It  may  be  vanity,  but  I  think  I  see  the  trace  of  my  ear- 
nest exhortations  to  him,  to  create  something  wholly 
new. 

■it  n  -a  ■»  ■)(■ 

« I  am  sure,  if  I  asked,  it  would  not  be  refused ;  vet 
there  is  something  in  me  that  makes  it  impossible.  Lord 
Byron  and  I  are  excellent  friends;  and  were  1  reduced 
to  poverty,  or  were  I  a  writer  who  had  no  claim  to  a 
higher  station  than  I  possess,  or  did  I  possess  a  higher 
than  I  deserve,  we  should  appear  iu  all  things  as  such, 
and  I  would  freely  ask  bim  any  favour.  Such  is  not 
now  the  case  :  the  demon  of  mistrust  and  of  pride  lurks 
between  two  persons  in  our  situation,  poisoning  the 
freedom  of  our  intercourse.  This  is  a  tax,  and  a 
heavy  one,  which  we  must  pay  for  being  human.  1 
think  the  fault  is  not  on  my  side;  nor  is  it  likely, — I 
being  the  weaker.  I  hope  that  in  the  next  world  these 
things  will  he  better  managed.    What  is  Y^assYTv^m  xickft 
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beart  of  another,  rarely  escapes  the  observation  of  one 
who  is  a  strict  anatomist  of  his  own. 

•IF  -tf  «  «  «  « 

((Lord  Byron  here  has  splendid  apartments  in  the 
palace  of  his  mistresses  husband,  who  is  one  of  the  richest 
men  in  Italy.  She  is  divorced,  with  an  allowance 
of  twelve  thousand  crowns  a  year; — a  miserable  pittance 
from  a  man  w^ho  has  a  hundred  and  twenty  thousand 
a  year.  There  are  tw^o  monkeys,  five  cats,  eig[ht  dogs, 
and  ten  horses,  all  of  whom  (except  the  horses)  walk 
about  the  house  like  the  masters  of  it.  Tita,  the  Vene- 
tian, is  here,  and  operates  as  my  valet — a  fine  fellow, 
with  a  prodig[ious  black  beard,  who  has  stabbed  two  or 
three  people,  and  is  the  most  g;ood-natured-looking  fel- 
low 1  ever  saw. 

■  Wednesday.     Ravenna. 

u  I  told  you  I  had  written,  by  Lord  Byron's  desire, 
to  La  Guiccioli,  to  dissuade  her  and  her  family  from 
Switzerland.  Her  answer  is  this  moment  arrived,  and 
my  representation  seems  to  have  reconciled  them  to  the 
unfitness  of  the  step.  At  the  conclusion  of  a  letter,  full 
of  all  the  fine  thin(]^s  she  says  she  has  heard  of  me,  is  this 
request,  which  I  transcribe : — '  Signore,  la  vostra  bonta 
mi  far  ardita  di  chiedervi  un  favore,  me  lo  accorderete 
voi  ?  Non  partite  da  Ravenna  senza  Milord,'  Of  course, 
being;  now,  by  all  the  laws  of  knig^hthood,  captive  to  a 
lady's  request,  I  shall  only  be  at  liberty  on  my  parole 
until  Lord  Byron  is  settled  at  Pisa.  I  shall  reply,  of 
course,  that  the  boon  is  granted,  and  that  if  her  lover  is 
reluctant  to  quit  Ravenna  after  1  have  made  arrange- 
ments for  receiving  him  at  Pisa,  I  am  bound  to  place 
myself  in  the  same  situation  as  now,  to  assail  him  with 
importu  nities  to  rejoin  her.   Ot  \!bi%  i\ieT^S&€Qvt.uaatelY 
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no  need  :  and  I  need  not  tell  you  that  there  is  no  fear 
that  this  chivalric  suhmission  of  mine  to  the  {jreat  ge- 
neral laws  of  antique  courtesy,  ag;ainst  \vhich  I  never 
rebel,  and  which  is  my  reli^on,  should  interfere  with 
my  soon  returning,  and  long  remaining  with  you,  dear 

girl. 

«  #  «  «  « 

« We  ride  out  every  evening  as  usual,  and  practise 
pistol-shooting  at  a  pumpkin,  and  I  am  not  sorry  to 
observe  that  I  approach  towards  my  noble  friend's  ex- 
actness of  aim.  I  have  the  greatest  trouble  to  get  away, 
and  Lord  Byron,  as  a  reason  for  my  stay,  has  urged, 
that  without  either  me  orthe  Guiccioli,  he  will  certainly 
fall  into  his  old  habits.  I  then  talk,  and  he  listens  to 
reason  :  and  I  earnestly  hope  that  he  is  too  well  aware 
of  the  terrible  and  degrading  consequences  of  his  former 
mode  of  life,  to  be  in  danger  from  the  short  interval  of 
temptation  that  will  be  left  him.» 


LETTER  CCCCXLIIL 

TO  MR    MURRAY. 

«  Ravenna,  August  loth,  i8ai. 

«  Your  conduct  to  Mr  Moore  is  certainly  very  hand- 
some :  and  1  would  not  say  so  if  I  could  help  it,  for  you 
are  not  at  present  by  any  means  in  my  good  graces. 

u  With  regard  to  additions,  etc.,  there  is  a  Journal 
which  I  kept  in  i8i4  which  you  may  ask  him  for;  also 
a  Journal,  which  you  must  get  from  Mrs  Leigh,  of  my 
journey  in  the  Alps,  which  contains  all  the  germs  of 
Manfred.  I  have  also  kept  a  small  Diary  here  for  a  few 
months  last  winter,  which  I  would  send  you,  and  any 
continuation.     You  would  find  easy  acce&s  lo  ^  tk^ 
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papers  and  letters,  and  do  not  neglect  this  (in  case  of  ac- 
cidents), on  account  of  the  mass  of  confusion  in  which 
they  are;  for  out  of  that  chaos  of  papers  you  will  find 
some  curious  ones  of  mine  and  others,  if  not  lost  or 
destroyed.  If  circumstances,  however  (which  is  almost 
impossible),  made  me  ever  consent  to  a  publication  in 
my  lifetime,  you  would  in  that  case,  I  suppose,  make 
Moore  some  advance,  in  proportion  to  the  likelihood  or 
non-likelihood  of  success.  You  are  both  sure  to  survive 
me,  however. 

u  You  must  also  have  from  Mr  Moore  the  correspon- 
dence between  me  and  Lady  B.,  to  whom  I  offered  the 
sight  of  all  which  regards  herself  in  these  papers.  This 
is  important.  He  has  lier  letter,  and  a  copy  of  my 
answer.    I  would  rather  Moore  edited  me  than  another. 

«I  sent  you  Valpy's  letter  to  decide  for  yourself,  and 
Stockdale's  to  amuse  you.  /  am  always  loyal  with  you, 
as  I  was  in  Galignani's  affair,  and  you  with  me — now 
and  then. 

« I  return  you  Moore's  letter,  which  is  very  creditable 
to  him,  and  you,  and  me. 

"Yours  ever." 


LETTER    CCCCXLIV. 

TO  MR  MtJRRAY. 

H  Ravenna,  Augfust  i6th,  i8a  i . 

u  I  regret  that  Holmes  can't  or  won't  come  :  it  is  ratlier 
shabby,  as  I  was  always  very  civil  and  punctual  with 
him.  But  he  is  but  one  *  *  more.  One  meets  with  none 
else  among  the  English. 

^<I  wait  the  proofs  of  the  MSS«  with  proper  impa- 
tience. 
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u  So  you  have  published,  or  mean  to  publish^  the  new 
Jiians?  Ar'n't  you  afraid  of  the  Constitutional  Assassi- 
nation of  Bridge-street  ?  When  first  I  saw  the  name  of 
Murray,  I  thought  it  had  been  yours;  but  was  solaced 
by  seeing  that  your  synonyme  is  an  attornco,  and  that 
you  are  not  one  of  that  atrocious  crew. 
*V:  «  I  am  in  a  great  discomfort  about  the  probable  war, 
and  with  my  trustees  not  getting  me  out  of  the  funds. 
If  the  funds  break,  it  is  my  intention  to  go  upon  the 
highway.  All  tlie  other  English  professions  are  at  pre- 
sent so  ungentlemanly  by  the  conduct  of  those  who 
follow  them,  that  open  robbing  is  the  only  fair  resource 
left  to  a  man  of  any  principles ;  it  is  even  honest,  in  com- 
parison, by  being  undisguised. 

u  I  wrote  to  you  by  last  post,  to  say  that  you  had  done 
the  handsome  thing  by  Moore  and  the  Memoranda. 
You  are  veiy  good  as  times  go,  and  would  probably  be 
still  better  but  for  the  '  march  of  events'  (as  Napoleon 
called  it),  which  won't  permit  any  body  to  be  better 
than  they  should  be. 

u  Love  to  Gifford.     Believe  me,  etc. 

K  P.S. — I  restore  Smith's  letter,  whom  thank  for  his 
good   opinion.     Is  the  bust  by  Thorwaldsen  arrived  ?» 

LETTEB  CGGCXLV. 

TO  MR  MURRAY. 

K  Ravenna,  August  aSd,  i8ai. 
«  Eoclosed  are  the  two  acts  corrected.  With  regard 
to  the  charges  about  the  shipwreck,  I  think  that  I  told 
both  you  and  Mr  Ilobhouse,  years  ago,  that  there  was 
not  a  bingle  circumstance  of  it  not  taken  (rom  fact;  not, 
indeed,  from  s^ny  single  shipwreck,  but  a\\  5toxxv  ^exwa\ 
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facts  of  different  wrecks.*  Almost  all  Don  Juan  is  real 
life,  either  my  own,  or  from  people  I  knew.  By  the 
way,  much  of  the  description  of  the  furniture^  in  Canto 
Third,  is  taken  from  Tullfs  Tripoli  (pray  note  tliis\  and 
the  rest  from  my  own  observation.     Remember,  I  never 

*  One  of  the  charges  of  plagiarisiii  brought  against  him  hy  some  scrib- 
blers of  the  day  was  founded  (as  I  have  ahready  observed  in  the  first  vo- 
lume of  this  work)  on  his  Iiaving  sought  in  the  authentic  records  of  real 
shipwrecks  tliose  materials  out  of  which  he  has  worked  his  own  powerful 
description  in  the  Second  Canto  of  Don  Juan.  With  as  much  justice 
might  the  Italian  author  (Galeani,  iff  recollect  right),  who  wrote  a  Dis- 
course on  the  Military  Science  displayed  by  Tasso  in  his  battles,  have 
reproached  that  poet  with  the  sources  from  which  he  drew  his  know- 
ledge:— with  as  much  justice  might  Puysegur  and  Segrais,  who  have 
pointed  out  the  same  merit  in  Homer  and  Virgil,  have  withheld  their 
praise  because  the  science  on  which  this  merit  was  founded  must  have 
been  derived  by  the  skill  and  indastry  of  these  poets  from  others. 

So  little  was  Tasso  ashamed  of  those  casual  imitations  of  other  poets 
which  are  so  often  branded  as  plagiarisms,  tliat,  in  his  Commentary  on 
his  Bime,  he  takes  pains  to  point  out  and  avow  whatever  coincidences  of 
this  kind  occur  in  his  own  verses. 

While  on  this  subject,  1  may  be  allowed  to  mention  one  signal  in- 
stance, where  a  thought  that  had  lain  perhaps  indistinctly  in  Byrons 
memory  since  his  youth,  comes  out  so  improved  and  brightened  as  to  be, 
by  every  right  of  genius,  his  own.  In  the  Two  Noble  Rinsinen  of 
Beaumont  and  Fletcher  (a  play  to  which  the  picture  of  passionate 
friendship,  delineated  in  the  characters  of  Palamon  and  Arcite,  would 
be  sure  to  draw  the  attention  of  Byron  in  his  boyhood)  we  find  the  fol- 
lowing passage : — 

Oh  never 

Shall  we  two  exercise,  like  twins  of  Honour, 

Our  arms  again,  and  feel  our  fiery  Imrses 

Like  proud  seas  under  us. 
Out  of  this  somewhat  forced  simile,  by  a  judicious  transposition  of  the 
comparison,  and  by  the  substitution  of  the  more  definite  word  « waves* 
for  «  seas,»  the  clear,  noble  thought  in  one  of  the  Cantos  of  Childe  Ha- 
rold has  been  produced : — 

Once  more  npon  the  waters !  yet  once  mcMre ! 

And  the  waves  bound  beneath  me,  as  a  steed 

That  knowi  hit  vkLer. 
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meant  to  conceal  this  at  all,  and  have  only  not  stated 
it,  because  Don  Juan  had  no  preface  nor  name  to  it.  If 
you  think  it  worth  while  to  make  this  statement,  do  so 
10  your  own  way.  /  laugh  at  such  charges,  convinced 
that  no  writer  ever  borrowed  less,  or  made  his  materials 
more  his  own.  Much  is  coincidence :  for  instance.  Lady 
Morgan  (in  a  really  excellent  book,  I  assure  you,  on 
Italy),  calls  Venice  an  ocean  Rome:  I  have  the  very  same 
expression  in  Foscari,  and  yet  you  know  that  the  play 
was  written  months  ago,  and  sent  to  England  :  the 
*  Italy'  I  received  only  on  the  i6th  instant. 

u  Your  friend,  like  the  public,  is  not  aware,  that  my 
dramatic  simplicity  is  studiously  Greek,  and  must  con* 
tinue  so  :  no  reform  ever  succeeded  at  first.'  I  admire 
the  old  English  dramatists;  but  this  is  quite  another 
field,  and  has  nothing  to  do  with  theirs.  1  want  to 
make  a  regular  English  drama,  no  matter  whether  for 
the  stage  or  not,  which  is  not  my  object, — but  a  mental 
theatre.  <»  Yours, 

(t  P.S. — Can't  accept  your  courteous  offer. 

For  Orford  and  for  "Waldcgrave 

You  give  much  more  than  me  you  gave; 

Which  is  not  fairly  to  behave, 

My  Murray. 

Because  if  a  live  dog,  't  is  said, 
Be  worth  a  lion  fairly  sped^ 
A  live  lord  must  be  worth  two  dead. 

My  Murray. 

And  if,  as  the  opinion  goes. 
Verse  hath  a  better  sale  than  prose — 
Certes,  I  should  have  more  than  those. 

My  Murray. 

*  aNo  man  ever  rose  (says  Pope)  to  any  degree  of  perfection  in  writing 
bat  throngfa  obstinacy  aod  an  inveterate  resolution  against  the  tlie^kVBk  i^i 
mankind.* 

VOL,  IV,  ^ 
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But  now  this  sheet  is  nearly  cramm'd, 
So,  if  you  will^  I  sha'n't  be  sbamm'd, 
And  if  you  ivontf  you  may  be  damn'd. 

My  Murray. 

u  These  matters  must  be  arranged  with  Mr  Ooug^las 
Kinnaird.  lie  is  my  trustee,  and  a  man  of  honour.  To 
falm  you  can  state  all  your  mercantile  reasons,  which 
you  might  not  like  to  state  to  me  personally,  such  as 
'  heavy  season' — '  flat  public' — 'don't  go  off — '  lordship 
writes  too  much' — 'won't  take  advice' — 'declining  po- 
pularity'— '  deduction  for  the  trade' — 'make  very  little' 
— 'generally  lose  by  him' — 'pirated  edition' — 'foreign 
edition' — 'severe  criticisms,'  etc.  with  other  hints  and 
howls  for  an  oration,  which  L  leave  Douglas,  who  is  an 
orator,  to  answer. 

(( You  can  also  state  them  more  freely  to  a  third  per* 
son,  as  between  you  and  me  they  .ould  only  produce 
some  smart  postscripts,  which  w  >uld  not  adorn  our 
mutual  archives. 

u  1  am  sorry  for  the  Queen,  and  that's  more  than  you 
are.» 


LETTER    CGCCXLVI. 

TO    MR    MOORE. 

((Ravenna,  August  24th,  i8ai. 
«  Yours  of  the  5th  only  yesterday,  while  I  had  letters 
of  the  8th  from  London.  Doth  the  post  dabble  into  our 
letters?  Whatever  agreement  you  make  with  Murray,  if 
satisfactory  to  you^  must  be  so  to  me.  There  need  be 
no  scruple,  because,  though  I  used  sometimes  to  buffoon 
to  myself,  loving  a  quibble  as  well  as  the  barbarian 
/i//n5ei/ (Shakspeare,  lo  yju")— *  tViaLX^  \\V&  ^  Spartan,  ! 
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would  sell  my  life  as  dearly  as  possible' — it  never  was 
my  intention  to  turn  it  to  personal,  pecuniary  account, 
but  to  bequeath  it  to  a  friend — yourself—in  the  event 
of  survivorship.  I  anticipated  that  period,  because  we 
happened  to  meet,  and  I  urged  you  to  make  what  was 
possible  now  by  it,  for  treasons  w^hich  are  obvious.  It 
has  been  no  possible  privation  to  me,  and  therefore  docs 
not  require  the  acknowledgments  you  mention.  So, 
for  God's  sake  don't  consider  it  like     ****** 

a  By  the  way,  when  you  write  to  Lady  Morgan,  will 
you  thank  her  for  her  handsome  speeches  in  her  book 
about  my  books?  I  do  not  know  her  address.  Her 
work  is  fearless  and  excellent  on  the  subject  of  Italy — 
pray  tell  her  so — and  I  know  the  country.  I  wish  she 
had  fallen  in  with  me,  I  could  have  told  her  a  thing  or 
two  that  would  have  confirmed  her  positions. 

tt  I  am  glad  that  you  are  satisfied  with  Murray,  who 
seems  to  value  dead  lords  more  than  live  ones.  I  have 
just  sent  him  the  following  answer  to  a  proposition  of 
his : — 

For  Orford  aod  for  Waldegrave,  etc. 

«  The  argument  of  the  above  is,  that  he  wanted  to 
^  stint  me  of  my  sizings,'  as  Lear  says — that  is  to  say,  not 
to  propose  an  extravagant  price. for  an  extravagant 
poem,  as  is  becoming.  Pray  take  his  guineas,  by  all 
means— /  taught  him  that.  He  made  me  a  filthy  offer 
o( pounds  once,  but  I  told  him  that,  like  physicians,  poets 
must  be  dealt  witli  in  guineas,  as  being  the  only  advan- 
tage poets  could  have  in  the  association  with  them^  as 
votaries  of  Apollo.  I  write  to  you  in  hurry  and  bustle, 
which  I  will  expound  in  my  next. 

«  Yours  ever,  etc. 
tt  P.S.— You  mention  something  oi  an  aUotue^  c^\\\a& 
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way  to  me  on  legal  business.  I  have  had  no  warning 
of  such  an  apparition.  What  can  the  fellow  want?  I 
have  some  lawsuits  and  business,  but  have  not  heard  of 
any  thing  to  put  me  to  the  expense  of  a  (ravelling  lawyer. 
They  do  enough,  in  that  way,  at  home. 

u  Ah,  poor  Queen !  but  perhaps  it  is  for  the  best^  if 
Herodotus^s  anecdote  is  to  be  believed    ****** 

(( Remember  me  lo  any  friendly  Angles  of  our  mutual 
acquaintance.  What  are  you  doing?  Here  I  have  had 
my  hands  full  with  tyrants  and  their  victims.  There 
pever  was  such  oppression,  even  in  Ireland,  scarcely  N 


LETTER  CGCCXLVII. 

TO    MR    MURRAY. 

«  Ravenna,  August  3  ist,  i8ai. 
«I  have  received  the  Juans,  which  are  printed  so 
carelessly,  especially  the  fifth  canto,  as  to  be  disgraceful 
to  me,  and  not  creditable  tb  you.  It  really  must  begotte 
over  again  with  the  manuscript,  the  errors  are  so  gross ; 
— words  added — changed — so  as  to  make  cacophony 
and  nonsense.  You  have  been  careless  of  this  poem 
because  some  of  your  squad  don't  approve  of  it ;  but  I 
tell  you  that  it  will  be  long  before  you  see  any  thing 
half  so  good  as  poetry  or  writing.  Upon  what  principle 
have  you  omitted  the  note  on  Racon  and  Voltaire?  and 
one  of  the  concluding  stanzas  sent  as  an  additipn? — 
because  it  ended,  I  suppose,  with— 

And  do  not  link  t^o  virtuous  souls  for  life 
Into  that  moral  centaur^  man  and  wife  7 

u  Now,  I  must  say,  once  for  all,  that  I  will  not  permit 
a  ay  human  being  to  take  suc\i\\bet\.\fi%  wvth  my  writ- 
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iog^s  because  I  am  absent.  I  desire  the  omissions  to  bo 
replaced  (except  the  stanza  on  Semiramis) — particularly 
the  stanza  upon  the  Turkish  marriages ;  and  I  request 
that  the  i^ihole  be  carefully  gone  over  with  the  MS. 

« I  never  saw  such  stuff  as  is  printed  : — Gu//eyaz  in- 
stead of  Gu/6eyaz,  etc.  Are  you  aware  that  Gulbeyaz  is 
a  real  name^  and  the  other  nonsense?  I  copied  the 
cantos  out  carefully,  so  that  there  is  no  excuse,  as  the 
printer  read,  or  at  least  prints^  the  MS.  of  the  plays 
without  error. 

«If  you  have  no  feeling  for  your  own  reputation, 
pray  have  some  little  for  mine.  I  have  read  over  the 
poem  carefully,  and  I  tell  you,  it  is  poetry.  Your  little 
envious  knot  of  parson-poets  may  say  what  they,  please : 
time  will  show  that  I  am  not  in  this  instance  mistaken. 

« Desire  my  friend  Hobliouse  to  correct  the  press, 
especially  of  the  last  canto,  from  the  manuscript  as  it  is. 
It  is  enough  to  drive  one  out  of  one's  reason  to  see  the 
infernal  torture  of  words  from  the  original.  For  instance 
the  line — 

And  pair  their  rhymes  as  Venus  yokes  her  doves-^ 
is  printed — 

And  praise  their  rhymes,  etc. 

Also  ^precarious*  (or  ^ precocious;^  and  thisline,  stanza  1 33, 

And  this  strong  extreme  effect  to  tire  no  longer. 

Now  do  turn  to  the  manuscript  and  see  if  I  ever  wrote 
such  a  iine :  it  is  not  verse. 

u  No  wonder  the  poem  should  fail  (which,  however,  it 
won't,  you  will  see)  with  such  things  allowed  to  creep 
about  it.  Replace  what  is  omitted,  and  correct  what  is 
so  shamefully  misprinted^  and  let  the  poem  have  £a\c 
play;  and  1  fear  nothing. 
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u  I  see  in  the  last  two  numbers  of  the  Quarterly  a 
strong  itching  to  assail  me  (see  the  review  of  'The Eto- 
nian') ;  let  it,  and  see  if  they  sha'n't  have  enough  of  it, 
I  do  not  allude  to  Gifford,  who  has  always  been  my 
friend,  and  whom  I  do  not  consider  as  responsible  for 
the  articles  written  by  others. 

u  You  will  publish  the  plays  when  ready.  I  am  in 
such  a  humour  about  this  printing  of  Don  Juan  so  inac- 
curately, that  I  must  close  this. 

«  Yours. 

«  P.S. — I  presume  that  you  have  not  lost  the  stanza 
to  which  I  allude?  It  was  sent  afterwards:  look  over 
my  letters  and  Bnd  it.» 


LETTER  CCCCXLVIII.' 

TO  MR  MURRAY. 

«  The  enclosed  letter  is  written  in  bad  humour,  but 
not  without  provocation.  However,  let  it  (that  is,  the 
bad  humour)  go  for  little ;  but  I  must  request  your  se- 
rious attention  to  the  abuses  of  the  printer,  which  ought 
never  to  have  been  permitted:  You  forget  that  all  the 
fools  in  London  (the  chief  purchasers  of  your  publica- 
tions) will  condemn  in  me  the  stupidity  of  your  printer. 
For  instance,  in  the  notes  to  Canto  Fifth,  '  the' u4driatic 
shore  of  the  Bosphorus'  instead  of  the  j4slatic!!  All  this 
may  seem  little  to  you,  so  fine  a  gentleman  with  your 
ministerial  connexions,  but  it  is  serious  to  me,  who  am 
thousands  of  miles  off,  and  have  no  opportunity  of  not 

»  Written  in  tlie  envcVapc  of  iVic  "^w»^Vft^\*\xw . 
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preying^  myself  the  fool  your  printer  makes  me,  except 
your  pleasure  a  ad  leisure,  forsooth. 

u  The  gods  prosper  you,  and  forgive  you,  for  I  can't. » 


LETTER  CCCCXLIX. 

TCf  MR  MOORE. 

•  Ravenna,  September  3d,  1821. 

u  By  Mr  Mawman  (a  paymaster  in  t]ie  corps,  in  which 
you  and  I  are  privates)  I  yesterday  expedited  to  your 
address,  under  cover  one,  two  paper  hooks,  containing 
the  Giaofi/-nal,  and  a  thing  or  two.  It  won't  all  do — 
even  for  the  posthumous  public — but  extracts  from  it 
may.  It  is  a  brief  and  faithful  chronicle  of  a  month  or 
so — parts  of  it  not  very  discreet, hut  sufficiently  sincere. 
Mr  Mawman  saith  that  he  will,  in  person  or  per  friend, 
have  it  delivered  to  you  in  your  Elysian  fields. 

a  If  you  have  got  the  new  Juans,  recollect  that  there 
are  some  very  gross  printers'  blunders,  particularly  in 
the  Fifth  Canto,— such  as  'praise'  for  'pair' — 'preca- 
rious' for '  precocious' — 'Adriatic'  for  'Asiatic' — 'case' for 
'chase' — besides  gifts  of  additional  words  and  syllables, 
which  make  but  a  cacophonous  rhythmus.  Put  the 
pen  through  the  said,  as  I  would  mine  through  *  *'s 
ears,  if  I  were  alongside  him.  As  it  is,  1  have  sent  him 
a  rattling  letter,  as  abusive  as  possible.  Though  he  is^ 
publisher  to  the  '  Board  of  Longitude,^  he  is  in  no  danger 
of  discovering  it. 

«  I  am  packing  for  Pisa— but  direct  your  letters  lierCj 
till  further  notice. 

«  Yours  ever,  etc.») 

One  of  the  a paper-booksn  mentioned  m  \\.\\?»\eV.\fc\  ^% 
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intrusted  to  Mr  Mawman  for  me,  contained  a  portion, 
to  the  amount  of  nearly  a  hundred  pages,  of  a  prose 
story,  relating  the  adventures  of  a  young  Andalusian 
noblemau,  which  had  been  begun  by  him,  at  Venice,  in 
1817.  The  following  passage  is  all  I  shall  extract  from 
this  amusing  Fragment. 

«  A  few  hours  afterwards  we  ^vere  very  good  friends, 
and  a  few  days  after  she  set  out  for  Arragon,  with  my 
son,  on  a  visit  to  her  father  and  mother.  I  did  not  ac- 
company her  immediately,  having  been  in  Arragon 
before,  but  was  to  join  the  family  in  their  Moorish 
chateau  within  a  few  weeks. 

a  During  her  journey  I  received  a  very  affectionate 
letter  from  Donna  Josepha,  apprizing  me  of  the  w^elfare 
of  herself  and  my  son.  On  her  arrival  at  the  chateau, 
I  received  another  still  more  affectionate,  pressing  me, 
in  very  fond,  and  rather  foolish,  terms,  to  join  her  im- 
mediately. As  I  was  preparing  to  set  out  from  Seville^  I 
received  a  third — this  was  from  her  father,  Don  Jose  di 
Cardozo,  who  requested  me,  in  the  politest  manner,  to 
dissolve  my  marriage.  I  answered  him  with  equal 
politeness,  that  I  would  do  no  such  thing.  A  fourth 
letter  arrived — it  was  from  Donna  Josepha,  in  which  she 
informed  me  that  her  father's  letter  was  written  by  her 
particular  desire.  I  requested  the  reason  by  return  of 
post — she  replied,  by  express,  that  as  reason  had  no- 
thing to  do  with  the  matter,  it  was  unnecessary  to  give 
any — but  that  she  was  an  injured  and  excellent  woman. 
I  then  inquired  why  she  had  written  to  me  the  two 
preceding  affectionate  letters,  requesting  me  to  come  to 
Arragon.  She  answered,  that  was  because  she  believed 
me  out  of  my  senses — that,  being  unfit  to  take  care  of 
myself^  J  had  only  to  set  out  on  this  journey  alone,  and 
making  my  way  without  difficu\l^  lo  l^iii  ^^^  ^\Cajc- 
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dozo's,  I  should  there  have  found  the  tenderest  of  wives 
and — a  strait  waistcoat. 

u  I  had  nothing  to  reply  to  this  piece  of  affection  hut 
a  reiteration  of  my  request  for  some  lights  u|)on  the 
subject.  '  I  was  answered  that  they  would  only  be  relat- 
ed to  the  Inquisition.  In  the  mean  time,  our  domestic 
discrepancy  had  become  a  public  topic  of  discussion  ; 
and  the  world,  which  always  decides  justly,  not  only  in 
Arragon  but  in  Andalusia,  determined  that  I  was  not 
only  to  blame,  but  that  all  Spain  could  produce  nobody 
so  blameable.  My  case  was  supposed  to  comprise  all  the 
crimes  which  could,  and  several  which  could  not,  be 
committed,  and  little  less  than  an  auto-da-fe  was  anti- 
cipated as  the  result.  But  let  no  man  say  that  we  are 
abandoned  by  our  friends  in  adversity — it  was  just  the 
reverse.  Mine  thronged  around  me  to  condemn,  advise, 
and  console  me  with  their  disapprobation. — They  told 
me  all  that  was,  would,  or  could  be  said  on  the  subject. 
They  shook  their  heads — they  exhorted  me — deplored 
me,  with  tears  in  thfeir  eyes,  and — went  to  dinner. » 


LETTER  GGCCL. 

TO    MR    MURRAY. 

«  Ravenna,  September  4(li,  i8ai 

u  By  Saturday's  post,  I  sent  you  a  fierce  and  furibund 
letter  upon  the  subject  of  the  printer's  blunders  in  Don 
Juan.  1  must  solicit  your  attention  to  the  topic,  though 
my  wrath  hath  subsided  into  suUcnness. 

u  Yesterday  I  received  Mr ,  a  friend  of  yours, 

and  because  he  is  a  friend  o( yours;  and  that's  more  than 
I  would  do  in  an  English  case,  except  for  those  whom  I 
honour.    1  was  as  civil  as  I  could  be  among  i^ac^^^^ 


I  78  NOTICES  OF  THE  a.  u.  i8ai. 

even  to  the  very  chairs  and  tables,  for  I  am  g^oing  to  Pisa 
in  a  few  weeks,  and  have  sent  and  am  sending  off  my 
chattels.  It  regretted  me*  that,  my  books  and  every 
thing  being  packed,  I  could  not  send  you  a  few  things  I 
meant  for  you;  but  they  were  all  sealed  and  baggaged, 
so  as  to  have  made  it  a  month's  work  to  get  at  them 
again.  I  gave  him  an  envelope,  with  the  Italian  scrap 
in  it,'  alluded  to  in  my  Gilchrist  defence.  Hobhouse 
will  make  it  out  for  you,  and  it  will  make  you  laugh, 
and  him  too,  the  spelling  particularly.  The  ^Mericani^ 
of  whom  they  call  me  the  'Capo'  (or  Chief),  mean  'Ame- 
ricans,' which  is  the  name  given  in  Romagna  to  a  part 
of  the  Carbonari ;  that  is  to  say,  to  the  poptdcur  part,  the 
troops  of  the  Carbonari.  They  are  originally  a  society 
of  hunters  in  the  forest,  who  took  the  name  of  Ameri- 
cans, but  at  present  comprise  some  thousands,  etc.;  but 
I  sha'n't  let  you  further  into  the  secret,  which  may  be 
participated  with  the  postmasters.  Why  they  thought 
me  their  Chief,  I  know  not :  their  Chiefs  are  like  'Le- 
gion, being  many.'  However,  it  is  a  post  of  more  ho- 
nour than  profit,  for,  now  that  they  are  persecuted,  it 
is  fit  that!  should  aid  them;  and  so  I  have  done,  as  far 
as  my  means  would  permit.  They  will  rise  again  some 
day,  for  these  fools  of  the  government  are  blundering: 
they  actually  seem  to  know  nothing,  for  they  have 
arrested  and  banished  many  of  their  own  party,  and  let 
others  escape  who  are  not  their  friends. 

I  It  will  be  observed,  from  this  and  a  fevr  other  instances,  that  notwith- 
standing the  wonderful  purity  of  Knglish  he  was  able  to  preserve  in  his 
writings,  while  living  constantly  with  persons  speaking  a  different  lan- 
guage, he  had  already  begun  so  far  to  feel  the  influence  of  this  habit  as 
to  fall  occasionally  into  Italianisms  in  his  familiar  letters. — «  1  am  in  the 
case  to  known — « I  have  caused  write*  —  «  It  regrets  me,»  etc. 

*  Aa  aaonymous  letter  which  he  had  received,  threatening  him  with 
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«  Whatthink'st  thou  of  Greece? 

a  Address  to  me  here  as  usual,  till  you  hear  further 
from  me. 

u  By  Mawman  I  have  sent  a  journal  to  Moore;  hut  it 
won't  do  for  the  public, — at  least  a  great  deal  of  it  won^t; 
'^  parts  may. 

«  I  read  over  the  Juans,  ip^hich  are  excellent.  Tour 
squad  are  quite  wrongs ;  and  so  you  will  find  by  and  by. 
I  reg[ret  that  I  do  not  go  on  with  it,  for  I  had  all  the 
plan  for  several  cantos,  and  different  countries  and 
climes.  You  say  nothing  of  the  note  I  enclosed  to  you,* 
which  will  explain  why  I  agreed  to  discontinue  it  (at 

Madame  G 's  request);  but  you  are  so  grand,  and 

sublime,  and  occupied,  that  one  would  think,  instead 
of  publishing  for  'the  Board  of  Longitude,''  that  you 
were  trying  to  discover  it. 

«Let  me  hear  that  Gifford  is  better.  He  can't  be 
spared  either  by  you  or  me.  n 


LETTER  CCCCLI. 

TO    MR   MURRAY. 

« Ravenna,  Sept.  latb,  1821. 
«  By  Tuesday's  post,  I  forwarded,  in  three  packets, 
the  drama  of  Cain  in  three  acts,  of  which  1  request  the 

^  In  this  note,  so  bigbly  honoarable  to  the  fair  writer,  she  says,  «  Re- 
member, my  Byron,  the  promise  you  ha^e  made  me.  Never  shall  1  be 
able  10  tell  you  the  satisfaction  I  feel  from  it,  so  great  are  the  sentiments 
of  pleasure  and  confidence  vrith  which  the  sacrifice  you  have  made  has 
Inspired  me.*  In  a  postcript  to  the  note  she  adds,  «  1  am  only  sorry  that 
Don  Juan  was  not  left  in  the  infernal  regions.* — «  Ricordati,  mio  Byron, 
.della  promessa  che  mi  hai  faita.  Non  poirei  mai  dirti  la  saddisfazioue  che  ^ 
io  ne  provoi — sond  tanli  i  sentiment!  di  piacere  e  Ol\  cot\^<Vc\vi^  ^•'/'^fl 
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acknowledgment  when  arrived.  To  the  last  speech  of 
Eve,  in  the  last  act  (i.  e.  where  she  curses  Cain),  add 
these  three  lines  to  the  concluding  ones — 

May  the  grass  wither  from  diy  foot!  the  woods 

Deny  thee  shelter!  earth  a  home!  the  dust 

A  grave!  tbe  sun  his  Hght !  and  Heaven  her  Godl 

«  There 's  as  pretty  a  piece  of  imprecation  for  you, 
when  joined  to  the  lines  already  sent,  as  you  may  wish 
to  meet  with  in  the  course  of  your  business.  But  don^t 
forget  tlie  addition  of  the  above  three  lines,  which  are 
clinchers  to  Eve's  speech. 

a  Let  me  know  what  Gifford  thinks  (if  the  play  arrives 
in  safety);  for  I  have  a  good  opinion  of  the  piece,  as 
poetry;  it  is  in  my  gay  metaphysical  style,  and  ia  the 
Manfred  line. 

«  You  must  at  least  commend  my  facility  and  variety, 
when  you  consider  what  I  |liave  done  within  the  last 
fifteen  months,  with  my  head,  too,  full  of  other  and  of 
mundane  matters.  But  no  doubt  you  will  avoid  saying 
any  good  of  it,  for  fear  I  should  raise  the  price  upon  you: 
that's  right:  stick  to  business.  Let  me  know  what  your 
other  ragamuffins  are  writing,  for  I  suppose  you  dou't 
like  starting  too  many  of  your  vagabonds  at  once.  Tou 
may  give  them  the  start,  for  any  thing  I  care. 

«  Why  don't  you  publish  my  Puici — the  very  best 
thing  I  ever  wrote, — with  the  Italian  to  it?  I  ^\ishl 
was  alongside  of  you;  nothing  is  ever  done  in  a  man's 
absence;  every  body  runs  counter,  because  they  can. 
If  ever  I  do  return  to  England,  (which  I  sha'n't,  though), 

cno  sacrificio  m'inspira.a — «Mi  rinoresce  solo  che  Don  Giovanni  non 
rest!  air  Inferno.* 

In  enclosing  the  lady's  note  to  Mr  Murray,  July  4tb>  Lord  B.  says, 
m  This  is  the  note  of  acknowledgment  for  the  promise  not  to  continae 
Doa  Juan.     She  says,  in  the  i>08tscript,  that  she  is  only  sorry  that  D.  J. 
does  not  remain  ia  tiell  (or  i^o  iUere'^%» 
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I  will  write  a  poem  to  which  'English  Bards,'  etc.  slall 
be  new  milk,  in  comparison.  Your  present  literary 
world  of  mountebanks  stands  in  need  of  such  an 
Avatar.  But  I  am  not  yet  quite  bilious  enough  :  a  season 
or  two  more,  and  a  provocation  or  two,  will  wind  me 
up  to  the  point,  and  then  have  at  the  whole  set ! 

a  I  have  no  patience  with  the  sort  of  trash  you  send 
me  out  by  way  of  books;  except  Scott's  novels,  and 
three  or  four  other  thin(^$,  I  never  saw  such  work,  or 
works.  Campbell  is  lecturing — Moore  idling — S  *  * 
twaddling — W  *  *  driveling — C  *  *  muddling —  *  * 
piddling — B  *  *  quibbling,  squabbling,  and  sniveling. 
*  *  will  db,  if  he  don't  cant  too  much,  nor  imitate 
Southey :  the  fellow  l)as  poesy  in  him ;  but  he  is  envious, 
and  unhappy,  as  all  the  envious  are.  Still  he  is  among 
the  best' of  the  day.  B  *  *  C  *  *  will  do  better  by-and- 
by,  I  dare  say,  if  he  don't' get  spoiled  by  gieen  tea,  and 
the  praiises  of  Pentonville  and  Paradise-row.  The  pity 
of  these  men  is,  that  they  never  lived  in  high  life^  nor  in 
solitude:  there  is  no  medium  for  the  knowledge  of  the 
busy  or  the  still  world.  If  admitted  into  high  life  for 
a  season,  it  is  merely  as  spectators — they  form  no  part 
of  the  mechanism  thereof.  Now  Moore  and  I,  the  one 
by  circumstances,  and  the  other  by  birth,  happened  to 
be  free  of  the  corporation,  and  to  have  entered  into  its 
pulses  and  passions,  quarum  partes  fiiimus.  Both  of  us 
have  learnt  by  this  much  which  nothing  else  could  have 

taught  us. 

('  Yours. 
«  P.S.  —  I  saw  one  of  your  brethren,  another  of  the 
allied  sovereigns  of  Grub-street,  the  other  day,  Mawman 
the  Great,  by  whom  I  sent  due  homage  to  your  im- 
perial self.  To-morrow's  post  may  perhaps  bring  a 
letter  from  you,  but  you  are  the  most  ungratcCul  ;sAvd 
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nngracious  of  correspoDdents.    Bat  there  is  some  excuse . 
for  voo,  with  voor  perpetual  lereeof  politicians,  parsons, 
scribblers,  and  loungers.     Some  day  I  will  give  you  a 
poetical  catalogue  of  tlieni.  n 

LETTER  CCCCLII. 

TO   MR   MOOR£. 
■  RaTenna,  September  I7tli,  1821. 
u  The  enclosed  lines,'  as  you  will  directly  perceive, 
are  written  bv  the  Rev.  W.  L.  B  *  *.     Of  course  it  is  for 
him  to  deny  them  if  they  are  not. 

u  Believe  me  yours  ever  and  most  affectionately, 

aB. 

u  P.S. — Can  you  forgive  this?  It  is  only  a  reply  to 
your  lines  against  my  Italians.  Of  course  I  will  stand 
by  my  lines  against  all  men ;  but  it  is  heart-breaking 
to  sec  such  things  in  a  people  as  the  reception  of  that 
unredeemed  ******  in  an  oppressed  country.  Tour 
apotheosis  is  now  reduced  to  a  level  with  his  welcome, 
and  their  gratitude  to  Grattan  is  cancelled  by  their 
atrocious  adulation  of  this,  etc.  etc.  etc.n 

LETTER   CGCCLin. 

TO  MR  MOORE. 

•  Ravenna,  Septemberi9thy  1821. 
(( 1  am  in  all  the  sweat,  dust,  and  blasphemy  of  an 
universal  packing  of  all  my  things,  furniture,  etc.  for 

'  <(Tlie  Irish  Avatar. «  In  this  copy  the  following  sentence  (taken 
fruin  a  liCtter  of  Curran,  in  the  able  Life  of  that  true  Irishman,  by  bit 
fton)  in  prefixed  as  a  motto  to  the  Poem,— «  And  Irebnd,  like  a  bastina- 
doed elephant,  kneeling  to  receive  the  paltry  rider.* — Letter  of  Curran, 
Lifi\  vol.  ii.  page  536.  At  the  end  of  the  verses  are  these  words:— 
•  (Signed)  W.  L.  B  *  *,  M.A ,  and  vi^rittcn  with  a  view  to  a  Bisbop- 
rU'k,' 
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Pisa,  whither  I  go  for  the  winter.  The  cause  has  been 
the  exile  of  all  my  fellow  Carbonics,  and,  amongst 
them,  of  the  whole  family  of  Madame  G.,  who,  you 
knowi,  was  divorced  from  her  husband  last  Aveek,  '  on 
account  of  P.  P.,  clerk  of  this  parish,'  and  who  is  ob- 
liged to  join  her  father  and  relatives,  now  in  exile 
there,  to  avoid  being  shut  up  in  a  monastery,  because 
the  Pope's  decree  of  separation  required  her  to  reside  in 
casa  patemoy  or  else,  for  decorum's  sake,  in  a  convent. 
As  I  could  not  say,  witli  Hamlet,  *  Get  thee  to  a  nun- 
nery,' I  am  preparing  to  follow  them. 

tt  It  is  awful  work,  this  love,  and  prevents  all  a  man's 
projects  of  good  or  glory.  I  wanted  to  go  to  Greece 
lately  (as  every  thing  seems  up  here)  with  her  brother, 
who  is  a  very  fine,  brave  fellow  (1  have  seen  him  put  to 
the  proof),  and  wild  about  liberty.  But  the  tears  of  a 
woman  who  has  left  her  husband  for  a  man,  and  tlie 
weakness  of  one's  own  heart,  are  paramount  to  these 
projects,  and  I  can  hardly  indulge  them. 

u  We  were  divided  in  choice  between  Switzerland  and 
Tuscany,  and  I  gave  my  vote  for  Pisa,  as  nearer  the 
Mediterranean,  which  I  love  for  the  sake  of  the  shores 
which  it  washes,  and  for  my  young  recollections  of  1809. 
Switzerland  is  a  curst  selfish,  swinish  country  of  brutes, 
placed  in  the  most  romantic  region  of  the  world.  1 
never  could  bear  the  inhabitants,  and  still  less  their 
English  visitors;  for  which  reason^  after  writing  for 
some  information  about  houses,  upon  hearing  that 
there  was  a  colony  of  English  all  over  the  cantons  of 
Geneva,  etc.,  I  immediately  gave  up  the  thought,  and 
persuaded  the  Gambasto  do  the  same. 
^  a  By  last  post  I  sent  you  '  the  Irish  Avatar,' — what 
think  you?  The  last  line — ^  a  name  never  spoke  but 
with  curses  or  jeers' — must  run  either  '  a  tia\x\e  ot&^  ^ 
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Uttered  with  curses  or  jeers,'  or,  '  a  wretch  never  named 
but  with  curses  or  jeers.'  Becase  as  how,  '  spoke'  is  not 
grammar,  except  in  the  House  of  (Commons;  and  I 
doubt  whether  we  can  say  '  a  name  spoken,'  for  men^^ 
tioned,  I  have  some  doubts,  too,  about '  repay,' — *  and 
for  murder  repay  with  a  shout  and  a  smile.'  Should  it 
not  be,  '  and  for  murder  repay  him  with  shouts  and  a 
smile,'  or  '  reward  him  with  shouts  and  a  smile?' 

u  So,  pray  put  your  poetical  pen  through  the  MS., 
and  take  the  least  bad  of  the  emendations.  Also,  if 
there  be  any  further  breaking  of  Priscian's  head,  will 
you  apply  a  plaister?  I  wrote  in  the  greatest  hurry 
and  fury,  and  sent  it  you  the  day  after;  so,  doubtless, 
there  will  be  some  awful  constructions,  and  a  rather 
lawless  conscription  of  rhythmus. 

u  With  respect  to  what  Anna  Seward  calls  ^  the  li- 
berty of  transcript,' — when  complaining  of  Miss  Ma- 
tilda Muggleton,  the  accomplished  daughter  of  a  choral 
vicar  of  Worcester  Cathedral,  who  had  abused  the  said 
'  liberty  of  transcript,'  by  inserting  in  the  Malvern 
Mercury  Miss  Seward's  '  Elegy  on  the  South  Pole,'  as 
her  own  production,  with  her  own  signature,  two  years 
after  having  taken  a  copy,  by  permission  of  the  au- 
thoress— with  regard,  I  say,  to  the  '  liberty  of  tran- 
script,' I  by  no  means  oppose  an  occasional  copy  to 
the  benevolent  few,  provided  it  does  not  degenerate 
into  such  licentiousness  of  Verb  and  Noun  as  n^ay  tend 
to  '  disparage  my  parts  of  speech'  by  the  carelessness  of 
the  transcribblers. 

u  I  do  not  think  that  there  is  much 'danger  of  the 
'  King's  Press  being  abused'  upon  the  occasion,  if  the 
publishers  of  journals  have  any  regard  for  their  re- 
maining liberty  of  person.     It  is  as  pretty  a  piece  of 
invective  as  ever  put  pubUsliet  \«v  ibe  way  to  *  Botany.' 
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Therefore,  if  they  meddle  with  it,  it  is  at  ekeir  peril.  As 
for  myself,  I  will  answer  any  jontleman — though  I  by 
no  means  recognise  a  '  right  of  search'  into  an  un- 
published production  and  unavowed  poem.  The  same 
applies  to  things  published  saris  consent.  1  hope  you 
like,  at  least,  the  concluding  lines  of  the  Pome? 

«  What  are  you  doing,  and  where  are  you?  in  Eng- 
land? Nail  Murray — nail  him  to  his  own  counter,  till 
he  shells  oat  the  thirteens.  Since  I  wrote  to  you,  I 
have  sent  him  another  tragedy — '  Cain'  by  name-^ 
making  three  in  MS.  now  in  his  hands,  or  in  the  prin- 
ter's. It  is  in  the  Manfred,  metaphysical  style,  and 
full  of  some  Titanic  declamation; — Lucifer  being  one 
of  the  dram,  pers.,  who  takes  Cain  a  voyage  among  the 
stars,  and,  afterwards,  to  '  Hades,'  where  he  shows  him 
the  phantoms  of  a  former  world,  and  its  inhabitants.  I 
have  gone  upon  the  notion  of  Cuvier,  that  the  world 
has  been  destroyed  three  or  four  times,  and  was  in- 
habited by  mammoths,  behemoths,  and  what  not;  but 
tiot  by  man  till  the  Mosaic  period,  as,  indeed,  is  proved 
by  the  strata  of  bones  found; — those  of  all  unknown 
animals,  and  known,  being  dug  out,  but  none  of  man- 
kind. I  have,  therefore,  supposed  Cain  to  be  shown, 
in  the  rational  Preadamites,  beings  endowed  with  a 
higher  intelligence  than  man,  but  totally  unlike  him  in 
form,  and  with  much  greater  strength  of  mind  and 
person.  You  may  suppose  the  small  talk  which  takes 
place  between  him  and  Lucifer  upon  these  matters  is 
not  quite  canonical. 

a  The  consequence  is,  that  Cain  comes  back  and  kills 
Abel  in  a  fit  of  dissatisfaction,  partly  with  the  politics 
of  Paradise,  which  had  driven  them  all  out  of  it,  and 
partly  because  (as  it  is  written  in  Genesis)  Abel's  sa- 
crifice was  the  more  acceptable  to  t\\e  \3^'\l'^.    \\xw^ 
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that  the  Rhapsody  has  arrived — it  is  in  three  acts,  and 
entitled  ^  A  Mystery,'  according  to  the  former  Christian 
custom,  and  in  honour  of  what  it  probably  will  remain 
to  the  reader. 

«  Yours,  etc.w 


LETTER  CCCCLIV. 

TO   MR   MOORE. 

«  September 30th,  1 8a I. 

a  After  the  stanza  on  Grattan,  concluding  with  ^  His 
soul  o'er  the  freedom  implored  and  denied,'  will  it 
please  you  to  cause  insert  the  following  *  Addenda,' 
which  1  dreamed  of  during  to-day's  Siesta  : 

Ever  glorious  Grattan !  etc.  etc.  etc. 

I  will  tell  you  what  to  do.  Get  me  twenty  copies  of  the 
whole  carefully  and  privately  printed  off,  as  jour  lines 
were  on  the  Naples  affair.  Send  me  six,  and  distribute 
die  rest  according  to  your  own  pleasure. 

u  I  am  in  a  fine  vein,  ^  so  full  of  pastime  and  prodi- 
gality!'— So,  here's  to  your  health  in  a  glass  of  grog. 
Pray  write,  that  I  may  know  by  return  of  post — ad- 
dress to  me  al  Pisa.     The  gods  give  you  joy! 

((Where  are  you?  in  Paris?  Let  us  hear.  You  will 
take  care  that  there  be  no  printer's  name,  nor  author's, 
as  in  the  Naples  stanzas,  at  least  for  the  present. » 
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LETTER  CGCCLV. 

TO  MR  MURRAY. 

«  Ravenna,  September  20th,  1821. 

u  You  need  not  send  '  the  Blues,'  which  is  a  mere  buf- 
foonery, never  meant  for  publication.' 

«The  papers  to  which  I  allude,  in  case  of  survivor- 
ship, are  collections  of  letters,  etc.  since  I  was  sixteen 
years  old,  contained  in  the  trunks  in  the  care  of  Mr 
Hobhouse.  This  collection  is  at  least  doubled  by  those 
I  have  now  here,  all  received  since  my  last  ostracism. 
To  these  I  should  wish  the  editor  to  have  access,  not  for 
the  purpose  of  abusing  confidences^  nor  of  hurting  the 
feelings  of  correspondents  livin(j,  nor  the  memories  of 
the  dead  ;  but  there  are  things  which  would  do  neither, 
that  I  have  left  unnoticed  or  unexplained,  and  which 
(like  all  sueh  things)  time  only  can  permit  to  be  noticed 
or  explained,  though  some  are  to  my  credit.  The  task 
will  of  course  require  delicacy;  but  that  will  not  be 
wanting,  if  Moore  and  Hobhouse  survive  me^  and,  I  may 
add,  yourself;  and  that  you  may  all  three  do  so  is,  I  as* 
sure  you,  my  very  sincere  wish.  I  am  not  sure  that 
long  life  is  desirable  for  one  of  my  temper,  and  consti- 
tutional depression  of  spirits,  which  of  course  I  suppress 
in  society;  but  which  breaks  out  when  alone,  and  in  my 
writings,  in  spite  of  myself.  It  has  been  deepened,  per- 
haps, by  some  long-past  events  (I  do  not  allude  to  my 
marriage,  etc. — on  the  contrary,  that  raised  them  by  the 
persecution  giving  a  fillip  to  my  spirits);  but  I  call  it 
constitutional,  as  I  have  reason  to  think  it.  You  know^ 
or  you  do  not  know,  that  my  maternal  grandfather  (a 
very  clever  man,  and  amiable,  I  am  told)  was  strongly 

*  This  short  satire,  livhich  is  wholly  no  worthy  of  his  peo,  appeared  af* 
terwards  in  the  Libera]. 
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suspected  of  suicide  (he  was  found  drowned  in  the  Avon 
at  Bath),  and  that  another  very  near  relative  of  the  same 
branch  took  poison,  and  was  merely  saved  by  antidotes. 
For  the  first  of  these  events  there  was  no  apparent  cause, 
as  he  was  rich,  respected,  and  of  considerable  intellec- 
tual resources,  hardly  forty  years  of  age,  and  not  at  all 
addicted  to  any  unhin^png^  vice.     It  was,  however,  but 
a  strong  suspicion,  owing  to  the  manner  of  his  death 
and  his  melancholy  temper.     The  second  had  a  cause, 
but  it  does  not  become  me  to  touch  upon  it :  it  happen- 
ed when  I  was  far  too  young  to  be  aware  of  it,  and  I 
never  heard  of  it  till  after  the  death  of  that  relative, 
many  years  afterwards.     I  think,  then,  that  I  may  call 
this  dejection  constitutionaL     I  had  always  been  told 
that  I  resembled  more  my  maternal  grandfather  than 
any  o^  uiy father  s  family — that  is,  in  the  gloomier  part 
of  his  temper,  for  he  was  what  you  call  a  good-natured 
man,  and  I  am  not. 

«  The  Journal  here  I  sent  to  Moore  the  other  day ;  but 
as  it  is  a  mere  diary,  only  parts  of  it  would  ever  do  for 
publication.  The  other  Journal  of  the  Tour  in  1 8 16, 1 
should  think  Augusta  might  let  you  have  a  copy  of. 

u  I  am  much  mortified  that  G  if  ford  don't  take  to  my 
new  dramas.  To  be  sure,  they  are  as  opposite  to  the 
English  drama  as  one  thing  can  be  to  another;  but  I 
have  a  notion  that,  if  understood,  they  will  in  time  find 
favour  (though  not  on  the  stage)  with  the  reader.  The 
simplicity  of  plot  is  intentional,  and  the  avoidance  of 
rant  also,  as  also  the  compression  of  the  speeches  in  the 
more  severe  situations.  What  I  seek  to  show  in  ^tbe 
Foscaris'  is  the  suppressed  passions,  rather  than  the  rant 
of  the  present  day.     For  that  matter — 

Nay,  if  ihou  'It  moudi, 
I  '11  rant  as  weW  a&  \W\x — 
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would  not  be  difficult,  as  I  think  I  have  shown  in  my 
younger  productions, — not  dramatic  ones,  to  be  sure. 
But,  as  I  said  before,  I  am  mortified  that  Gifford  don't 
like  them;  but  I  see  no  remedy,  our  notions  on  that  sub- 
ject being  so  different.  How  is  he? — well,  I  hope?  let 
me  know.  I  regret  his  demur  the  more  that  he  has  been 
always  my  grand  patron,  and  I  know  no  praise  which 
would  compensate  me  in  my  own  mind  for  his  censure. 
I  do  not  mind  Reviews^  as  I  can  work  them  at  their  own 
weapons. 

"Yours,  etc. 
a  Address  to  me  at  P/sa,  whither  I  am  going.     The 
reason  is,  that  all  mv  Italian  friends  here  have  been 
exiled,  and  are  met  there  for  the  present,  and  I  go  to 
join  them,  as  agreed  upon,  for  the  winter.)) 

LETTER  CCGCLVI. 

TO  MR  MURRAY. 

«  Ra\enna,  September  a4'h)  1831. 

u  I  have  been  thinking  over  our  late  correspondence, 
and  wish  to  propose  to  you  the  following  articles  for 
our  future : 

u  istly.  That  you  shall  write  to  me  of  yourself,  of  the 
health,  wealth,  and  welfare  of  all  friends ;  but  of  me 
{quoad  me)  little  or  nothing. 

a  adly.  That  you  shall  send  me  soda-powders,  tooth- 
powder,  tooth-brushes,  or  any  such  aiiti-odontalgie  01 
chemical  articles,  as  heretofore,  'ad  libitum,'  upon  being 
reimbursed  for  the  same. 

u  3dly.  That  you  shall  not  send  me  any  modern,  or 
(as  they  are  called)  new  publications,  in  English,  what' 
soever,  save  and  excepting  any  writings  ptos^  ot  -s^x^^^ 
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of  (or  reasonably  presumed  to  be  of)  Walter  Scott, 
Crabbe,  Moore,  Campbell,  Rog;ers,  Gifford,  Joanna 
Bailiie,  Iruitig  (tbe  American),  Hog;(j,  Wilson  (Isle  of 
Palms  man),  or  any  especial  single  work  of  fancy  which' 
is  thought  to  be  of  considerable  merit;  J^oyages  and 
Travels^  provided  that  they  are  neither  in  Greece^ 
Spainy  Asia  Minor^  Albania^  nor  Italy^  will  be  welcome. 
Having;  travelled  the  countries  mentioned,  I  know  that 
what  is  said  of  them  can  convey  nothing;  farther  which 
I  desire  to  know  about  them. — No  other  Eng;lish  works 
whatsoever. 

«  4thly*  That  you  send  me  no  periodical  works  what- 
soever— no  Edinburgh,  Quarterly,  Monthly,  nor  any 
review,  magazine,  or  newspaper,  English  or  foreign,  of 
any  description. 

a  5thly.  That  you  send  me  no  opinions  whatsoever, 
either  good^bad^  or  indifferent^  of  yourself  or  your  friends, 
or  others,  concerning  any  work,  or  works,  of  mine,  past, 
present,  or  to  come. 

«6thly.  That  all  negociations  in  matters  of  business 
between  you  and  me  pass  through  the  medium  of  the 
Hon.  Douglas  Kinnaird,  my  friend  and  trustee,  or  Mr 
Hobhouse,  as  'Alter  ego,'  and  tantamount  to  myself 
during  my  absence — or  presence. 

«  Some  of  these  propositions  may  at  first  seem  strange, 
but  they  are  founded.  The  quantity  of  trash  I  have  re- 
ceived as  books  is  incalculable,  and  neither  amused  nor 
instructed.  Reviews  and  magazines  are  at  the  best  but 
ephemeral  and  superficial  reading : — who  thinks  oi  the 
grand  article  oi  last  year  in  any  given  Review?  In  the 
next  place,  if  they  regard  myself,  they  tend  to  increase 
egotism.  If  favourable,  I  do  not  deny  that  the  praise 
elates  J  and  if  unfavourable,  that  the  abuse  irritates.  The 
Jatter  may  conduct  me  to  \n&\ct  a  %ipecvcs  of  satire,  which 
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would  neither  do  good  to  you  nor  to  your  friends  :  they 
may  smile  notu,  and  so  may  you  ;  but  if  I  took  you  all 
in  hand,  it  would  not  be  difficult  to  cut  you  up  like 
gourds.  I  did  as  much  by  as  powerful  people  at  nine- 
teen years  old,  and  I  know  littleas  yet  in  three-and-ditrty, 
which  should  prevent  me  from  making  all  your  ribs 
gridirons  for  your  hearts,  if  such  were  my  propensity : 
but  it  is  not;  therefore  let  me  hear  none  of  your  provo- 
cations. If  any  thin{]f  occurs  so  very  g^ross  as  to  require 
my  notice,  I  shall  hear  of  it  from  my  legal  friends.  For 
the  rest,  I  merely  request  to  be  left  in  ignorance. 

«  The  same  applies  to  opinions,  good^  bad^  or  indif- 
ferent^ of  persons  in  conversation  or  correspondence. 
These  do  not  interrupt^  but  they  soil  the  current  of  my 
mind.  I  am  sensitive  enough,  but  not  till  I  am  troubled; 
and  here  I  am  beyond  the  touch  of  the  short  arms  of 
literary  England,  except  the  few  feelers  of  the  polypus 
tliat  crawl  over  the  channels  in  the  way  of  extract. 

cc  All  these  precautions  in  England  would  be  useless; 
the  libeller  or  the  flatterer  would  there  reach  me  in  spite 
of  all ;  but  in  Italy  we  know  little  of  literary  England, 
and  think  less,  except  what  reaches  us  through  some 
garbled  and  brief  extract  in  some  miserable  gazette. 
For  two  years  (excepting  two  or  three  articles  cut  out 
and  sent  \oyou  by  the  post)  I  never  read  a  newspaper 
which  was  not  forced  upon  me  by  some  accident,  and 
know,  upon  the  whole,  as  little  of  England  as  you  do 
of  Italy,  and  God  knows  that  is  little  enough,  with  all 
your  travels,  etc.  etc.  etc.  The  English  travellers  know 
Italy  as  you  know  Guernsey:  how  much  is  that? 

a  If  any  thing  occurs  so  violently  gross  or  personal  as 
requires  notice,  Mr  Douglas  Kinnaird  will  let  me  know; 
but  o(  praise^  I  desire  to  hear  nothing. 

u  Tou  will  say,  ^  to  what  tends  all  this  ?    I  will  auvfict 


1 92  NOTICES  OF  THE  a .  d.  1 8^  i . 

that; — to  keep  my  mind  free  and  unbiassed  by  all  paltry 
and  personal  irritabilities  of  praise  or  censure — to  let 
my  {][enius  take  its  natural  direction,  wbile  my  feelings 
are  like  the  dead,  who  know  nothing  and  feel  nothing 
of  all  or  aught  that  is  said  or  done  in  their  regard. 

olf  you  can  observe  these  conditions,  you  will  spare 
yourself  and  others  some  pain  :  let  me  not  be  worked 
upon  to  rise  up ;  for  if  I  do,  it  will  not  be  for  a  little. 
If  you  cannot  observe  these  conditions,  we  shall  cease 
to  be  correspondents, — but  not  friends,  for  I  shall  always 
be  yours  ever  and  truly, 

CI  Btron. 

«  P.S. — I  have  taken  these  resolutions  not  from  any 
irritation  against  you  or  jours,  but  simply  upon  reflec- 
tion that  all  reading,  either  praise  or  censure, of  myself 
has  done  tne  harm.  When  I  was  in  Switzerland  and 
Greece,  I  was  out  of  the  way  of  hearing  either,  and  how 
I  wrote  there  /—In  Italy  I  am  out  of  the  way  of  it  too; 
but  latterly,  partly  through  my  fault,  and  partly  through 
your  kindness  in  wishing  to  send  me  the  newest  etnd  most 
periodical  publications,  I  have  had  a  crowd  of  Reviews, 
etc.  thrust  upon  me,  which  have  bored  me  with  their 
jargon,  of  one  kind  or  another,  and  taken  off  my  atten- 
tion from  greater  objects.  You  have  also  sent  me  a 
parcel  of  trash  of  poetry,  for  no  reason  that  I  can  con- 
ceive, unless  to  provoke  me  to  write  a  new  'English 
Bards.'  Now  this  I  wish  to  avoid ;  for  if  ever  I  do^  it  will 
be  a  strong  production ;  and  I  desire  peace  as  long  as 
the  fools  will  keep  their  nonsense  out  of  my  way.»' 

*  U  'would  be  difficult  to  describe  more  strongly  or  more  coovincingly 

than  Lord  Byron  has  done  in  this  letter  the  sort  of  petty,  but  th^vartiog 

obstructions  and  distractions  which  arc  at  present  thro^ivo  across  the  path 

of  men  of  real  talent,  by  that  SM'arm  of  minor  critics  and  pretenders  witli 

whom  the  w.int  of  a  vent  in  oi\ict  pYoCc%%\Qn%  \\a%  crowded  ail  the  walks 
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LETTER  CCCCLVII. 

TO   Ma   MOORE. 

«  September  27th,  1821. 

alt  was  not  Murray's  fault.  I  did  not  send  the  MS. 
overture^  but  I  send  know,'  and  itmay.be  restored;— or, 
at  any  rate,  you  may  keep  the  original,  and  g^ive  any 
copies  you  please.  I  send  it,  as  written,  and  as  I  read  it 
to  you — I  have  no  other  copy. 

u  By  last  week's  two  posts^  in  two  packets,  I  sent  to 
your  address^  at  Paris^  a  longfish  poem  upon  the  late 
Irishism  of  your  countrymen  in  their  reception  of***. 
Pray,  have  you  received  it?  It  is  in  '  tlie  high  Roman 
fashion,'  and  full  of  ferocious  phantasy.  As  you  could 
not  well  take  up  the  matter  with  Paddy  (being  of  the 
same  nest),  I  have : — but  I  hope  still  that  I  have  done 
justice  to  his  great  men  and  his  good  heart.  As  for  ***  ^ 
you  will  find  it  laid  on  with  a  trowel.  I  delight  in  your 
'  fact  hi storical ' — /5  it  a  fact  ? 

«  Yours,  etc. 

c<  P.S. — You  have  not  answered  me  about  Schlegel — 

why  not?     Address  to  me  at  Pisa,  whither  I  am  going, 

to  join  the  exiles — a  pretty  numerous  body,  at  present. 

.  Let  me  hear  how  you  are,  and  what  you  mean  to  do. 

of  literature.  Nor  is  it  only  the  writers  of  the  day  that  suffer  from  this 
multifarioas  rush  into  the  mart ; — the  readers  also,  from  having  (at 
Lord  Byron  expresses  it  in  another  letter)  «  t'le  superficies  of  too  many 
ihings  presented  to  them  at  once,»  come  to  lose  by  degrees  their  po^^ers 
of  discrimination ;  and,  in  the  same  manner  as  the  palate  becomes  con- 
fused in  trying  various  wines,  so  the  public  taste  declines  in  proportion 
at  the  impressions  to  which  it  is  exposed  multiply. 

>  The  lines  «  Oh  Wellington,*  which  1  had  missed  in  their  original 
place  at  the  opening  of  the  Third  Canto,  and  took  for  ^Ta]i\ftd.\!kA\^«^ 
had  been  suppressed  by  his  pablisher. 

VOL.  IV.  rv 
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Is  there  no  chance  of  yoar  recrossing  the  Alps  ?  If  the 
G^  Rex  marries  again^  let  him  not  want  an  Epitfaala- 
mium — suppose  a  joint  concern  of  you  and  me,  like 
Sternhold  and  Hopkins  !n 


LETTER  CCCCLVIIL 

TO  MR  MTRRAT. 

ft  Septeodier  28di,  i8ai. 

• 

a  I  add  another  cover  to  request  you  to  ask  Moore  to 
obtain  (if  possible)  my  letters  to  the  late  Lady  Melbourne 
from  Lady  Cowper.    They  are  very  numerous,  and 
ougfht  to  have  been  restored  long  ago,  as  I  was  ready  to 
give  back  Lady  Melbourne's  in  exchange.    These  latter 
are  in  Mr  Hobhouse's  custody  with  my  other  papers, 
and  shall  be  punctually  restored  if  required.     I  did  not 
chuse  before  to  apply  to  Lady  Cowper,  as  her  mother's 
death  naturally  kept  me  from  intruding  upon  her  feel- 
ings at  the  time  of  its  occurrence.     Some  years  have  now 
elapsed,  and  it  is  essential  that  I  should  have  my  own 
epistles.     They  are  essential  as  confirming  that  part  of 
the  ^Memoranda*  which  refers  to  the  two  periods  (1812 
and  18 1 4)  when  my  marriage  with  her  niece  was  in 
contemplation,  and  will  tend  to  show  what  my  real  views 
and  feelings  were  upon  that  subject. 

«  You  need  not  be  alarmed ;  the  *  fourteen  years' ' 
will  hardly  elapse  without  some  mortality  amongst  us : 
it  is  a  long  lease  of  life  to  speculate  upon.    So  your  cal- 

I  He  here  ad?erts  to  t  pasting  reroark,  ia  one  of  Mr  Mnrvaj^t  letters, 

that,  as  his  lordship's  « Memoraiuia*  were  not  to  be  poUidicd  in  hat 

Jifetiwe,  the  som  now  paid  for  the  work,  £3,100,  would  most  proltahly, 

upon  a  reajooahle  calculation  oi  snnviocshi^,  amount  ultimately  to  no 

lets  tbaD  £8,000, 
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dilation  will  not  be  in  so  much  peril,  as  the  ^  argosie' 
will  sink  before  that  time,  and  ^  the  pound  of  flesh*  be 
withered  previously  to  your  being  so  long  out  of  a  re- 
turn. 

a  I  also  wish  to  ^ve  you  a  hint  or  two  (as  you  have 
really  behaved  very  handsomely  to  Moore  in  the  busi- 
ness, and  are  a  fine  fellow  in  your  line)  for  your  ad- 
vantag[e.    i/*by  your  own  manag^ement  you  can  extract 

any  of  my  epistles  from  Lady ,  (*     *     *    *     *     *^ 

they  miglit  be  of  use  in  your  collection  (sinking,  of 
course,  the  names  and  all  such  circumstances  as  might 
hurt  living  feelings,  or  those  of  survivors);  they  treat  of 
more  topics  than  love  occasionally. 

tt  I  will  tell  yon  who  may  happen  to  have  some  letters 
of  mine  in  their  possession :  Lord  Powerscourt,  some  to 
his  late  brother;  Mr  Long  of  —  (I  forget  his  place) — 
but  the  father  of  Edward  Long  of  the  Guards,  who  was 
drowned  in  going  to  Lisbon  early  in  1809;  Miss  Eliza* 
beth  Pigot,  of  Southwell,  Notts  (she  may  be  Mistress  by 
this  time,  for  she  had  a  year  or  two  more  than  I) :  they 
were  not  love-letters,  so  that  you  might  have  them  with- 
out scruple.  There  are,  or  might  be,  some  to  the  late 
Rev.  J.  C.  Tattersall,  in  the  hands  of  his  brother  (half- 
brother)  Mr  Wheatley,  who  resides  near  Canterbury,  I 
think.  There  are  some  of  Charles  Gordon,  now  of 
Dulwich;  and  some  few  to  Mrs  Chaworth;    but  these 

latter  are  probably  destroyed  or  inaccessible. 

«  «  «  «  « 

u  I  mention  these  people  and  particulars  merely  as 
chances.     Most  of  them  have  probably  destroyed  the 
letters,  which  in  fact  are  of  little  import,  many  of  them 
written  when  very  young,  and  several  at  scbooV  ^.tA. 
college. 
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tf  Peel  'the  seco¥ul  brother  of  the  Secretanr)  was  a  cor- 
respondent  of  mine,  and  also  Porter,  the  son  of  the 
Bishop  of  Clogher ;  Lord  Clare  a  Tery  Toluminoos  one; 
William  Ha  mess  (a  friend  of  Milman^s)  another;  Charles 
Dnimmond  (son  of  the  banker^ ;  William  Bankes  (the 
Tovager],  yonr  firiend ;  R.  C«  Dallas,  Esq, ;  Hodgson ; 
Henry  Dmrv :  Hobhonse  von  were  already  aware  of. 

u  I  haye  gone  through  this  long  list'  of 

The  cold,  the  faithless,  and  ihe  dead,  ^ 

because  I  know  that,  like  ^  the  carious  in  fish-sauce,' 
you  are  a  researcher  of  such  things. 

a  Besides  these,  there  are  other  occasional  ones  to  lite- 
rary men  and  so  forth,  complimentary,  etc.  etc.  etc.,  not 
worth  much  more  than  the  rest.  Thereare  some  hundreds, 
too,  of  Italian  notes  of  mine,  scribbled  with  a  noble 
contempt  of  the  grammar  and  dictionary,  in  yery  Eng- 

•  To  all  the  persons  upon  this  list  who  were  accessible,  application 
has,  of  coarse,  been  made, — with  what  success  it  is  in  the  reader's  power 
to  judge  from  the  communications  that  have  been  laid  before  him. 
Among  the  companions  of  the  poet's  boyhood  there  are  (as  I  have  already 
had  occasion  to  mention  and  regret)  but  few  traces  of  his  youthful  cor- 
respondence to  be  found ;  and  of  all  those  who  knew  him  at  that  period, 
his  fair  Southwell  correspondent  alone  seems  to  haye  been  tufHciendy 
endowed  with  the  gift  of  second-sight  to  anticipate  the  Byron  of  a  future 
day,  and  foresee  the  compound  interest  that  Time  and  Fame  would  acciv 
mulate  on  every  precioiu  scrap  of  the  young  bard  which  she  hoarded. 
On  the  whole,  however,  it  is  not  unsatisfactory  to  be  able  to  state  that, 
with  tlie  exception  of  a  very  small  minority  (only  one  of  whom  is  pos- 
sessed of  any  papers  of  much  importance),  every  distinguished  associate 
and  intimate  of  the  noble  poet,  from  the  very  outset  to  the  close  of  his 
extraordinary  career,  have  come  forward  cordially  to  communicate 
whatever  memorials  they  possessed  of  him, — trusting,  as  I  am  willing  to 
flatter  myself,  that  they  confided  these  treasures  to  one,  who,  if  not  able 
to  do  full  justice  to  the  memory  of  their  common  friend,  would,  at  least, 
not  williDgly  suffer  it  to  be  dishonoured  in  his  hands. 
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lish  Etruscan;  for  I  speak  Italian  very  fluently,  but  write 
it  carelessly  and  incorrectly  to  a  degree.n 


LETTER  CCCCLIX. 

TO  Mil  MOORE. 

«  September  29th,  1821. 

(4 1  send  you  two  rougfb  thing;s,  prose  and  verse,  not 
much  in  themselves,  but  which  will  show,  one  of  them, 
the  state  of  the  country,  and  the  other,  of  your  friend's 
mind,  when  they  were  written.  Neither  of  them  were 
sent  to  the  person  concerned,  but  you  will  see,  by  the 
style  of  them,  that  they  were  sincere,  as  I  am  in  signing 
myself 

M  Yours  ever  and  truly, 

«  B.» 

Of  the  two  enclosures,  mentioned  in  the  foregoing 
note,  one  was  a  letter  intended  to  be  sent  to  Lady  Byron, 
relative  to  his  money  invested  in  the  funds,  of  which 
the  following  are  extracts. 

« Ravenna,  Marzo  imo,  1821. 

a  I  have  received  your  message,  through  my  sister's 
letter,  about  English  security^  etc.  etc.  It  is  considerate 
(and  true,  even)j  that  such  is  to  be  found — but  not  that 
I  shall  find  it.  Mr  **,  for  his  own  views  and  purposes'^ 
will  thwart  all  such  attempts  till  he  has  accomplished 
his  own,  viz.  to  make  me  lend  my  fortune  to  some  client 
of  his  ch  using. 

u  At  this  distance^ — after  this  absence,  and  with  my 
utter  ignorance  of  affairs  and  business — with  my  tem- 


I 
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per  and  impatience,  I  have'nettfaer  the  mcuis  nor  the 
mind  to  resist  ♦  «  »  ♦  « 

Thinking^  of  the  Funds  as  I  do,  and  wishing  to  secure  a 
reversion  to  my  sister  and  her  children,  I  should  jump 
at  most  expedients. 

tt  What  I  told  yon  is  come  to  pass— the  Neapolitan 
war  is  declared.  Tour  funds  Vill  fall,  and  I  shall  he 
in  consequeDce  ruined.  That  ^s  nothing — ^hntmy  blood 
relations  will -be  so.  You  and  your  child  are  provided 
for.  Live  and  prosper — I  wish  so  much  to  both.  Live 
and  prosper — you  have  the  means.  I  think  but  of  my 
real  kin  and  kindred,  who  may  be  the  victims  of  this 
accursed  bubble. 

u  You  neither  know  nor  dream  of  the  consequences 
of  this  war.  It  is  a  war  of  men  with  monarchs,  and 
will  spread  like  a  spark  on  the  dry,  rank  grass  of  the 
vqjetable  desert.  What  it  is  witli  you  and  your  Eng- 
lish, you  do  not  know,  for  ye  sleep.  What  it  is  with 
us  here,  I  know,  for  it  is  before,  ^nd  around,  and  with- 
in us. 

u  Judge  of  my  detestation  of  England  and  of  all  that  it 
inherits,  when  I  avoid  returning  to  your  country  at  a 
time  when  not  only  my  pecuniary  interests,  but,  it  may 
be,  even  ray  personal  security,  require  it.  I  can  say  no 
more,  for  all  letters  are  opened.  A  short  time  will  de- 
cide upon  what  is  to  be  done  here,  and  then  you  will 
learn  it  without  being  more  troubled  with  me  or  my 
torrcspondence.  Whatever  happens,  an  individual  is 
little,  so  the  cause  is  forwarded. 

u  I  have  no  more  to  say  to  you  on  the  score  of  affairs, 
or  on  any  other  subject.)) 

The  second  enclosure  in  the  note  consisted  of  some 
rerscSf  written  by  him,Deceii\bet  io\\i^  Y^i^^oivs^^ia^ 
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the  following  paragraph  in  a  newspaper,  u  Lady  Byron 
is  this  year  the  lady  patroness  at  the  annual  Charity  Ball 
given  at  the  Town  Hall  at  Hinckly,  Leicestershire,  and 
Sir  G.  Crewe,  Bart,  the  principal  steward. »  These 
verses  are  full  of  strong  and  indignant  feeling, — every 
stanza  concluding  pointedly  with  the  words  «  Charity 
Ball,* — and  the  thought  that  predominates  through 
the  whole  may  he  collected  from  a  few  of  the  opening 
lines : 

What  matter  the  pangs  of  a  husband  and  father, 

If  his  sorrows  in  exile  be  great  or  be  small, 
So  the  Pharisee's  glories  around  her  she  gather, 

And  the  Saint  patronizes  her  «  Charity  Bdll.n 

What  matters — a  heart,  which  though  faulty  was  feeling, 
Be  driven  to  excesses  which  once  could  appal — 

lliat  the  Sinner  should  suffer  is  only  fair  dealing, 

As  the  Saint  keeps  her  charity  back  for  «the  Ball.»  etc.  etc. 


LETTER  CCCCLX. 

TO    MR  MOORE. 

«  September — no — October  i,  i8ai. 

«  I  have  written  to  you  lately,  both  in  prose  and  verse, 
at  great  length,  to  Paris  and  London.  I  presume  that 
Mrs  Moore,  or  whoever  is  your  Paris  deputy,  will  for- 
ward my  packets  to  you  in  London. 

«  I  am  setting  off  for  Pisa,  if  a  slight  incipient  inter- 
mittent fever  do  not  prevent  me.  I  fear  it  is  not  strong 
enough  to  give  Murray  much  chance  of  realizing  his 
thirteens  again.  I  hardly  should  regret  it,  I  think, 
provided  you  raised  your  price  upon  him — as  whatl^dy 
Holderness  (my  sister's  grandmother,  a  Dutchwoman) 
used  to  caJl  Augusta,  her  Residee  L^gatoo — so  ^sXoy^^- 
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vide  for  us  all;  my  bones  with  a  splendid  and  larmoy- 
ante  edition,  and  you  with  double  what  is  extractable 
during  my  lifetime. 

«  I  have  a.strong  presentiment  that  (bating  some  out 
of  the  way  accident)  you  will  survive  me.  The  difference 
of  eight  years,  or  whatever  it  is,  between  our  ages,  is 
nothing.  I  do  not  feel  (nor  am,  indeed,  anxious  to 
feel)  the  principle  of  life  in  me  tend  to  longevity.  My 
father  and  mother  died,  the  one  at  thirty-five  or  six,  and 
the  other  at  forty-five  ;  and  Doctor  Rush,  or  somebody 
else,  says  that  nobody  lives  long,  without  having  one 
parent^  at  least,  an  old  stager. 

<(  I  should^  to  be  sure,  like  to  see  out  my  eternal 
mother-in-law,  not  so  much  for  her  heritage,  but  from 
my  natural  antipathy.  But  the  indulgence  of  this  na- 
tural desire  is  too  much  to  expect  from  the  Providence 
who  presides  over  old  women.  I  bore  you  with  all  this 
about  lives,  because  it  has  been  put  in  my  way  by  a 
calculation  of  insurances  which  Murray  has  sent  me.  I 
realty  think  you  should  have  more,  if  I  evaporate  within 
a  reasonable  time. 

«  I  wonder  if  my  ^  Gain'  has  got  safe  to  England.  I 
have  written  since  about  sixty  stanzas  of  a  poem,  in  oc- 
tave stanzas  (in  the  Pulci  style,  which  the  fools  in  Eng- 
land think  was  invented  by  Whistlecraft — it  is  as  old  as 
the  hills  in  Italy)  called  '  The  Vision  of  Judgment,  by 
Quevedo  Redivivus,'  with  this  motto — 

A  Daniel  come  to  judgment^  yea,  a  Daniel : 
I  thank  thee,  Jew,  for  teaching  me  that  word. 

«  In  this  it  is  my  intent  to  put  the  said  George's  Apo- 
theosis in  a  Whig  point  of  view,  not  forgetting  the  Poet 
Laureate  for  his  preface  and  his  other  demerits. 
a  I  am  just  got  to  the  pass  ^Yiexe^^mV^ex^T^W^xv^i^ 
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that  the  royal  defunct  had  opposed  Catholic  Emancipa- 
tion, rises  up  and,  interrupting  Satan's  oration,  declares 
he  will  change  places  with  Cerherus  sooner  than  let  him 
into  heaven,  while  he  has  the  keys  thereof. 

a  I  must  go  and  ride,  though  rather  feverish  and 
chilly.  It  is  the  ague  season ;  but  the  agues  do  me  rather 
good  than  harm.  The  feel  after  the  j^  is  as  if  one  had 
got  rid  of  one's  body  for  good  and  till. 

a  The  gods  go  with  you ! — Address  to  Pisa. 

a  Ever  yoiurs. 

a  P.S. — Since  I  came  back  I  feel  better,  though  I 
staid  out  too  late  for  this  malaria  season,  under  the 
thin  crescent  of  a  very  young  moon,  and  got  off  my 
horse  to  walk  in  an  avenue  with  a  Signora  for  an  hour. 
I  thought  of  you  and 

'When  at  eve  thou  rovest 
By  the  star  thou  lovest. 

But  it  was  not  in  a  romantic  mood,  as  I  should  have  been 
once;  and  yet  it  was  a  new  woman  (that  is,  new  to  me), 
and,  of  course,  expected  to  be  made  love  to.  But  I 
merely  made  a  few  common-place  speeches.  I  feel  as 
your  poor  friend  Gurran  said,  before  his  death,  ^a  moun- 
tain of  lead  upon  my  heart,'  which  I  believe  to  be  con- 
stitutional, and  that  nothing  will  remove  it  but  the 
same  remedy. » 


LETTER  CCGCLXI. 

TO  MR  MOORE. 


«  October  6th,  1821. 
(I  By  this  post  I  have  sent  my  nightmare  to  balance 
the  Incubus  of  *  *  *'s  impudent  anticipaUOTi  o^  \k^  few^^ 
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theosis  of  George  tlie  Third.  I  shou leglike  you  to  take 
a  look  over  it,  as  I  think  there  are  two  or  three  things 
in  it  which  might  please  '  our  puir  hill  folk.' 

a  By  the  last  two  or  three  posts  I  have  written  to  you 
at  length.  My  ague  bows  to  me  every  two  or  three 
days,  but  we  are  not  as  yet  upon  intimate  speaking 
terms.  I  have  an  intermittent  generally  every  two 
years,  when  the  cliiAate  is  favourable  (as  it  is  here),  but 
it  does  me  no  harm.  What  I  find  worse,  and  cannot 
get  rid  of,  is  the  growing  depression  of  my  spirits,  with- 
out sufficient  cause.  I  ride — I  am  not  intemperate  in 
eating  or  drinking — and  my  general  health  is  as  usual, 
except  a  slight  ague,  which  rather  does  good  than  not. 
It  must  be  constitutional ;  fori  know  nothing  more  than 
usual  to  depress  me  to  that  degree. 

How  do  jou  manage?  I  think  you  told  me,  at  Ve- 
nice, that  your  spirits  did  not  keep  up  without  a  little 
claret.  I  can  drink,  and  bear  a  good  deal  of  wine  (as 
you  may  recollect  in  England);  but  it  don't  exhilarate' 
— it  makes  me  savage  and  suspicious,  and  even  quarrel- 
some. Laudanum  has  a  similar  effect;  but  I  can  take 
much  of  it  without  any  effect  at  all.  The  thing  that 
gives  me  the  highest  spirits  (it  seems  absurd,  but  true) 
is  a  dose  of  salts — I  mean  in  the  afternoon,  after  their  ef- 
fect.'    But  one  can't  take  them  like  champagne. 

>  It  yiiSf  DO  doubt,  from  a  similar  experience  of  its  effects  that  Drydcn 
always  took  physic,  -when  about  to  Mrrite  any  thing  of  importance.  His 
caricature,  Bayes,  is  accordingly  made  to  say,  «  When  1  have  a  grand  de- 
sign, 1  ever  take  physic  and  let  blood;  for,  when  you  would  have  pure 
swiftness  of  thought  and  fiery  flights  of  fancy,  you  must  have  a  care  of 
the  pensive  part; — in  short,*  etc.  etc. 

On  this  subject  of  the  effects  of  medicine  upon  the  mind  and  spirits, 
some  curious  facts  and  illustrations  have  been,  with  his  usual  research, 
collected  by  Mr  d'Israelii  in  his  amusing  «  Curiosities  of  Literature.* 
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(i  Excuse  this  old  woman's  letter;  but  my  temancholy 
don't  depend  upon  health,  for  it  is  just  the  same,  well 
or  ill,  or  here  or  there. 

a  Yours,  etc.n 

LETTER  CCCCLXII. 

TO   MR   MURRAY. 

«  RaTenna,  October  gth,  1 82 1. 

«  You  will  please  to  present  or  convey  the  enclosed 
poem  to  Mr  Moore.  I  sent  him  another  copy  to  Paris; 
but  he  has  probably  left  that  city. 

a  Don't  forget  to  send  me  my  first  act  of  'Werner'  (if 
Hobhouse  can  find  it  amongst  my  papers)— send  it  by 
the  post  (to  Pisa);  and  also  cut  out  Sophia  Lee's  '  Ger- 
man's Tale'  from  the  '  Canterbury  Tales,'  and  send  it 
in  a  letter  also.     I  began  that  tragedy  in  18 1 5. 

a  By  the  way,  you  have  a  good  deal  of  my  prose 
tracts  in  MS.  ?  Let  me  have  proofs  of  them  all  again. 
I  mean  the  controversial  ones,  including  the  last  two  or 
three  years  of  time.  Another  question ! — The  Epistle 
of  St  Paul,  which  I  translated  from  the  Armenian,  for 
what  reason  have  you  kept  it  back,  though  you  pub- 
lished that  stuff  which  gave  rise  to  the  '  Vampire  T  Is 
it  because  you  are  afraid  to  print  any  thing  in  opposi- 
tion to  the  cant  of  the  Quarterly  about  Manicheism  ? 
Let  me  have  a  proof  of  that  Epistle  directly.  I  am  a 
better  Christian  than  those  parsons  of  yours,  though  not 
paid  for  being  so. 

u  Send^Faber's  Treatise  on  the  Cabiri. 

ff  Sainte  Croix's  Mysteres  du  Pagan  isme  (scarce,  per- 
haps, but  to  be  found,  as  Mitford  refers  to  his  work  fre- 
quently). 
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u  A  common  Bible,  of  a  good  legible  print  (bound  in 
russia).  I  have  one  ;  but  as  it  was  the  last  gift  of  my 
sister  (whom  I  shall  probably  never  see  again),  I  can 
only  use  it  carefully,  and  less  frequently,  because  I  like 
to  keep  it  in  good  order.  Don't  forget  this,  for  I  am  a 
great  reader  and  admirer  of  those  books,  and  had  read 
them  through  and  through  before  I  was  eight  years  old, 
— that  is  to  say,  the  Old  Testament,  for  the  New  struck 
me  as  a  task,  but  the  other  as  a  pleasure.  I  speak  as  a 
6oj,  from  the  recollected  impression  of  that  period  at 
Aberdeen,  in  1796. 

((  Any  novels  of  Scott,  or  poetry  of  the  same.  Ditto 
of  Crabbe,  Moore,  and  the  Elect;  but  none  of  your  curst 
common-place  trash,  —  unless  something  starts  up  of 
actual  merit,  which  may  very  well  be,  for  *t  is  time  it 
should.)) 


LETTER   CCCCLXIII. 

TO  MR  MURRAY. 

«  October  aoth,  1821. 

«  If  the  errors  are  in  the  MS.  write  me  down  an  ass : 
they  are  nof,  and  I  am  content  to  undergo  any  penalty 
if  they  be.  Besides,  the  omitted  stanza  (last  but  one  or 
two),  sent  afterwards^  was  that  in  the  MS.  too? 

«  As  to  '  honour,'  I  will  trust  no  man's  honour  in  af- 
fairs of  barter.  I  will  tell  you  why:  a  state  of  bargain 
is  Hobbes's  '  state  of  nature — a  state  of  war.'  It  is  so 
with  all  men.  If  I  come  to  a  friend,  and  say,  *  Friend, 
lend  me  five  hundred  pounds,' — he  either  does  it,  or  says 
that  he  can^t  or  won't ;  but  if  I  come  to  ditto,  and  say, 
^ Ditto,  I  have  an  excellent  house,  or  horse,  or  carriage, 
orMSS.f  or  books,  or  pictures,  ox  eXe.  eXjc.  «x<c»  ^^a*  estc.^ 
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honestly  worth  a  thousand  pounds,  you  shall  have  them 
for  five  hundred,' what  does  Ditto  say?  why,  he  looks 
at  them,  he  hums^  he  ha\ — he  humbugs^  if  he  can,  to 
get  a  bargain  as  cheaply  as  he  can,  because  it  is  a  bar- 
gain.— ^This  is  in  the  blood  and  bone  of  mankind ;  and 
the  same  man  who  would  -  lend  another  a  thousand 
pounds  without  interest,  would  not  buy  a  horse  of  him 
for  half  its  value  if  he  could  help  it.  It  is  so :  there's 
no  denying  it:  and  therefore  I  will  have  as  much  as  I 
can,  and  you  will  give  as  little ;  and  there 's  an  end.  All 
men  are  intrinsical  rascals,  and  I  am  only  sorry  that, 
not  being  a  dog,  I  can't  bite  them. 

tt  I  am  filling  another  book  for  you  with  little  anec- 

•  dotes,  to  my  own  knowledge,  or  well  authenticated,  of 

Sheridan,  Gurran,  etc.  and  such  other  public  men  as  I 

recollect  to  have  been  acquainted  with,  for  I  knew  most 

of  them  more  or  less.     I  will  do  what  I  can  to  prevent 

your  losing  by  my  obsequies. 

«( Yours,  etc. » 

LETTER  CCCCLXIV. 

TO  MR  ROGERS. 

M  Ravenna,  October  21st,  i8af. 

u  I  shall  be  (the  gods  willing)  in  Bologna  on  Saturday 
next.  This  is  a  curious  answer  to  your  letter ;  but  I  have 
taken  a  house  in  Pisa  for  the  winter,  to  which  all  my 
chattels,  furniture,  horses,  carriages,  and  live  stock  are 
already  removed,  and  I  am  preparing  to  follow. 

a  The  cause  of  this  removal  is,  shortly,  the  exile  or 
proscription  of  all  my  friends,  relations  and  connexions 
here  into  Tuscany,  on  account  of  our  late  politics;  and 
where  they  go,  I  accompany  them.  I  merely  remained 
till  DOW  to  settle  some  arrangements  abouX  oi^  di^\)k.<^- 
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ter,  and  to  gire  time  for  my  fumiture,"etc.  to  precede 
me.  I  have  not  here  a  seat  or  a  bed  hardly,  except 
some  jury  chairs,  and  tables,  and  a  mattress  for  the 
week  to  c^ome. 

«  If  you  will  go  on  with  me  to  Pisa,  I  can  lodge  you 
for  as  long  as  you  like  (they  write  that  the  house,  the 
Palazzo  Lanfranchi,  is  spacious :,  it  is  on  the  Arno;  and 
I  have  four  carriages,  and  as  many  saddle  horses  (such 
as  they  are  in  these  parts),  with  all  other  conveniences 
at  your  command,  as  also  their  owner.  If  you  could 
do  this^  we  may,  at  least,  cross  the  Apennines  together; 
or  if  you  are  going  by  another  road,  we  shall  meet  at 
Bologna,  I  hope.  I  address  this  to  the  post-office  (as 
you  desire),  and  yoi|  will  probably  find  me  at  the  Al- 
bergo  di  San  Marco,  If  you  arrive  first,  wait  till  I  come 
up,  which  will  be  (barring  accidents)  on  Saturday  or 
Sunday  at  farthest. 

«  I  presume  you  are  alone  in  your  voyages.  Moore 
is  in  London  incog,  according  to  my  latest  advices  from 
those  climates. 

(( It  is  better  than  a  lustre  (five  years  and  six  months 
and  some  days,  more  or  less)  since  we  met;  and,  like  the 
man  from  Tadcaster  in  the  farce  ('  Love  laughs  at  Lock- 
smiths') whose  acquaintances,  inckiding  the  cat,  and 
the  terrier,  ^  who  caught  a  halfpenny  in  his  mouth,' 
were  all  ^  gone  dead,'  but  too  many  of  our  acquaint- 
ances have  taken  the  same  path.  Lady  Melbourne^ 
Grattan,  Sheridan,  Curran,  etc.  etc.  almost  every  body 
of  much  name  of  the  old  school.  But  'so  am  not  I, 
said  the  foolish  fat  scullion,'  therefore  let  us  make  the 
most  of  our  remainder. 

a  Let  me  find  two  lines  from  you  at  the  '  hostel  or 
inn.'  » 

«  Yours  ever,  etc. 
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LETTER   CCCCLXV. 

TO  MR  MOORE. 

K  Rayenna,  October  28th,  182 1. 

a  "T  is  the  middle  of  night  by  the  castle  dock,'  and  in 
three  hours  more  I  have  to  set  out  on  my  way  to  Pisa — 
tittin^  up  all  night  to  be  sure  of  rising.  I  have  just 
made  them  take  off  my  bed-clothes— blankets  inclusive 
— in  case  of  temptation  from  the  apparel  of  sheets  to  my 
eyelids. 

M  Samuel  Rogers  is — or  is  to  be — at  Bologna,  as  he 
writes  from  Venice. 

a  1  thought  our  Magnifico  would  ^  pound  you,'  if  pos- 
sible. He  is  trying  to  'pound'  me,  too;  but  I  '11  specie 
the  rogue — or,  at  least,  I  '11  have  the  odd  sliillings  out  of 
him  in  keen  iambics. 

a  Your  approbation  of  '  Sardanapalus'  is  agreeable, 
for  more  reasons  than  one.  Hobhouse  is  pleased  to 
think  as  you  do  of  it,  and  so  do  some  others — but  the 
'Arimaspian,'  whom  like  '  a  Gryphon  in  the  wilder- 
ness,' I  will  '  follow  for  his  jgold,'  (as  I  exhorted  you  to 
do  before)  did  or  doth  disparage  it — '  stinting  me  in  my 
iizings.'  His  notable  opinions  on  the  'Foscari'  and 
^Gain'  he  hath  not  as  yet  forwarded;  or,  at  least,  I  have 
not  yet  received  them,  nor  the  proofs  thereof,  though 
promised  by  last  post. 

« I  see  the  way  that  he  and  his  Quarterly  people  are 
tending — they  want  a  row  with  me,  and  they  shall  have 
it  I  only  regret  that  I  am  not  in  England  for  the  nonce  ; 
as,  here,  it  is  hardly  fair  ground  for  me,  isolated  and 
out  of  the  way  of  prompt  r^oinder  and  information  as 
lam.    But,  though  backed  by  all  the  corruption^  and 
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infamy,  and  patronag[e  of  their.master  rogues  and  slave 
renegadoes,  if  they  do  once  rouse  me  up, 

They  had  better  gall  the  devil,  Salisbury. 

«  I  have  that  for  two  or  three  of  them,  which  they  had 
better  not  move  me  to  put  in  motion; — and  yet,  after 
all,  what  a  fool  I  am  to  disquiet  myself  about  such  fel- 
lows !  It  was  all  very  well  ten  or  twelve  years  ago;  when 
I  was  a  .^  curled  darling,'  and  mmded  such  things.  At 
present  I  rate  them  at  their  true  value;  but  from  natural 
temper  and  bile,  am  not  able  to  keep  quiet. 

a  Let  me  hear  from  you  on  your  return  from  Ireland, 
which  ought  to  be  ashamed  to  see  you  after  her  Bruns- 
wick blarney.  I  am  of  Longman's  opinion,  that  yon 
should  allow  your  friends  to  liquidate  the  Bermuda  claim. 
Why  should  you  throw  away  the  two  thousand  pounds 
(of  the  won-guinea  Murray)  upon  that  cursed  piece  of 
treacherous  inveiglement?  I  think  you  carry  the  mat- 
ter a  little  too  far  and  scrupulously.  When  we  see  pa- 
triots begging  publicly,  and  knoW  that  Grattan  received 
a  fortune  from  his  country,  I  really  do  not  see  why  a  man, 
in  no  whit  inferior  to  any  or  all  of  them,  should  shrink 
from  accepting  that  assistance  from  his  private  friends^ 
which  every  tradesman  receives  from  his  connexions 
upon  much  less  occasions.  For,  after  all,  it  was  not 
your  debt — it  was  a  piece  of  swindling  against  you.  As 
to  ****  and  the  'what  noble  creatures!  *  etc.  etc.,'  it  is 
all  very  fine  and  very  well,  biit  till  you  can  persuade  me 
that  there  is  no  credit^  and  no  selfapplause  to  be  obtained 
by  being  of  use  to  a  celebrated  man,  I  must  retain  the 

*  I  had  mentioned  to  him,  wiih  all  the  praise  and  gratitude  sach 
friendship  deserved,  some  generous  ofFers  of  aid  which,  from  more  than 
one  quarter,  I  had  received  at  this  period,  and  which,  thongh  declined, 
hare  been  not  tlie  less  warmly  treasured  in  my  recollection. 
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same  opinion  of  the  human  specter,  which  I  do  of  our 
friend  M'  Specie. » 

In  the  month  of  August,  Madame  GiMccioli  had  joined 
her  father  at  Pisa,  and  was  now  superintending;  the  pre- 
parations at  the  Casa  Lanfranchi, — one  of  the  most 
ancient  and  spacious  palaces  of  that  city, — for  the  recep- 
tion of  her  nohle  lover,  u  He  left  Ravenna, »  says  this 
lady,  «  with  great  regret,  and  with  a  presentiment  that 
his  departure  would  be  the  forerunner  of  a  thousand 
evils  to  us.  In  every  letter  he  then  wrote  to  me,  he  ex- 
pressed his  displeasure  at  this  step.  '  If  your  father 
should  be  recalled,'  he  said,  ^  /  immediately  return  to 
Ravenna:  and  if  he  is  recalled  previous  to  my  departure, 
'  /  remain.^  In  this  hope  he  delayed  his  journey  for  se- 
veral months ;  but  at  last,  no  longer  having  any  expec- 
tation of  our  immediate  return,  he  wrote  to  me,  saying 
— '  I  set  out  most  unwillingly,  foreseeing  the  most  evil 
results  for  all  of  you,  and  principally  for  yourself.  I 
say  no  more,  but  you  will  see.'  And  in  another  letter 
he  says : '  I  leave  Ravenna  so  unwillingly,  and  with  such 
a. persuasion  on  my  mind  that  my  departure  will  lead 
from  one  misery  to  another,  each  greater  than  the  for- 
'mer,  that  I  have  not  the  heart  to  utter  another  word  on 
the  subject.'  He  always  wrote  to  me  at  that  time  in 
Italian,  and  I  transcribe  his  exact  words.  How  entirely 
were  these  presentiments  verified  by  the  event !»» 

*  aEgli  era  partite  cod  molio  riverescimento  da  Rayenna,  e  col  pret- 
sentimcDto  che  la  sua  partenza  da  Ravenna  ci  sarebbe  cagione  di  molti 
mail.  In  ogui  lettera  che  egli  mi  »criveva  allora  egli  mi  esprimeva  il  suo 
dispiacere  di- lasciare  Ravenna.  *  Se  papk  h  richiamato  (mi  scriveva 
egli)  io  toroo  in  quel  istante  a  Ravenna,  c  se  ^  richiamato  prima  della 
mja  partenza,  10  non  parto,*  In  quetta  tperanza  egli  differi  varii  mesi  a 
partire.  Ma,  finalmente,  non  potendo-  piil  sperare  il  nostro  riiomo 
protsimo,  egli  mi  scriveva — *  Io  parto  molto  mal  volentieri  prevedendo 
dei  mali  a&sai  graodi  per  vol  altri  e  mastime  per  voi ;  altro  non  dicov— ' 
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After  describing  his  mode  of  life  while  at  Ravenna, 
the  lady  thus  proceeds. 

«  This  sort  of  simple  life  he  led  until  the  fatal  day  of 
his  departure  for  Greece,  and  the  few  variations  he  made 
from  it  may  be  said  to  have  arisen  solely  from  the  g;reater 
or  smaller  number  of  occasions  which  were  offered  him 
of  doings  6r^od,  and  from  the  (jenerous  actions  he  was 
continually  performing^.  Many  families  (in  Ravenna 
principally)  owed  to  him  the  few  prosperous  days  they 
ever  enjoyed.  His  arrival  in  that  town  was  spoken  of 
aiS  a  piece  of  public  good  fortune,  and  his  departure  as 
a  public  calamity;  and  this  is  the  life  which  many  at- 
tempted to  asperse  as  that  of  a  libertine.  But  the  world 
must  at  last  learn  how,  with  so  good  and  generous  a 
heart.  Lord  Byron,  susceptible,  it  is  true,  of  the  most 
energetic  passions,  yet,  at  the  same  time,  of  the  sublimest 
and  most  pure,  and  rendering  homage  in  his  acts  to 
every  virtue — how  he,  I  say,  could  afford  such  scope  to 
malice  and  to  calumny.  Circumstances,  and  also,  pro- 
bably, an  eccentricity  of  disposition  (which,  neverthe- 
less, had  its  origin  in  a  virtuous  feeling,  an  excessive 
abhorrence  for  hypocrisy  and  affectation),  contributed 
perhaps  to  cloud  the  splendour  of  his  exalted  nature  in 
the  opinion  of  many.  But  you  will  well  know  how  to 
analyse  these  contradictions  in  a  manner  worthy  of 
your  noble  friend  and  of  yourself,  and  you  will  prove 
that  the  goodness  of  his  heart  was  not  inferior  to  the 
grandeur  of  his  genius.w' 

lo  vedrete.*  E  in  un  altra  lettera,  *Io  lascio  Rayenna  cosi  mal  yolentieri, 
e  cosi  pertuaso  che  la  mia  partenza  dod  pn6  che  condnrre  da  an  male 
ad  un  altro  piil  grande  che  n<Hi  ho  cnore  di  scrivere  allro  in  qaesto 
puoto.'  Egli  mi  scriveva  allora  sempre  in  Italiano  e  trascriTO  le  sue  pre- 
cise parole — ma  come  quei  saoi  pressentimenti  si  Terificarono  poi  in  ap- 
presso !» 
'  The  leat  that  contains  the  ori^nal  of  this  extract  I  have  nnlacfcily 
mislaid 
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At  Bologna,  according^  to  the  appointment  made  be- 
tween them,  Lord  Byron  and  Mr  Ro(jers  met;  and  the 
record  which  this  latter  gentleman  has,  in  his  Poem  on 
Italy,  preserved  of  their  meeting  conveys  so  vivid  a  pic- 
ture of  the  poet  at  this  period,  with,  at  the  same  time, 
so  just  and  feeling  a  tribute  to  his  memory,  that,  nar- 
rowed as  my  limits  are  now  becoming,  I  cannot  refrain 
from  giving  the  sketch  entire. 

«.  BOLOGNA. 

'T  was  DigKt ;  the  noise  and  bustle  of  the  day 

Werie  o'er.     The  mountebank  no  longer  wrought 

Miraculous  cures — ^he  and  his  stage  were  gone ; 

And  he  who,  when  the  crisis  of  his  tale 

Came,  and  all  stood  breathless  with  hope  and  fear. 

Sent  round  his  cap;    and  he  who  thrumm'd  his  wire 

And  sang,  with  pleading  look  and  plaintive  strain 

Melting  the  passenger.     Thy  thousand  cries,' 

So  well  pourtray'd  and  by  a  son  of  tliine, 

Whose  voice  had  swelled  the  hubbub  in  his  youth. 

Were  hush*d,  Bologna,  silence  in  the  streets. 

The  squares,  when  hark,  the  clattering  of  fleet  hoofs ; 

And  soon  a  courier,  posting  as  from  far, 

Housing  and  holster,  boot  and  belted  coat 

And  doublet,  stain  d  with  many  a  various  soil, 

Stopt  and  alighted.     'T  was  where  hangs  aloft 

That  ancient  sign,  the  Pilgrim,  welcoming 

AH  who  arrive  there,  all  perhaps  save  those 

Glad  like  himself,  with  staff  and  scallop-shell. 

Those  on  a  pilgrimage:  and  now  approach'd 

Wheels,  through  the  lofty  porticoes  resounding. 

Arch  beyond  arch,  a  shelter  or  a  shade 

As  the  sky  changes.     To  the  gate  they  came ; 

*  «  See  the  Cries  of  Bologna,  at  drawn  by  Annibal  Caracci.  He  wal  of 
very  humble  origin ;  and,  tu  correct  his  brother's  vanity,  once  sent  him 
a  portrait  of  their  father,  the  tailor,  threading  his  needle.* 
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And,  ere  the  man  liad  half  his  stoiy  done. 
Mine  host  received  the  Master — one  long  vsed 
To  sojourn  among  strangers,  every  where 
(Go  where  he  would,  along  the  wildest  track) 
Flinging  a  charm  that  shall  not  soon  he  lost, 
And  leaving  footsteps  to  he  traced  hj  those 
VTho  love  the  haunts  of  Genius ;  one  who  saw, 
Ohserved,  nor  shunn*d  the  husy  scenes  of  Ufe, 
But  mingled  noC ;  and  mid  the  din,  the  stir. 
Lived  as  a  separate  Spirit. 

Much  had  pass'd 
Since  last  we  parted ;  and  those  five  short  years — 
Much  had  they  told  I     His  clustering  locks  were  tarn'd 
Gray ;  nor  did  aught  recall  the  Youth  that  swam 
From  Sestos  to  Abydos.     Tet  his  voice. 
Still  it  was  sweet ;  still  from  his  eye  the  thought 
Flash'd  lightning-Uke,  nor  linger  d  on  the  way. 

Waiting  for  words.     Far,  far  into  the  night 
We  sat,  conversing — no  unwelcome  hour. 

The  hour  we  met ;  and,  when  Aurora  rose, 

Rising,  we  climb*d  the  rugged  Apennine. 
Well  1  rememher  how  the  golden  sun 

Fill'd  with  its  beams  the  unfathomable  gulfs, 

As  on  we  travell'd,  and  along  the  ridge, 

'Mid  groves  of  cork,  and  cistus,  and  wild  fig. 

His  motley  household  came. — Not. last  nor  least, 

Battista,  who  upon  the  moonlight-sea 

Of  Venice  had  so  ably,  zealously 

Served,  and  at  parting  thrown  his  oar  away 

To  follow  through  the  world ;  who  without  stain 

Had  worn  so  long  that  honourable  badge,' 

The  gondolier  s,  in  a  Patrician  House 

Arguing  unlimited  trust« — Not  last  nor  least. 

Thou,  though  decbning  iu  thy  beauty  and  strength, 

*  «The  principal  gondolier,  il  fante  di  poppa,  was  almost  aUrayi  in  the 
confidence  of  hi«  master,  and  employed  on  occauons  that  required  jndg- 
nteut  and  address. » 
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Faithful  Moretto,  to  the  latest  hour 
Guarding  his  chamber-door,  and  now  alon^^ 
The  silent,  sullen  strand  of  Missolohghi 
Howling  in  grief. 

He  had  just  left  that  Place 
Of  old  renown,  once  in  the  Adbiav  sea,* 
Ravenna;  where  from  Dawte*8  sacred  tomb 
He  had  so  oft,  as  many  a  verse  declares,' 
Drawn  inspiration;  where,  at  twilight-time. 
Through  the  pine-forest  wandering  with  loose  rein, 
Wandering  and  lost,  he  had  so  oft  beheld  > 
(What  is  not  visible  to  a  poet's  eye?) 
The  spectre-knight,  the  hell-hounds,  and  their  prey, 
The  chase,  the  slaughter,  and  the  festal  mirth 
Suddenly  blasted.     'T  was  a  theme  he  loved. 
But  others  claim'd  their  turn;  and  many  a  tower, 
Shatter' d,  uprooted  from  its  native  rock^ 
Its  strength  the  pride  of  some  heroic  age. 
Appeared  and  vanish*d  (many  a  sturdy  steer  i 
Yoked  and  unyoked),  while,  as  in  happier  days, 
He  pour  d  his  spirit  forth.     The  past  forgot^ 
All  was  enjoyment.     Not  a  cloud  obscured 
Present  or  future. 

He  is  now  at  rest ; 
And  praise  and  blame  fall  on  his  ear  alike, 
T9ow  dull  in  death.    Tes,  Btrok,  thou  art  gone. 
Gone  like  a  star  that  through  the  firmament 
Shot  and  was  lost,  in  its  eccentric  coarse 
Dazzling,  perplexing.     Tet  thy  heart,  methinks. 
Was  generous,  noble — noble  in  its  scorn 
Of  all  things  low  orjittle;  nothing  there 
Sordid  or  servile.     If  imagined  wrongs 
Parsued  thee,  urging  thee  sometimes  to  do 
Things  long  regretted,  oft,  as  many  know, 

'  •  Adrianom  mare. — Cicero.  »        *  «  See  the  Prophecy  of  Dante.* 

^  •  See  the  tale  as  told  by  Boccaccio  and  Dryden.* 

4  «  They  \vait  for  the  trayeller's  carriage  at  the  foot  of  every  hill.  • 
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None  more  than  I,  thy  gratitude  woald  build 
On  slight  foundations :  and,  if  in  thy  life 
Not  happy,  in  thy  death  thou  surely  wert. 
Thy  wish  accomplish'd ;  dying  in  the  land 
Where  thy  young  mind  had  caught  ethereal  fire, 
Dying  in  Greece,  and  in  a  cause  so  glorious ! 
They  in  thy  train — ah,  httle  did  they  think, 
As  round  we  went,  that  they  so  soon  should  sit 
Mourning  beside  thee,  while  a  Nation  moum'd, 
CSianging  her  festal  for  her  funeral  song ; 
That  they  so  soon  should  hear  the  minute-gun, 
As  morning  gleam*d  on  what  remain  d  of  thee, 
Roll  o'er  the  sea,  the  mountains,  numbering 
Thy  years  of  joy  and  sorrow. 

Thou  art  gone; 
And  he  who  would  assail  thee  in  thy  grave, 
Oh,  let  him  pause  I    For  who  among  us  all. 
Tried  as  thou  wert — even  from  thine  earliest  years. 
When  wandering,  yet  unspoilt,  a  highland-boy — 
Tried  as  thou  wert,  and  with  thy  soul  of  flame ; 
Pleasure,  while  yet  the  do^n  was  on  thy  cheek. 
Uplifting,  pressing,  and  to  lips  like  thine. 
Her  charmed  cup — ah,  who  among  us  all 
Gould  say  he  had  not  err  d  as  much,  and  more  ?» 

On  the  road  to  Bologna  he  had  pietwith  his  early  and 
dearest  friend  Lord  Clare,  and  the  following  descrip- 
tion of  their  short  interview  is  given  in  his  u  Detached 
Thoughts." 

«  Pisa,  November  5th,  1 8a  i . 

« '  There  is  a  strange  cbincidence  sometimes  in  the 
little  things  of  this  world,  Sancho,'  says  Sterne  in  a  letter 
(if  I  mistake  not),  and  so  I  have  often  found  it. 

«  Page  128,  article  91,  of  this  collection,  I  had  alluded 
to  my  friend  Lord  Clare  in  terms  such  as  my  feelings 
suggested.    About  a  week  or  two  afterwards,  I  met  him 
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on  the  road  between  Imola  and  Bologna,  after  not 
having  met  for  seven  or  eight  years.  He  was  abroad 
in  i8i4)  and  came  home  just  as  I  set  out  in  1816. 

(c  This  meeting  annihilated  for  a  moment  all  the  years 
between  the  present  time  and  the  days  of  Harrow,  It 
was  a  new  and  inexplicable  feeling,  like  rising  from  the 
grave,  to  me.  Glare  too  was  much  agitated — more  in 
appearance  than  was  myself;  for  I  could  feel  his  heart 
beat  to  his  Anger's  ends,  unless,  indeed,  it  was  the  pulse 
of  my  own  which  made  me  think  so.  He  told  me  that 
I  should  find  a  note  from  him  left  at  Bologna.  I  did. 
We  were  obliged  to  part  for  our  different  journeys,  he 
for  Rome,  I  for  Pisa,  but  with  the  promise  to  meet  again 
in  spring.  We  were  but  five  minutes  together,  and  on 
the  public  road;  but  1  hardly  recollect  an  hour  of  my 
existence  which  could  be  weighed  against  them.  He 
had  heard  that  I  was  coming  on,  and  had  left  his  letter 
for  me  at  Bologna,  because  the  people  with  whom  he 
was  travelling  could  not  wait  longer. 

u  Of  all  I  have  ever  known,  he  has  always  been  the 
least  altered  in  every  thing  from  the  excellent  qualities 
and  kind  affections  which  attached  me  to  him  so  strongly 
at  school.  I  should  hardly  have  thought  it  possible  for 
society  (or  the  world,  as  it  is  called)  to  leave  a  being 
with  so  little  of  the  leaven  of  bad  passions. 

u  I  do  not  speak  from  personal  experience  only,  but 
from  all  I  have  ever  heard^of  him  from  others,  during 
absence  and  distance. » 

After  remaining  a  day  at  Bologna,  Lord  Byron  crossed 
the  Apennines  with  Mr  Rogers;  and  I  find  the  following 
note  of  their  visit  together  to  the  Gallery  at  Florence. 

t(  I  revisited  the  Florence  Gallery,  etc.  My  former 
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■ 

impressions  were  confirmed ;  but  there  were  too  many 
visitors  there  to  allow  one  to  feel  any  thing  properly. 
When  we  were  (about  thirty  or  forty)  all  stuffed  into  the 
cabinet  of  gems  and  knick-knackeries,  in  a  comer  of 
one  of  the  galleries,  I  told  Rogers  that  it  ^  felt  like  being 
in  the  wafchhouse.'  I  left  him  to  make  his  obeisances 
to  some  of  his  acquaintances,  and  strolled  on  alone — the 
only  four  minutes  I  could  snatch  of  any  feeling  for  the 
works  around  me.  I  do  not  mean  to  apply  this  to  a 
t6te-k-t6te  scrutiny  with  Rogers,  who  has  an  excellent 
taste,  and  deep  feeling  for  the  arts  (indeed  much  more 
of  both  than  I  can  possess,  for  of  the  former  I  have 
not  much),  but  to  the  crowd  of  jostling  starers  and  tra- 
velling talkers  around  me. 

« I  heard  one  bold  Rriton  declare  to  the  woman  on 
his  arm,  looking  at  the  Venus  of  Titian,  ^  Well,  now,  this 
is  really  very  fine  indeed,' — an  observation  which,  like 
that  of  the  landlord  in  Joseph  Andrews  on  *  the  cer- 
tainty of  death,'  was  (as  the  landlord's  wife  observed) 
*  extremely  true.' 

u  In  the  Pitti  Palace,  I  did  not  omit  Goldsmith's  pre- 
scription for  a  connoisseur,  viz.  'that  the  pictures  would 
have  been  better  if  the  painter  had  taken  more  pains, 
and  to  praise  the  works  of  Pietro  Perugino.'  n 


LETTER  CCCCLXVI. 

TO  MR  MURRAT. 


«  Pisa,  November  3d,  1 8a  i< 
u  The  two  passages  cannot  be  altered  without  making 
Lucifer  talk  like  the  bishop  of  Lincoln,  which  would  not 
hem  the  character  of  the  former.    The  notion  is  from 
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Cuvier(that  oi  the  old  worlds)^  as  I  iiave  explained  in  an 
additional  note  to  the  preface.  The  other  passage  is 
also  in  character :  if  nonsense,  so  much  the  better,  because 
then  it  can  do  no  harm,  and  the  sillier  Satan  is  made, 
the  safer  for  every  body.  As  to  '  alarms,'  etc.,  do  you 
really  think  such  things  ever  led  any  body  astray?  Are 
these  people  more  impious  than  Milton's  Satan?  or  the 
Prometheus  of  iEschyl us?  or  even  than  the  Sadducees 
of*  *,  the  *  Fall  of  Jerusalem'  *  *?  Are  not  Adam,  Eve, 
Adah,  and  Abel,  as  pious  as  the  catechism? 

M  Gifford  is  too  wise  a  man  to  think  that  such  things 
can  have  any  serious  effect :  who  was  ever  altered  by  a 
poem  ?  I  beg  leave  to  observe,  that  there  is  no  creed  nor 
personal  hypothesis  of  mine  in  all  this;  but  I  was  obliged 
to  make  Cain  and  Lucifer  talk  consistently,  and  surely 
this  has  always  been  permitted  to  poesy.  Cain  is  a 
proud  man  :  if  Lucifer  promised  him  kingdom,  etc.,  it 
would  elate  him  :  the  object  of  the  Demon  is  to  depress 
him  still  further  in  his  own  estimation  than  he  was  be- 
fore, by  showing  him  infinite  things  and  his  own 
abasement,  till  he  falls  into  the  frame  of  mind  that  leads 
to  the  catastrophe ,  from  mere  interned  irritation^  not 
premeditation,  or  envy  of -^6e/  (which  would  have  made 
him  contemptible),  but  from  rage  and  fury  against  the 
inadequacy  of  his  state  to  his  conceptions,  and  which 
discharges  itself  rather  against  life,  and  the  author  of 
life,  than  the  mere  living. 

u  His  subsequent  remorse  is  the  natural  effect  of  look- 
ing on  his  sudden  deed.  Had  the  deed  been  premeditat- 
ed, his  repentance  would  have  been  tardier. 

fi  Either  dedicate  it  to  Walter  Scott,  or  if  you  think  he 
would  like  the  dedication  of  '  theFoscaris  'better,  put 
the  dedication  to '  the  Foscaris.'    Ask  him  which. 

a  Tour  first  note  was  queer  enough;  but  your  two 
•  VOL.  tv.  \o 
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Other  letters,  with  Moore's  and  Gifford's  opinions,  set 
all  rig[ht  again.  I  told  you  before  that  I  can  nerer  rs- 
cast  any  thing^.  I  am  like  the  tiger  :  if  I  miss  the  first 
spring,  I  go  grumbling  back  to  my  jungle  again ;  but  if 
I  do  hit,  it  is  crushing.  *  *  *  Yq^  disparaged 
the  last  three  cantos  to  me,  and  kept  them  back  above 
a  year;  but  I  have  heard  from  England  that  (notwithr- 
standing  the  errors  of  the  press)  they  are  well  thought 
of;  for  instance,  by  American  Irving,  which  last  is  a 
feather  in  my  (fooFs)  cap. 

u  You  have  received  my  tetter  (open)  through  Mr  Kin- 
naird,  and  so,  pray,  send  me  no  more  reviews  of  any 
kind.  I  will  read  no  more  of  evil  or  good  in  that  line. 
Walter  Scott  has  not  read  a  review  of  himself  for  thirteen 
years. 

a  The  bust  is  not  my  property,  but  Hobhouse's.  I 
addressed  it  to  you  as  an  Admiralty  man,  great  at  the 
custom-house.  Pray  deduct  the  expenses  of  the  same, 
and  all  others. 

«  Yours,  etc.») 

LETTER   CCCCLXVII. 

TO    MR    MURRAY. 

•  Pisa,  Nov.  9fh,  1821. 
( I  never  read  the  Memoirs  at  all,  not  even  since  they 
were  written ;  and  I  never  will :  the  pain  of  writing  them 
was  enough ;  you  may  spare  me  that  of  a  perusal.  Mr 
Moore  has  (or  may  have)  a  discretionary  power  to  omit 
any  repetition,  or  expressions  which  do  not  seem  good 
to  him,  who  is  a  better  judge  than  you  or  I. 

u  Enclosed  is  a  lyrical  drama  (entitled  '  a  Mystery,' 
from  its  subject),  whicb,  ipeT\\a^,  may  arrive  in  time 
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for  the  volume.  You  "will  find  it  pims  enough,  I  trust, 
— at  least  some  of  the  Chorus  might  have  heen  written 
by  Sternhold  and  Hopkins  themselves  for  that,  and  per- 
haps for  melody.  As  it  is  longer,  and  more  lyrical  and 
Greek,  than  I  intended  at  first,  I  have  not  divided  it 
into  iiCtSy  but  called  what  1  have  sent  Part  First,  as  there 
is  a  suspension  of  the  action,  which  may  either  close 
there  without  impropriety,  or  be  continued  in  a  way 
that  I  have  in  view.  I  wish  the  first  part  to  be  published 
before  the  second,  because,  if  it  don't  succeed,  it  is  better 
to  stop  there  than  to  go  on  in  a  fruitless  experiment. 

u  I  desire  you  to  acknowledge  the  arrival  of  this  pac- 
ket by  return  of  post,  if  you  can  conveniently,  with  a 
proof. 

«  Your  obedient,  etc. 

c(  P.S. — My  wish  is  to  have  it  published  at  the  satne 
time,  and,  if  possible,  in  the  same  volume,  with  the 
others,  because,  whatever  the  merits  or  demerits  of  these 
pieces  may  be,  it  will  perhaps  be  allowed  that  each  is  of 
a  different  kind,  and  in  a  different  style;  so  that,  includ- 
ing the  prose  and  the  Don  Juans,  etc.,  I  have  at  least 
sent  you  variety  during  the  last  year  or  two.n 


LETTER   CCCCLXVIIl. 

TO    MR    MOORE. 

u  Pisa,  November  i6tb,  1821. 
«  There  is  here  Mr  *  *,  an  Irish  genius,  with  whom 
we  are  acquainted.  He  hath  written  a  really  excellent 
Commentary  on  Dante,  full  of  new  and  true  informa- 
tion, and  mucb  ingenuity.  But  his  verse  is  such  as  it 
hath  pleased  God  to  endue  him  withal.  Nevertheless 9 
he  is  so  firmly  persuaded  of  its  equal  eKce\V«ii^e>  iJDAX\k& 
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won't  divorce  the  Commentary  from  the  traduction, 
as  I  ventured  delicately  to  hint, — not  having  the  fear  of 
Ireland  before  my  eyes,  and  upon  the  presumption  of 
having  shotten  very  well  in  his  presence  (with  common 
pistols  too,  not  with  my  Manton's)  the  day  before. 

li  But  he  is  eager  to  publish  all,  and  must  be  gratified, 
tliough  the  Reviewers  will  make  him  suffer  more  tor- 
tures than  there  are  in  his  original.  Indeed,  the  Notes 
are  well  worth  publication ;  but  he  insists  upon  the  trans- 
lation for  company,  so  that  they  will  come  out  together, 
like  Lady  C  *  *  t  chaperoning  Miss  *  *.  I  read  a  letter 
of  yours  to  him  yesterday,  and  he  begs  me  to  write  to 
you  about  his  Poeshi.  He  is  really  a  good  fellow,  ap- 
parently, and  I  dare  say  that  his  verse  is  very  good 
Irish. 

«  Now,  what  shall  w^e  do  for  him?  He  says  that  he  will 
risk  part  of  the  expense  with  the  publisher.  He  will 
never  rest  till  he  is  published  and  abused — for  he  has  a 
high  opinion  of  himself — and  I  see  nothing  left  but  to 
gratify  him  so  as  to  have  him  abused  as  little  as  possible; 
for  I  think  it  would  kill  him.  You  must  write,  then,  to 
Jeffrey  to  beg  him  not  to  review  him,  and  I  will  do  the 
same  to  Gifford,  through  Murray.  Perhaps  they  might 
notice  the  Comment  without  touching  the  text.  But  I 
doubt  the  dogs — the  text  is  too  tempting,  *  *  *  *. 
(( I  have  to  thank  you  again,  as  I  believe  I  did  before, 
for  your  opinion  of '  Cain,'  etc. 

«  You  are  right  to  allow to  settle  the  claim  ; 

but  I  do  not  see  why  you  should  repay  him  out  of  your 
legacy — at  least,  not  yet.'     If  you  feel  about  it  (as  you 

^  Having  discovered  that,  while  I  was  abroad,  a  kind  friend  had,  with- 
out any  communication  with  myself,  placed  at  the  disposal  of  the  person 
who  acted  for  me  a  large  sum  for  the  discharge  of  this  claim,  I  thought 
it  right  to  aUow  the  mone^,  thtt«  gexvcTOU^V^  d«uiaed,  to  b«  employed  as 
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are  ticklish  on  such  points)  pay  him  the  interest  now, 
and  the  principal  when  you  are  strong  in  cash ;  or  pay 
him  by  instalments;  or  pay  him  as  I  do  my  creditors — 
that  is,  nof  till  they  make  me. 

a  I  address  this  to  you  at  Paris,  as  you  desire.  Reply 
soon,  and  believe  me  ever,  etc. 

«P.S. — What  I  wrote  to  you  about  low  spirits  is, 
however,  very  true.  At  present,  owing  to  the  climate,  etc. 
(I  can  walk  down  into  my  garden,  and  pluck  my  own 
oranges ;  and,  by  the  way,  have  got  a  diarrhoea  in 
consequence  of  indulging  in  this  meridian  luxury  of 
proprietorship),  my  spirits  are  much  better.  You  seem 
to  think  that  I  could  not  have  written  the  *  Vision,'  etc. 
under  the  influence  of  low  spirits ; — but  I  think  there 
you  err.'  A  man's  poetry  is  a  distinct  faculty,  or  Soul, 
and  has  no  more  to  do  with  the  every-day  individual 
than  the  Inspiration  witli  the  Pythoness  when  removed 
from  her  tripod. » 

The  correspondence  which  I  am  now  about  to  insert, 
though  long  since  published  by  the  gentleman  with 
whom  it  originatetl,^  will,  I  have  no  doubt,  even  by 
those  already  acquainted  with  all  the  circumstances,  be 
reperused  with  pleasure;  as  among  the  many  strange 

vras  intended,  and  ihen  immediately  repaid  my  friend  out  of  the  sum 
given  by  Mr  Murray  (or  the  manuscript. 

It  may  seem  obtrusive,  I  fear,  to  enter  into  this  sort  of  personal  de- 
tails; but,  -without  some  few  words  of  explanation,  such  passages  as  the 
aboTe  would  be  unintelligible. 

*  My  remark  has  been  hasty  and  inconsiderate,  and  Lord  Byron's  is 
the  Tiew  borne  out  by  all  experience.  Almost  all  the  tragic  and  gloomy 
-writers  have  been,  in  social  life,  mirthful  persons.  The  author  of  the 
Night  Thoughu  was  a  «  fellow  of  infinite  jest; «  and  of  the  pathetic  Rowe, 
Pope  says — «He!  why,  he  would  laugh  all  day  long — he  would  do 
nothing  else  but  langh.» 

'  See  «  Thoughts  on  Private  DeA'i)tion,R  by  MrSheppard. 
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and  affecting  incidents  with  which  these  pages  aboand, 
there  is  not  one,  perhaps,  so  touching  and  singular  as 
that  to  which  the  following  letters  refer. 


TO   LORD    BYRON. 


•  FromCi  Somerset,  November  aist,  1821. 


UMT   LORD, 


u  More  than  two  years  since,  a  lovely  and  beloved 
wife  was  taken  from  me,  by  lingering  disease,  after  a 
very  short  union.  She  possessed  unvarying  gentleness 
and  fortitude,  and  a  piety  so  retiring  as  rarely  to  disclose 
itself  in  words,  but  so  influential  as  to  produce  uniform 
benevolence  of  conduct.  In  .the  last  hour  of  life,  after 
a  farewell  look  on  a  lately  born  and  only  infant,  for 
whom  she  had  evinced  inexpressible  affection,  her  last 
whispers  were,  'God's  happiness!  God's  happiness!' 
Since  the  second  anniversary  of  her  decease,  I  have  read 
some  papers  which  no  one  had  seen  during  her  life, 
and  which  contain  her  most  secret  thoughts.  I  am 
induced  to  communicate  to  your  lordship  a  passage 
from  these  papers,  which,  there  is  no  doubt,  refers  to 
yourself;  as  I  have  more  than  once  heard  the  writer 
mention  your  agility  on  the  rocks  at  Hastings. 

«  '  Ob,  my  God,  I  take  encouragement  from  the  assur- 
ance of  thy  word,  to  pray  to  Thee  in  behalf  of  one  for 
whom  I  have  lately  been  much  interested.  May  the 
person  to  whom  I  allude  (and  who  is  now,  we  fear,  as 
much  distinguished  for  his  neglect  of  Thee  as  for  the 
transcendent  talents  thou  hast  bestowed  on  him),  be 
awakened  to  a  sense  of  his  own  danger,  and  led  to  seek 
that  peace  of  mind  in  a  proper  sense  of  religion,  which 
he  has  found  this  world's  enioyments  unable  to  procure! 
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Do  Thou  grant  that  his  future  example  may  be  produc- 
iive  of  far  more  extensive  benefit  than  his  past  conduct 
and  writings  have  been  of  evil;  and  may  the  sun  of 
righteousness,  which,  we  trust,  will,  at  some  future 
period,  arise  on  him,  be  bright  in  proportion  to  the 
darkness  of  those  clouds  which  guilt  lias  raised  around 
him,  and  the  balm  which  it  bestows,  healing  and  soothr 
ing  in  proportion  to  the  keeuness  of  that  agony  which 
the  punishment  of  his  vices  has  inflicted  on  him !     May 
the  hope  that  the  sincerity  of  my  own  efforts  for  the 
attainment  of  holiness,  and  the  approval  of  my  own 
love  to  the  great  Author  of  religiou,  will  render  this 
prayer,  and  every  other  for  the  welfare  of  mankind, 
more  efficacious. — Cheer  me  in  the  path  of  duty; — but, 
let   me  not  forget,  that,  while  we  are  permitted  to 
animate  ourselves  to  exertion  by  every  innocent  motive, 
these  are  but  the  lesser  streams  which  may  serve  to 
increase  the  current,  bat  which,  deprived  of  the  grand 
fountain  of  good  (a  deep  conviction  of  inborn  sin,  and 
firm  belief  in  the  efficacy  of  Christ's  death  for  the  salva- 
tion of  those  who  trust  in  him,  and  really  wish  to  serve 
him),  would  soon  dry  up,  and  leave  us  barren  of  6very 
virtue  as  before.' 

'July  3ist,  i8i4> 
*  Hastings.* 

«  There  is  nothing,  my  lord,  in  this  extract  which 
in  a  literary  sense,  can  at  all  interest  you ;  but  it  may, 
perhaps,  appear  to  you  worthy  of  reflection  how  deep 
and  expansive  a  concern  for  the  happiness  of  others 
the  Christian  faith  can  awaken  in  the  midst  of  youth 
and  prosperity.  Here  is  nothing  poetical  and  splendid, 
as  in  the  expostulatory  homage  of  M.  Delamartine;  but 
here  is  the  sub  limey  my  lord ;  for  this  intercession  was 
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offered,  on  your  account,  to  the  supreme  source  of 
happiness.  It  sprang  from  a  faith  more  confirmed 
than  that  of  the  French  poet;  and  from  a  charity 
ivhich,  in  combination  with  faith,  showed  its  power 
unimpaired  amidst  the  languors  and  pains  of  approach- 
ing dissolution.  I  will  hope  that  a  prayer,  which,  I 
am  sure,  was  deeply  sincere,  may  not  be  always  un- 
availing. 

(i  It  would  add  nothing,  my  lord,  to  the  fame  with 
which  your  genius  has  surrounded  you,  for  an  unknown 
and  obscure  individual  to  express  his  admiration  of  it. 
I  had  rather  be  numbered  with  those  who  wish  and 
pray,  that  'wisdom  from  above,'  and  '  peace,'  and  'joy,' 
may  enter  such  a  mind. 

u  John  Sh£Ppaiid.» 

However  romantic,  in  the  eyes  of  the  cold  and  world- 
ly, the  piety  of  this  young  person  may  appear,  it  were 
to  be  wished  that  the  truly  Christian  feeling  which 
dictated  her  prayer  were  more  common  among  all  who 
profess  the  same  creed ;  and  that  those  indications  of  a 
better  nature,  so  visible  even  through  the  clouds  of  his 
character,  which  induced  this  innocent  young  woman 
to  pray  for  Byron,  while  living,  could  have  the  effect 
of  inspiring  others  with  more  charity  towards  his  me- 
mory, now  that  he  is  dead. 

The  following  is  Lord  Byron's  answer  to  this  affecting 
communication. 
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LETTER   CCCCLXIX. 

TO  MR  SHEPPARD. 

•  Pisa,  December  8th,  183  i. 

a  SIR, 
a  I  have  received  your  letter.  I  need  not  say,  that 
the  extract  which  it  contains  has  affected  nie,  because 
it  would  imply  a  want  of  all  feeling  to  have  read  it 
with  indifference.  Though  I  am  not  quite  sure  that  it 
was  intended  by  the  writer  for  me,  yet  the  date,  the 
place  where  it  was  written,  with  some  other  circum- 
stances that  you  mention,  render  the  allusion  probable. 
But  for  whomever  it  was  meant,  I  have  read  it  witli  all 
the  pleasure  which  can  arise  from  so  melancholy  a 
topic.  I  say  pleasure — because  your  brief  and  simple 
picture  of  the  life  and  demeanour  of  the  excellent 
person  whom  I  trust  you  will  again  meet,  cannot  be 
contemplated  without  the  admiration  due  to  her  virtues, 
and  her  pure  and  unpretending  piety.  Her  last  mo- 
ments were  particularly  striking;  and  I  do  not  know 
that,  in  the  course  of  reading  the  story  of  mankinds 
and  still  less  in  my  observations  upon  the  existing  por- 
tion, I  ever  met  with  any  thing  so  unostentatiously  beau- 
tiful. Indisputably,  the  firm  believers  in  the  gospel 
have  a  great  advantage  over  all  others, — for  this  simple 
reason,  that,  if  true,  they  will  have  their  reward  here- 
after; and  if  tbere  be  no  hereafter,  they  can  be  but 
with  the  infidel  in  his  eternal  sleep,  having  had  the 
assistance  of  an  exalted  hope,  through  life,  without 
subsequent  disappointment,  since  (at  the  worst  for  them) 
'out  of  nothing,  nothing  can  arise,'  not  even  sorrow. 
But  a  man's  creed  does  not  depend  upon  himself:  who 
can  say,  I  will  believe  this,  that,  or  the] other?  and 
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least  of  all,  that  which  he  least  can  comprehend.  I 
have,  however,  observed,  that  those  who  have  begun 
life  with  extreme  faith,  have  in  the  end  greatly  narrowed 
it,  as  Chillingworth,  Clarke  (who  ended  as  an  Arian), 
Bayle,  and  Gibbon  (once  a  Catholic),  and  some  others ; 
while,  on  the  other  hand,  nothing  is  more  common 
than  for  the  early  sceptic  to  end  in  a  firm  belief,  like 
Maupertuis,  and  Henry  Rirke  White. 

u  But  my  business  is  to  acknowledge  your  letter,  and 
not  to  make  a  dissertation.  I  am  obliged  to  you  for 
your  good  wishes,  and  more  than  obliged  by  the  extract 
from  the  papers  of  the  beloved  object  whose  qualities 
you  have  so  well  described  in  a  few  words.  I  can  as- 
sure you  that  all  the  fame  which  ever  cheated  humanity 
into  higher  notions  c^its  own  importance,  would  never 
weigh  in  my  mind  against  the  pure  and  pious  int^est 
which  a  virtuous  being  may  be  pleased  to  take  in  my 
welfare.  In  this  point  of  view,  L  would  not  exchange 
the  prayer  of  the  deceased  in  my  behalf  for  the  united 
glory  of  Homer,  Caesar,  and  Napoleon,  could  such  be 
accumulated  upon  a  living  head.  Do  me  at  least  the 
justice  to  suppose,  that 

Video  meliora  proboque, 

however  the  *deteriora  sequor'  may  have  been  applied 
to  my  conduct. 

« I  have  the  hcMiour  to  be 

«  your  obliged  and  obedient  servant, 

u  Byron. 
«P.S.—I  do  not  know  that  I  am  addressing  a  clergy- 
man; but  I  presume  that  you  will  not  be  affronted  by 
the  mistake  (if  it  is  one)  on  the  address  of  this  letter. 
One  who  has  so  well  explained,  and  deeply  fielt  the 
doctrines  of  religion,  will  excuse  the  error  which  led  me 
to  believe  him  its  minister.)) 
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LETTER  GGCCLXX. 

TO   MR   MURRAY. 

«  Pisa^  December  4th9  i8a  i. 

a  By  extracts  in  the  English  papers, — in  your  holy 
ally,  Galignani's  'Messenger,' — I  perceive  that  'the  two 
greatest  examples  of  human  vanity  in  the  present  age 
are,  firstly,  'the  ex-Emperor  Nappleon,*  and,  secondly, 
'his  lordship,  etc.;  the  noble  poet,'  meaning  your  hum- 
ble servant,  'poor  guiltless  I.' 

a  Poor  Napoleon!  he  little  dreamed  to  what  vile 
comparisons  the  turn  of  the  wheel  would  reduce  him! 

« I  have  got  here  into  a  famous  old  feudal  palazzo, 
on  the  Arno,  large  enough  for  a  garrison,  with  dungeons 
below  and  cells  in  the  walls,  and  so  full  of  ghosts  that 
the  learned  Fletcher  (my  valet)  has  begged  leave  to 
change  his  room,  and  then  refused  to  occupy  his  new 
room,  because  there  were  more  ghosts  there  than  in  the 
other.  It  is  quite  true  that  there  are  most  extraordinary 
noises  (as  in  all  old  buildings),  which  have  terrified  the 
servants  so  as  to  incommode  me  extremely.  There  is 
one  place  where  people  were  evidently  walled  up,  for 
there  is  but  one  possible  passage,  broken  through  the 
wall,  and  then  meant  to  be  closed  again  upon  the  in- 
mate. The  house  belonged  to  the  Lanfranchi  family 
(the  same  mentioned  by  Ugolino  in  his  dream,  as  his 
persecutor  with  Sismondi),  and  has  had  a  fierce  owner 
or  two  in  its  time.  The  staircase,  etc.  is  said  to  have 
been  built  by  Michael  Angelo.  It  is  not  yet  cold  enough 
for  a  fire.     What  a  climate ! 

« I  am,  however,  bothered  about  these  spectres  (as 
they  say  the  last  occupants  were,  too),  of  whom  I  have 
as  yet  seen  nothing,  nor,  indeed,  heard  {myself);  but  all 
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the  other  ears  have  been  re^^aled  by  all  kinds  of  super- 
natural sounds.  The  first  night  I  thought  I  heard  an 
odd  noise,  but  it  has  not  beoi  repeated.  I  have  now 
been  here  more  than  a  month. 

M Tours,  etc." 

LETTER  CCCCLXXI. 

TO   MB   HUBBAT. 

«  Pisa,  December  loth,  i8ai. 

uThis  day  and  this  hour  (one,  on  the  clock),  my 
daughter  is  six  years  old.  I  wonder  when  I  shall  see 
her  again,  or  if  ever  I  shall  see  her  at  all. 

u  I  have  remarked  a  curious  coincidence,  which  almost 
looks  like  a  fatality. 

« My  mother,  my  wifcy  my  daughter,  my  half-sister, 
my  sistei^s  mother,  my  naiural  daughter  (as  far  at  least  as 
I  am  concerned),  and  myself,  are  all  only  children, 

uMy  father,  by  his  first  marriage  with  Lady  Gonyers 
(an  only  child),  had  only  my  sister;  and  by  his  second 
marriage  with  an  only  child,  an  only  child  again. 
Lady  Byron,  as  you  know,  was  one  also,  and  so  is  my 
daughter,  etc. 

u  Is  not  tiiis  rather  odd — such  a  complication  of  only 

children?    By  the  way,  send  me  my  daughter  Ada's 

miniature.     I  have  only  the  print,  which  gives  little  or 

no  idea  of  her  complexion. 

«  Yours,  etc. 

uB.» 
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LETTER  CCCCLXXII. 

TO  MR  MOORE. 

«  Pisa,  December  lath,  1821. 

uWhat  you  say  about  Galignani's  two  biogfraphies  is 
very  amusing;  and,  if  I  were  not  lazy,  I  would  certainly 
do  what  you  desire.  But  I  doubt  my  present  stock  of 
facetiousness — that  is,  of  good  venous  humour,  so  as  not 
to  let  the  cat  out  of  the  bag.'  I  wish  jom  would  under- 
take it.  I  will  forgive  and  indulge  you  (like  a  Pope) 
beforehand,  for  any  thing  ludicrous,  that  might  keep 
those  fools  in  their  own  dear  belief  that  a  man  is  a 
loup  garou, 

ttl  suppose  I  told  you  that  the  Giaour  story  had 
actually  some  foundation  on  facts;  or^  if  I  did  not,  you 
will  one  day  find  it  in  a  letter  of  Lord  Sligo's,  written 
to  me  after  the  publication  of  the  poem.  I  should  not 
like  marvels  to  rest  upon  any  acount  of  my  own,  and 
shall  say  nothing  about  it.  However,  the  real  incident 
is  still  remote  enough  from  the  poetical  one,  being  just 
such  as,  happening  to  a  man  of  any  imagination,  might 
suggest  such  a  composition.  The  worst  of  any  real 
adventures  is  that  they   involve  living  people — else 

Mrs 's, 's,  etc.  are  as  *  German  to  the  matter'  as 

Mr  Maturin  could  desire  for  his  novels.  ********. 

*  Mr  Galignani  having  expressed  a  wish  to  be  furnisbed  with  a  short 
Memoir  of  Lord  Byron,  for  the  purpose  of  prefixing  it  to  the  French 
edition  of  his  works,  I  had  said  jestingly  io  a  preceding  letter  to  his 
lordship,  that  it  wbald  be  but  a  fair  satire  on  the  disposition  of  the  world 
to  «  bemonster  his  features,*  if  he  would  write  for  the  public, English  as 
well  as  French,  a  sort  of  mock-heroic  account  of  himself,  outdoing,  in 
horrors  and  wonders,  all  that  had  been  yet  related  or  believed  of  him, 
and  leaving  even  Goethe's  story  of  the  double  murder  at  Florence  far 
behind. 
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u  The  consummation  you  mentioned  for  poor  *  *  was 
near  takings  place  yesterday.  Riding  pretty  sharply 
after  Mr  Medwin  and  myself,  in  turning  the  corner  of 
a  lane  between  Pisa  and  the  hills,  he  was  spilt, — and, 
besides  losing  some  claret  on  the  spot,  bruised  himself 
a  good  deal,  but  is  in  no  danger.  He  was  bled  and 
keeps  his  room.  As  I  was  a-head  of  him  some  hundred 
yards,  I  did  not  see  the  accident;  but  my  servant,  who 
was  behind,  did,  and  says  the  horse  did  not  fall — the 
usual  excuse  of  floored  equestrians.  As  **  piques  him- 
self upon  his  horsemanship,  and  his  horse  is  really  a 
pretty  horse  enough,  1  long  for  his  personal  narrative, 
— as  I  never  yet  met  the  man  who  would  fairly  claim  a 
tumble  as  his  own  property. 

«  Could  not  you  send  me  a  printed  copy  of  the  *  Irish 
Avatar?* — I  do  not  know  what  has  become  of  Rogers 
since  we  parted  at  Florence. 

a  Don't  let  the  Angles  keep  you  from  writing.  Sam 
told  me  that  you  were  somewhat  dissipated  in  Paris^ 
which  I  can  easily  believe.  Let  me  hear  from  you  at 
your  best  leisure. 

«  Ever  and  truly,  etc. 

«  P.S.  December  i3th. 
ul  enclose  you  some  lines  written  not  long  ago, 
which  you  may  do  what  you  like  with,  as  they  are  very 
harmless.'     Only,  if  copied,  or  printed,  or  set,  I  could 

*  The  following  are  the  lines  enclosed  in  this  letter.     In  one  of  his 
Journals,  where  they  are  also  given,  he  has  subjoined  to  them  the  foK 
lowing  note : — « I  composed  these  stanzas  (except  the  fourth,  added  now) 
a  few  days  ago,  on  the  road  from  Florence  to  Pisa.» 
Oh,  talk  not  to  me  of  a  name  great  in  story; 
The  days  of  our  youth  are  the  days  of  our  glory; 
^nd  the  myrtle  and  iyy  of  sweet  two-and-twenty 
Are  worth  all  your  laureU,  tViou^Vv  eNct  so  yilenty. 
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wisli  it  more  correctly  than  in  the  usual  way,  in  which 
one's  'nothings  are  monstered,'  as  Coriolanus  says. 

«You  must  really  get  **  published — he  never  will 
rest  till  he  is  so.  He  is  just  gone  with  his  broken  head 
to  Lucca,  at  my  desire,  to  try  to  save  a  man  from  being 
burnt  The  Spanish  *  *  *,  that  has  her  petticoats  over 
Lucca,  had  actually  condemned  a  poor  devil  to  the 
stake,  for  stealing  the  wafer-box  out  of  a  church. 
Shelley  and  I,  of  course,  were  up  in  arms  against  this 
piece  of  piety,  and  hs^e  been  disturbing  every  body  to 
get  the  sentence  changed.  **  is  gone  to  see  what  can 
be  done. 


LETTER   CCGCLXXIIL 

TO  MR  SHELLET. 

«  December  xath,  iSai- 
l(  MY  DEAR  SHELLEY, 

M  Enclosed  is  a  note  for  you  from .     His  reasons 

are  all  very  true,  I  dare  say,  and  it  might  and  may  be 
of  personal  inconvenience  to  us.     But  that  does  not  ap- 

What  are  garlands  and  crowns  to  the  brow  that  is  wrinkled? 
'T  is  bnt  as  a  dead-flower  with  May-dew  besprinkled. 
Then  away  with  all  such  from  the  head  that  is  hoary ! 
What  care  I  for  the  wfeaths  that  can  only  give  glory? 

Oh  Fame !  if  I  e'er  took  deliglit  in  thy  praises, 
*T  was  less  for  the  sake  of  thy  hi^'h-sonnding  phrases, 
Than  to  see  the  bright  eyes  of  the  dear  One  discover 
She  thoaght  that  I  was  not  unworthy  to  love  her. 

There  chiefly  I  sought  thee,  there  only  I  found  thee ; 
Her  glance  was  the  best  of  the  rays  that  surround  thee ; 
When  it  sparkled  o'er  aught  that  was  bright  in  my  story, 
I  knew  it  was  love,  and  1  felt  it  was  glory. 
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|)ear  to  me  to  be  a  reason  to  allow  a  being  to  be  burnt 
without  trying  to  savebim.  To  save  him  by  any  means 
but  remonstrance^  is  of  course  out  of  the  question ;  but 
I  do  not  see  why  a  temperate  remonstrance  should  hurt 
any  one.  Lord  Guilford  is  the  man,  if  he  would  under- 
take it.  He  knows  the  Grand  Duke  personally,  and 
might,  perhaps,  prevail  upon  him  to  interfere.  IBut  as 
he  goes  to-morrow,  you  must  be  quick^  or  it  will 
be  useless.  Make  any  use  of  my  name  that  you 
please.  • 

«  Yours  ever,  etc.») 

LETTER    CCCCLXXIV. 

TO  MR  MOORE. 

i(  I  send  you  the  two  notes,  which  will  tell  you  the 
story  I  allude  to  of  the  Auto  da  Fe.  Shelley's  allusion 
to  his  *  fellow-serpent'  is  abuffooneryof  mine.  Goethe's 
Mephlstofilus  calls  the  serpent  who  tempted  Eve  '  my 
aunt  the  renowned  snake;'  and  I  always  insist  that  Shel- 
ley is  nothing  but  one  of  her  nephews,  walking  about 
on  the  tip  of  his  tail. » 

TO  LORD  BYROX. 

«  2  o'clock,  Tuesday  MomiD{r. 


((MY  DEAR  LORD, 


a  Although  Strongly  persuaded  that  the  story  must  be 
either  an  entire  fabrication,  or  so  gross  an  exaggeration 
as  to  be  nearly  so;  yet,  in  order  to  be  able  to  discover 
the  truth  beyond  all  doubt,  and  to  set  your  mind  quite 
at  rest,  I  have  taken  the  determination  to  go  myself  to 
Lucca  this  morning.  Should  it  prove  less  false  than 
/  am  convinceA  it  is,  I  shall  not  fail  to  exert  myself  in 
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every  way  that  I  can  imagine  may  have  any  success.    Be 
assured  of  this. 

«  Your  lordship's  most  truly, 

• 
«P.S. — ^To  prevent  fcavarc/a^e,  I  prefer  going  in  person 
to  sending  my  servant  with  a  letter.  It  is  better  for  you 
to  mention  nothing  (except,  of  course,  to  Shelley)  of  my 
excursion.  The  person  I  visit  there  is  one  on  whom  I 
can  have  every  dependence  in  every  way,  both  as  to  au- 
thority and  truth. » 

TO  LORD  BYRON.  * 

«  Thursday  Morning. 
4i  MY  DEAR  LORD  BYRON, 

u  I  hear  this  morning  that  the  design,  which  certainly 
had  been  in  contemplation,  of  burning  my  fellow-ser- 
pent, has  been  abandoned,  and  that  he  has  been  con- 
demned to  the  galleys.  Lord  Guilford  is  at  Leghorn ; 
and  as  your  courier  applied  to  me  to  know  whether  he 
ought  to  leave  your  letter  for  him  or  not,  I  have  thought 
it  best  since  this  information  to  tell  him  to  take  it  back. 

«  Ever  faithfully  yours, 

uP.B.  Sh£LLEY.>7 


LETTER  CCCCLXXV. 

i 
TO  SIR  WALTER  SCOTT,  BART. 

«  Pisa,  January  i3th,  1822. 
t(  MY  DEAR  SIR  WALTER, 

(( I  need  not  say  how  grateful  I  am  for  your  letter, 
but  I  must  own  my  ingratitude  in  not  having  written  to 
you  again  long  ago.  Since  I  left  England  (and  it  is  not  for 
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all  the  usual  term  of  transportation)  I  have  scribbled  to 
five  hundred  blockheads  on  business,  etc.,  v^ithout  dif- 
ficulty, thou(];h  with  no  great  pleasure ;  and  yet,  with 
the  notion  of  addressing  you  a  hundred  times  in  my 
head,  and  always  in  my  heart,  I  have  not  done  what  I 
ought  to  have  done.  I  can  only  account  for  it  on  the 
same  principle  of  tremulous  anxiety  with  which  one 
sometimes  makes  love  to  a  beautiful  woman  of  oarx>wn 
degree,  with  whom  one  is  enamoured  in  good  earnest ; 
whereas,  we  attack  a  fresh-coloured  house-maid  without 
(I  speak,  of  course,  of  earlier  times)  any  sentimental  re- 
morse or  mitigation  of  our  virtuous  purpose. 

u  I  owe  to  you  far  more  than  the  usual  obligation 
for  the  courtesies  of  literature  and  common  friendship, 
for  you  went  out  of  your  way  in  181 7  to  do  me  a  service, 
when  it  required  not  merely  kindness,  but  courage  to  do 
so ;  to  have  been  recorded  by  you  in  such  a  manner 
would  have  been  a  proud  memorial  at  any  time,  but  at 
such  a  time,  when  ^All  the  world  and  his  wife,' as  the 
proverb  goes,  were  trying  to  trample  upon  me,  was 
something  still  higher  to  my  self-esteem, — I  allude  to 
the  Quarterly  Review  of  the  Third  Canto  of  Childe 
Harold,  which  Murray  told  me  was  written  by  you, — 
and,  indeed,  I  should  have  known  it  without  his  infor- 
mation, as  there  could  not  be  two  who  could  and  would 
have  done  this  at  the  time.  Had  it  been  a  common 
criticism,  however  eloquent  or  panegyrical,  I  should 
have  felt  pleased,  undoubtedly,  and  grateful,  but  not  to 
the  extent  which  the  extraordinary  good-heartedness  of 
the  whole  proceeding  must  induce  in  any  mind  capable 
of  such  sensations.  The  very  tardiness  of  this  acknow- 
ledgment will,  at  least,  show  that  I  have  not  forgotten 
the  obligation ;  and  I  can  assure  you  that  my  sense  of 
ii  has  been  out  at  compound  interest  during  the  delay. 
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I  shall  only  add  one  word  upon  the  suhject,  which  is 
that  I  think  that  you,  and  Jeffrey,  and  Lei^h  Hunt,  were 
the  only  literary  men  of  numbers  whom  I  know  (and 
some  of  whom  I  had  served),  who  dared  venture  even  an 
anonymous  word  in  my  favour  just  then ;  and  that,  of 
those  three,  I  had  never  seen  one  at  all — of  the  second 
much  less  than  I  desired — and  that  the  third  was  under 
no  kind^of  oblig^ation  to  me  whatever;  while  the  fu;o  other 
had  been  actually  attacked  by  me  on  a  former  occa- 
sion ;  one,  indeed,';with  some  provocation,  but  the  other 
wantonly  enough.    So  you  see  you  have  been  heaping 
'coals of  fire,  etc' in  the  true  gospel  manner,  and  lean  as- 
sure you  that  they  have  burnt  down  to  my  very  heart. 
al  am  glad  that  you  accepted  the  inscription.     I 
meant  to  have  inscribed   'the  Foscarini'  to  you  in- 
stead; but  first,  I  heard  that  'Cain '  was  thought  the  least 
had  of  the  two  as  a  composition ;  and,  2dly,  I  have 
abused  S  *    *  like  a  pickpocket,^in  a  note  to  the  Fos- 
carini,  and  I  recollected  that  he  is  a  friend  of  yours 
(though  not  of  mine),  and  that  it  would  not  be  the  hand- 
some thing  to  dedicate  to  one  friend  any  thing  con- 
taining such  matters  about  another.  However,  111  work 
the  Laureate  before  I  have  done  with  him,  as  soon  as  I 
can  muster  Billingsgate  therefor.     I  like  a  row,  and  al- 
ways did  from  a  boy,  in  the  course  of  which  propensity, 
I  must  needs  say,  that  I  have  found  it  the  most  easy  of 
all  to  be  gratified,  personally  and  poetically.    You  dis- 
claim 'jealousies ;'  but  I  would  ask  as  Boswell  did  of 
Johnson,  'of  whom  could  you  be  jealous F — of  none  of 
the  living,  certainly,  and  (taking  all  and  all  into  consi- 
deration) of  which  of  th«  dead?  I  don't  like  to  bore  you 
about  the  Scotch  novels  (as  they  call  them,  though  two 
of  them  are  wholly  English,  and  the  rest  half  so),  but 
nothing  can  or  could  ever  persuade  me,  since  I  was  the 
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first  ten  minutes  in  your  company,  that  you  are  not  the 
man.  To  me  those  novels  have  so  much  of '  Auld  lang 
syne'  (I  was  hred  a  canny  Scot  till  ten  years  old)  that  I 
never  move  writhout  them ;  and  when  I  removed  from 
Ravenna  to  Pisa  the  other  day,  and  sent  on  my  library 
before,  they  were  the  only  books  that  I  kept  by  ine,  al- 
though I  already  have  them  by  heart. 

«  January  aytli,  1833. 

u  I  delayed  till  now  concluding,  in  the  hope  that  I 
should  have  got '  the  Pirate,'  who  is  under  way  for  me, 
but  has  not  yet  hove  in  sight.  I  hear  that  your  daugh- 
ter is  married,  and  I  suppose  by  this  time  you  are  half 
a  grandfather — a  young  one,  by  the^way.  I  have  heard 
great  things  of  Mrs  Lockhart's  persona  and  mental 
charms,  and  much  good  of  her  lord  :  that  you  may  live 
to  see  as  many  novel  JScotts  as  there  are  Scotts'  novels,  is 
the  very  bad  pun,  but  sincere  wish  of 

u  Yours  ever  most  affectionately,  etc. 

aP.S. — Why  dont  you  take  a  turn  in  Italy?  You 
would  find  yourself  as  well  known  and  as  welcome 
as  in  the  Highlands  among  the  natives.  As  for  the 
English,  you  would  be  with  them  as  in  London ;  and  I 
need  not  add,  that  I  should  be  delighted  to  see  you 
again,  which  is  far  more  than  I  shall  ever  feel  or  say  for 
England,  or  (with  a  few  exceptions  'of  kith,  kin,  and 
allies')  any  thing  that  it  contains.  But  my '  heart  warms 
to  the  tartan,'  or  to  any  thing  of  Scotland,  which  re- 
minds me  of  Abei'deen  and  other  parts  not  so  far  from 
the  Highlands  as  that  town,  about  Invercauld  and 
Braemar,  where  I  was  sent  to  drink  goat's  fey  in  1795-6, 
in  consequence  of  a  threatened  decline  after  the  scarlet 
fever.  But  I  am  gossiping,  so,  good  night — and  the  gods 
he  with  your  dreams  I 
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u  Pray  present  my  respects  to  Lady  Scott,  who  may 
perhaps  recollect  having  seen  me  in  town  in  18 15. 

« I  see  that  one  of  your  supporters  (for,  like  Sir  Hilde- 
brand,  I  am  fond  of  Guillin)  is  a  mermaid;  it  is  my  cres^ 
too,  and  with  precisely  the  same  curl  of  tail.  There 's 
concatenation  for  you! — I  am  huilding  a  little  cutter  at 
Genoa,  to  go  a  cruising  in  the  summer.  I  know  you 
like  the  sea  too.n 


LETTER  CGGCLXXVL 

TO .* 

ftPisa,  February  6th,  1822. 

u  '  Try  back  the  deep  lane,'  till  we  find  a  publisher 
for  'the  Vision;'  and  if  none  such  is  to  be  found,  print 
fifty  copies  at  my  expense,  distribute  them  amongst  my 
acquaintance,  and  you  will  soon  see  that  the  booksel- 
lers will  publish  them  even  if  we  opposed  them.  That 
they  are  now  afraid  is  natural ;  but  I  do  not  see  that  I 
ought  to  give  way  on  that  account.  I  know  nothing  of 
Rivington's  'Remonstrance'  by  the  'eminent  Ghurch- 
man ;'  but  I  suppose  be  wants  a  living.  I  once  heard  of 
a  preacher  at  Kentish- town  against  '  Gain.'  The  same 
outcry  was  raised  against  Priestley,  Hume,  Gibbon, 
Voltaire,  and  all  the  men  who  dared  to  put  tithes  to 
the  question. 

«  I  have  got  S 's  pretended  reply,  to  which  I  am 

surprised  that  you  do  not  allude.  What  remains  to  be 
done  is,  to  call  him  out.  Hie  question is,;Would  he  come? 
for,  if  he  would  not,  the  whole  thing  would  appear  ri- 

*  This  letter  has  been  already  published,  yiith  a  few  others,  in  a  peri, 
odical  work,  and  is  known  to  have  been  addressed  to  the  late  Mr  Dou- 
glas  Kinnaird. 
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diculous,  if  I  were  to  take  a  lon^  and  expensive  jour- 
ney to  no  purpose. 

u  You  must' be  my  second,  and^  as  such,  I  wish  to  con- 
sult you. 

« I  apply  to  you,  as  one  well  versed  in  the  duello,  or 
monomachie.  Of  course  I  shall  come  to  Eng[land  as 
privately  as  possible,  and  leave  it  (supposing  that  I  was 
the  survivor)  in  the  same  manner;  having  no  other 
object  which  could  bring  me  to  that  country  except  to 
settle  quarrels  accumulated  during  my  absence. 

c(  By  the  last  post  I  transmitted  to  you  a  letter  upon 
some  Rochdale  toll  business, from  which  there  are  mo- 
neys in  prospect.  My  agent  says  two  thousand  pounds, 
but  supposing  it  to  be  only  one^  or  even  one  hundredy 
still  they  be  moneys ;  and  I  have  lived  long  enough  to 
have  an  exceeding  respect  for  the  smallest  current  coin 
of  any  realm,  or  the  least  sum,  which,  although  I  may 
not  want  it  myself,  may  do  something  for  others  who 
may  need  it  more  than  I. 

a  They  say  that  'Knowledge  is  Power;' — I  used  to 
think  so ;  but  I  now  know  that  they  meant  '  money ;' 
and  when  Socrates  declared,  that  all  he  knew  was,  Uhat 
he  knew  nothing,'  he  merely  intended  to  declare,  that 
he  had  not  a  drachm  in  the  Athenian  world. 

a  The  circulars  are  arrived,  and  circulating  like  the 
vortices  (or  vortex's)  of  Descartes.  Still  I  have  a  due 
care  of  the  needful,  and  keep  a  look  out  a-head^  as  my 
notions  upon  the  score  of  moneys  coincide  with  yours, 
and  with  all  men's  who  have  lived  to  see  that  every 
guinea  is  a  philosopher's-stone,  or  at  least  his  touch- 
stone. You  will  doubt  me  the  less,  when  I  pronounce 
my  firm  belief,  that  Cash  is  Virtue, 

«  I  cannot  reproach  myself  with  much  expenditure  : 
my  only  extra  expense  ^aud  it  is  more  than  I  have  spent 
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upon  myself)  being  a  loan  of  two  hundred  and  fifty 

pounds  to ;  and  fifty  pounds'  worth  of  furniture, 

which  I  have  bought  for  him ;  and  a  boat  which  1  am 
building  for  myself  at  Genoa,  which  will  cost  about  a 
hundred  pounds  more. 

u  But  to  return.  I  am  determined  to  have  all  the  mo- 
neys I  can,  whether  by  my  own  funds,  or  succession,  or 
lawsuit^  or  MSS.,  or  any  lawful  means  whatever. 

« I  will  pay  (though  with  the  sincerest  reluctance)  my 
remaining  creditors,  and  every  man  of  law^  by  instal- 
ments from  the  award  of  the  arbitrators. 

« I  recommend  to  you  the  notice  in  Mr  Hanson's 
letter,  on  the  demand  of  moneys  for  the  Rochdale 
tolls. 

a  Above  all,  I  recommend  my  interests  to  your  ho- 
nourable worship. 

ii  Recollect,  too,  that  I  expect  some  moneys  for  the 
various  MSS.  (no  matter  what);  and,  in  short,  'Rem 
ifuocunque  tnodo^  Rem !' — the  noble  feeling  of  cupidity 
grows  upon  us  with  our  years. 

"Yours  ever,  etc.w 


LETTER  CGCGLXXVII. 

TO  MR  MURRAY. 

<c  Pisa,  February  8di,  1822. 

Ii  Attacks  upon  me  were  to  be  expected,  but  I  perceive 
one  upon  you  in[  the  papers  which  T  confess  that  I  did 
not  expect.  How,  or  in  what  manner,  you  can  be  con- 
sidered responsible  for  what  /  publish,  I  am  at  a  loss  to 
conceive. 

« If '  Cain'  be  '  blasphemous/  Paradise  Lost  is  blas- 
^Jiemous;  and  the  very  words  of  the  Oxford  gentleman^ 
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^  £vil,  be  thou  my  ^ood,'  are  from  that  very  poem, 
from  the  mouth  of  Satan  ;  and  is  there  any  thin^  more 
in  that  of  Lucifer  in  tlie  Mystery?  Gain  is  nothing 
more  than  a  drama,  not  a  piece  of  argument.  If  Lu- 
cifer and  Gain  speak  as  the  first  murderer  and  the  first 
rebel  may  be  supposed  to  speak,  surely  all  the  rest  of 
the  personages  talk  also  according  to  their  characters 
— and  the  stronger  passions  have  ever  been  permitted 
to  the  drama. 

M I  have  even  avoided  introducing  the  Deity  as  iu 
Scripture  (though  Milton  does,  and  not  very  wisely 
either),  but  have  adopted  his  angel  as  sent  to  Gain  in- 
stead, on  purpose  to  avoid  shocking  any  feelings  on  the 
subject  by  falling  short  of  what  all  uninspired  men 
must  fall  short  in,  viz.,  giving  an  adequate  notion  of 
the  effect  of  the  presence  of  Jehovah.  The  old  Mys- 
teries introduced  him  liberally  enough,  and  all  this  is 
avoided  in  the  new  one. 

« The  attempt  to  bully  you^  because  they  think  it 
won't  succeed  with  me,  seems  to  me  as  atrocious  an 
attempt  as  ever  disgraced  the  times.  What!  when 
Gibbon's,  Hume's,  Priestley's,  and  Drummond's  pub- 
lishers have  been  allowed  to  rest  in  peace  for  seventy 
years,  are  you  to  be  singled  out  for  a  work  of  Jiction, 
not  of  history  or  argument?  There  must  be  something 
at  the  bottom  of  this — some  private  enemy  of  your  own : 
it  is  otherwise  incredible. 

u  I  can  only  say, '  Me,  me;  en  adsum  qui  feci;' — that 
any  proceedings  directed  against  you,  I  beg,  may  be 
transferred  to  me,  who  am  willing,  and  ought^  to  en- 
dure them  all; — that  if  you  have  lost  money  by  the  pub- 
lication, I  will  refund  any  or  all  of  the  copyright;— 
that  I  desire  you  will  say  that  both  you  and  Mr  Giffbrd 
remonstrated  against  the  publication,  as  also  Mr  Hob- 
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house; — that  /  alone  occasioned  it,  and  I  alone  am  the 
person  who,  either  legally  or  otherwise,  should  hear 
the  hurden.  If  they  prosecute,  I  will  come  to  England ; 
that  is,  if,  by  meeting  it  in  my  own  person,  I  can  save 
yours.  Let  me  know.  You  sha'n^t  suffer  for  me,  if  I 
can  help  it.     Make  any  use  of  this  letter  you  please. 

u  Yours  ever,  etc. 
«  P.S. — I  write  to  you  about  all  this  row  of  bad  pas- 
sions and  absurdities  with  the  summer  moon  (for  here 
our  winter  is  clearer  than  your  dog-days)  lighting  the 
winding  Arno,  with  all  ber  buildings  and  bridges, — so 
quiet  and  still !  What  nothings  are  we  before  the  least  of 
these  stars !» 


LETTER  CCCCLXXVIIL 

TO   MR  MOORE. 

«  Pisa,  February  19th,  1822. 

(I  I  am  rather  surprised  not  to  have  had  an  answer  to 
my  letter  and  packets.  Lady  Noel  is  dead,  and  it  is  not 
impossible  that  I  may  have  to  go  to  England  to  settle 
the  division  of  the  Wentworth  property,  and  what  por- 
tion Lady  B.  is  to  have  out  of  it;  all  which  was  left  un- 
decided by  the  articles  of  separation.  But  I  hope  not, 
if  it  can  be  done  without, — and  I  have  written  to  Sir 
Francis  Burdett  to  be  my  referee,  as  he  knows  the 
property. 

f(  Continue  to  address  here,  as  I  shall  not  go  if  I  can 
avoid  it—  at  least,  not  on  that  account.  But  I  may  on 
another ;  for  I  wrote  to  Douglas  Kinnaird  to  convey  a 
message  of  invitation  to  Mr  Southey  to  meet  me,  either 
in  England,  or  (as  less  liable  to  interruption)  on  the 
coast  of  France.  This  was  about  a  fortnight  ago,  and  1 
yoL,  IV.  11 
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have  not  yet  had  time  to  have  the  answer.  However. 
you  shallhavedue  notice;  therefore  continue  to  address 
to  Pisa. 

u  My  agents  and  trustees  have  written  to  me  to  desire 
that  I  would  take  the  name  directly,  so  that  I  am  yours 
very  truly  and  affectionately, 

«  Noel  Btron. 

«  P.S. — I  have  had  no  news  from  England,  except  on 
business;  and  merely  know,  from  some  abuse  in  that 
faithful  ex  and  c/e-tractor  Galigfnani,  that  the  clergy  are 
up  against  ^  Cain.'  There  is  (if  I  am  not  mistaken) 
some  good  church  preferment  on  the  Wentworth  es- 
tates ;  and  I  will  show  them  what  a  good  Christian  I 
am,  by  patronising  and  preferring  the  most  pious  of 
their  order,  should  opportunity  occur. 

«  M.  and  I  are  but  little  in  correspondence,  and  I 
know  nothing  of  literary  matters  .§t  present.  '  I  have 
been  writing  on  business  only  lately.  What  are  you 
about?  Be  assured  that  there  is  no  sqch  coalition  as 
you  apprehend. w 


LETTER  CCCCLXXIX. 

TO   MR    MOORE. 

«  Pisa,  February  aoih,  182a.' 
«  Your  letter  arrived  since  1  wrote  the  enclosed.  It  is 
not  likely,  as  I  have  appointed  agents  and  arbitrators 
for  the  Noel  estates,  that  I  should  proceed  to  England 
on  that  account, — though  I  may  upon  another,  within 
stated.  At  any  rate  continue  you  to  address  here  till 
you  hear  further  from  me.     I  could  wish  you  still  to 

'  The  preceding  leiter  c%ia«  %iMiVo%«d  ia  this. 
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arrangre  for  me,  either  with  a  London  or  Paris  pub- 
lisher, for  the  things,  etc.  I  shall  not  quarrel  with  any 
arrangement  you  may  please  to  make. 

c<  I  have  appointed  Sir  Francis  Burdett  my  arbitrator 
to  decide  on  Lady  Byron's  allowance  out  of  the  Noel 
estates,  which  are  estimated  at  seven  thousand  a  year, 
and  rents  very  well  paid, — a  rare  thing  at  this  time.  It 
is,  however,  owing  to  their  consisting  chiefly  in  pasture 
lands,  and  therefore  less  affected  by  corn  bills,  etc.  than 
properties  in  tillage. 

«  Believe  me  yours  ever  most  affectionately, 

«  Noel  Btron. 

»<  Between  my  own  property  in  the  funds,  and  my 
wife's  in  land,  I  do  not  know  which  side  to  cry  out  on 
in  politick. 

((There  is  nothing  against  the  immortality  of  the 
soul  in  ^  Gain'  that  1  recollect.  I  hold  no  such  opinions; 
— but,  in  a  drama,  the  first  rebel  and  the  first  murderer 
must  be  made  to  talk  according  to  their  characters. 
However,  the  parsons  are  all  preaching  at  it,  from 
Kentish  Town  and  Oxford  to  Pisa; — the  scoundrels  of 
priests,  who  do  more  barm  to  religion  than  all  the  in- 
fidels that  ever  forgot  their  catechisms ! 

a  I  have  not  seen  Lady  Noel's  death  announced  in 
Galignani. — How  is  that?» 


LETTER   CCGGLXXX. 

TO   MR    MOORE. 


% 
<c  Pisa,  February  28th,  1822. 

(4 1  begin  to  think  that  the  packet  (a  heavy  one)  of  five 
acts  of  'Werner,'  etc.  can  hardly  have  reacVveA^wx-^Sajc 
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your  letter  of  last  week  (which  I  answered)  did  not  al- 
lude to  it,  and  yet  I  insured  it  at  the  post-office  here. 

u  I  have  no  direct  news  from  Eng^land,  except  on  the 
Noel  business,  which  is  proceeding  quietly,  as  I  have 
appointed  a  gentleman  (SirF.Burdett)  for  my  arbitrator. 
They,  too,  have  said  that  they  will  recall  the  lawyer 
whom  they  had  chosen,  and  will  name  a  gentleman  too. 
This  is  better,  as  the  arran^jement  of  the  estates  and  of 
liddy  B.'s  allowance  will  thus  be  settled  without  quib- 
bling. My  lawyers  are  taking  out  a  licence  for  the 
name  and  arms,  which  it  seems  I  am  to  endue. 

u  By  another,  and  indirect,  quarter,  I  hear  that '  Cain' 
has  been  pirated,  and  that  the  Chancellor  has  refused 
to  yive  Murray  any  redress.  Also,  that  G.  R.  {your 
friend  'Ben')  has  expressed  great  personal  indignation 
at  the  said  poem.  All  this  is  curious  enough,  I  think, 
— after  allowing  Priestley,  Hume,  and  Gibbon,  and  Bo- 
lingbroke  and  Voltaire,  to  be  published,  without  depriv- 
ing the  booksellers  of  their  rights.  I  heard  from  Rome 
a  day  or  two  ago,  and,  with  what  truth  I  know  not, 
that*  *  *. 

«  Yours,  etc.u 


LETTER  CCCCLXXXI. 

TO   MR    MOORE. 

•  Pisa,  March  ist,  183a. 

«  As  I  still  have  no  news  of  my  *  Werner,'  etc.  packet) 

sent  to  you  on  the  29th  of  January,  I  continue  to  bore 

you  (for  the  fifth  time,  1  believe),  to  know  whether  it  has 

not  miscarried.     As  it  was  fairly  copied  out,  it  will  be 

vexatious  if  it  be  lost.    InAeeA^  \  \i\%uxed  it  at  the  post- 
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office  to  make  them  take  mdre  care,  and  directed  it 
regularly  to  you  at  Paris. 

ttin  the  impartial  Galignani  I  perceive  an  extract 
from  Blackwood's  Magazine,  in  which  it  is  said  that 
there  are  people  who  have  discovered  that  you  and  I  are 
no  poets.  With  regard  to  one  of  us,  I  know  that  this 
north-west  passage  to  my  magnetic  pole  had  heen  long 
discovered  hy  some  sages,  and  I  leave  them  the  full 
benefit  of  their  penetration.  I  think,  as  Gibbon  says  of 
his  History,  'that,  perhaps,  a  hundred  years  hence  it 
may  still  continue  to  be  abused.'  However,  I  am  far 
from  pretending  to  compete  or  compare  with  that  il- 
lustrious literary  character. 

«  But,  with  regard  to  you,  I  thought  that  you  had 
always  been  allowed  to  be  a  poet,  even  by  the  stupid  as 
well  as  the  envious — a  bad  one,  to  be  sure — immoral, 
florid,  Asiatic,  and  diabolically  popular, — but  still  al- 
ways a  poet,  nem.  con.  This  discovery,  therefore,  has 
to  me  all  the  grace  of  novelty,  as  well  as  of  consolation 
(according  to  Kochefoucault)  to  find  myself  no-poetized 
in  such  good  company.  I  am  content  to  'err  with  Plato,' 
and  can  assure  you  very  sincerely,  that  I  would  rather 
be  received  a  non-poet  with  you,  than  be  crowned  with 
all  the  bays  of  (the  je^uncrowned)  Lakers  in  their  so- 
ciety.    I  believe  you  think  better  of  those  worthies  than 

I  do.    I  know  them  *  *  *  *  *  * 

*  *  *  * 

«  As  for  Southey,  the  answer  to  my  proposition  of  a 
meeting  is  not  yet  come.  I  sent  the  message,  with  a 
short  note,  to  him  through  Douglas  Kinnaird,  and 
Douglas's  response  is  not  arrived.  If  he  accepts,  I  shall 
have  to  go  to  England;  but  if  not,  I  do  not  think  the 
Noel  affairs  will  take  me  there,  as  the  arbitrators  can 
settle  them  without  my  presence,  and  there  do  not  seem 
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to  be  asT  iiiifficnldes.  Tbe  Ikrace  far  Ac  new  name 
and  aimoriai  beano^  will  be  taken  out  by  the  regular 
applWatfoa.  in  focfi  cases,  lo  the  Crown,  and  sent  to  me. 
s  b  tlKre  a  bope  of  seeing  yon  in  Italr  agam  erer? 
What  are  too  doing?— ^Otfrcf  by  me.  1  know:  bat  I  ha^e 
explained  spArr  before.  1  hare  no  correspondence  now 
with  London,  except  throng^  relations  aad  lawyers  and 
one  or  two  friends.  My  greatest  friend.  Lord  Clare, 
is  at  Rome :  we  met  on  the  road,  and  onr  meeting  was 
quite  sentimental — reaihr  pathetic  on  both  sides.  I 
have  always  loved  him  better  than  any  male  thing  in 
the  world." 

The  preceding  was  eodosed  in  that  which  follows. 


LETTER  CCCCLXXXIL 

TO   MR   MOORE. 

•  Pisa,  March  4th,  i8a2. 

u  Since  I  wrote  the  enclosed,  I  have  waited  another 
post,  and  now  have  your  answer  acknowledging  the 
arrival  of  tlie  packet—  a  troublesome  one,  I  fear,  to  you 
in  more  ways  than  one,  both  from  weight  external  and 
int(!rnal. 

«Tlie  unpublished  things  in  your  hands,  in  Douglas 
K.'s  and  Mr  John  Murray's,  are  MIeaven  and  Earth,  a 
lyrical  kind  of  Drama  upon  the  Deluge,  etc.;'— 'Werner,* 
now  Willi  you; — a  translation  of  the  First  Canto  of  the 
Morgante  Maggiore; — ditto  of  an  Episode  in  Dante;— 
some  stanzas  to  the  Po,  June  ist,  1819;  —  Hints  from 
Horace,  written  in  1811,  but  a  good  deal,  since,  to  be 
omitted; — several  prose  things,  which  may,  perhaps,  as 
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well  remain  unpublished ; — '  The  Vision,  etc.  of  Quevedo 
Redivivus'  in  verse. 

«  Here  you  see  is  '  more  matter  for  a  May  morning ;' 
but  how  much  of  this  can  be  published  is  for  considera- 
tion. The  Quevedo  (one  of  my  best  in  that  line)  has 
appalled  the  Row  already,  and  must  take  its  chance  at 
Paris,  if  at  all.  The  new  Mystery  is  Jess  speculative  than 
*  Gain,'  and  very  pious;  besides,  it  is  chiefly  lyrical.  The 
Morgante  is  the  beit  translation  that  ever  was  or  will  be 
made ;  and  the  rest  are — whatever  you  please  to  think 
them« 

«  I  am  sorry  you  think  Werner  even  approaching  to 
any  fitness  for  the  stage,  which,  with  my  notions  upon 

Sis  very  far  from  my  present  object.     With  regard  to 
e  publication,  I  have  already  explained  that  I  have  no 
*  exorbitant  expectations  of  either  fame  or  profit  in  the 
presentinstances;  but  wish  them  published  because  they 
are  written,  which  is  the  common  feeling  of  all  scrib- 
blers. 

«  With  respect  to  '  Religion,'  can  I  never  convince  you 
that  /  have  no  such  opinions  as  the  characters  in  that 
drama,  which  seems  to  have  frightened  every  body? 
Yet  they  are  nothing  to  the  expressions  in  Goethe's  Faust 
(which  are  ten  times  hardier),  and  not  a  whit  more  bold 
than  those  of  Milton's  Satan.  My  ideas  of  a  character 
may  run  away  with  rqe:  like  all  imaginative  men,  I,  of 
course,  embody  myself  with  the  chraracter  while  I  draw 
it,  but  not  a  moment  after  the  pen  is  from  off  the  paper. 

«  I  am  no  enemy  to  religion,  but  the  contrary.  As  a 
proof,  I  am  educating  my  natural  daughter  a  strict  Ga- 
tholic  in  a  convenjt  of  Romagna,  for  1  think  people  can 
never  have  enough  of  religion,  if  they  are  to  have  any. 
I  incline,  myself,  very  much  toMhe  Gatholic  doctrines; 
but  if  1  am  to  write  a  drama,  I  must  make  my  characters 
speak  35  J  coaceive  them  likely  to  at^we. 
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a  As  to  poor  Shelley,  who  is  another  bag^bear  to  you 
and  the  world,  he  is,  to  my  knowledg;e,  the  leetst  selfish 
and  the  mildest  of  men — a  man  who  has  made  more 
sacriBces  of  his  fortune  and  feelings  for  others  than  any 
I  ever  heard  of.  With  his  speculative  opinions  I  have 
nothing  in  common,  nor  desire  to  have. 

«  The  truth  is,  my  dear  Moore,  you  live  near  the  stove 
of  society,  where  you  are  unavoidably  influenced  by  its 
heat  and  its  vapours.  I  did  so  once — and  too  much — 
and  enough  to  give  a  colour  to  my  whole  future  ex- 
istence. As  my  success  in  society  was  not  inconsider- 
able, I  am  surely  not  a  prejudiced  judge  upon  the 
subject,  unless  in  its  favour;  but  I  think  it,  as  now  con- 
stituted, yofa/  to  all  great  original  undertakings  of  eveor 
kind.  I  never  courted  it  then,  when  I  was  young  and 
high  in  blood,  and  one  of  its  ^curled  darlings;^  and  do 
you  think  I  would  do  so  now,  when  I  am  living  in  a 
clearer  atmosphere?  One  thing  only  might  lead  me 
back  to  it,  and  that  is,  to  try  once  more  if  I  could  do 
any  good  in  politics;  but  not  in  the  petty  politics  I  see 
now  preying  upon  our  miserable  country. 

a  Do  not  let  me  be  misunderstood,  however.  If  you 
speak  your  own  opinions,  they  ever  had,  and  will  have, 
the  greatest  weight  with  me.  But  if  you  merely  echo 
the  '  monde'  (and  it  is  difficult  not  to  do  so,  being  in  its 
favour  and  its  ferment),  I  can  only  regret  that  you 
should  ever  repeat  any  thing  to  which  I  cannot  pay 
attention. 

«  But  I  am  prosing.  The  gods  go  with  you,  and  as 
much  immortality  of  all  kinds  as  may  suit  your  present 
and  all  other  existence. 

«  Yours,  etc.» 
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LETTER  CCGCLXXXIII. 

TO  MR  MOORE. 

MPisa,  March  6th,  1823, 

«  The  enclosed  letter  from  Murray  hath  melted  me; 
though  I  think  it  is  ag^ainsthis  own  interest  to  wish  that 
I  should  conffnue  his  connexion.  You  may,  therefore, 
send  him  the  packet  of  '  Werner,'  which  will  save  you 
all  further  trouble.  And  pray,  can  you  forgive  me  for 
the  bore  and  expense  I  have  already  put  upon  you?  At 
least,  say  so — for  1  feel  ashamed  of  having  given  you  so 
much  for  such  nonsense. 

a  The  fact  is,  I  cannot  keep  my  resentments^  though 
violent  enough  in  their  onset.  Besides,  now  that  all 
the  world  are  at  Murray  on  my  account,  I  neither  can 
nor  ought  to  leave  him;  unless,  as  I  really  thought,  it 
were  better  for  him  that  I  should. 

«  I  have  had  no  other  news  from  England,  except  a 
letter  from  Barry  Cornwall,  the  bard,  and  my  old  school- 
fellow. Though  I  have  sickened  you  with  letters  lately, 
believe  me 

tt  Yours,  etc. 

«  P.S.— In  your  last  letter  you  say,  speaking  of  Shel- 
ley, that  you  would  almost  prefer  the  '  damning  bigot* 
to  the '  annihilating  infidel.''  Shelley  believes  in  immor- 
tality, however— but  this  by  the  way.  Do  you  remem- 
ber Frederick  the  Great's  answer  to  the  remonstrance  of 
the  villagers  whose  curate  preached  against  the  eternity 
of  hell's  torments?  It  was  thus : — '  If  my  faithful  sub- 
jects of  Schrausenhaussen  prefer  being  eternally  damn- 
ed, let  them!')) 

*  It  vill  be  seen,  from  the  extract  I  shall  give  presently  of  the  passage 
to  which  he  refers,  that  he  wholly  mistook  my  meaning. 


I 
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«  Of  the  two,  I  should  think  the  long  sleep  better  than 
the  agonized  vigil.  But  men,  miserable  as  they  are,  cling 
so  to  anything  like  life,  that  they  probably  would  prefer 
damnation  to  quiet.  Besides,  they  think  themselves  so 
important  in  the  creation,  that  nothing  less  can  satisfy 
their  pride — the  insects!)) 

It  is  Dr  Clarke,  I  think,  who  gives,  in  his  Travels,  ra^ 
ther  a  striking  account  of  a  Tartar  whoA  he  once  saw 
exercising  a  young,  fiery  horse,  upon  a  spot  of  ground 
almost  surrounded  by  a  steep  precipice,  and  describes 
the  wantonness  of  courage  with  which  the  rider,  as  if 
delighting  in  his  own  peri,l,  would^  at  times,  dash,  with 
loose  rein,  towards  the  giddy  verge.  Something  of  the 
same  breathless  apprehension  with  which  the  traveller 
viewed  that  scene  did  the  unchecked  daring  of  Byron's 
genius  inspire  in  all  who  watched  its  course, — causing 
them,  at  the  same  moment,  to  admire  and  tremble, 
and,  in  those  more  especially  who  loved  him,  awaken- 
ing a  sort  of  instinctive  impulse  to  rush  forward  and 
save  him  from  his  own  headlong  strength.  But,  how* 
ever  natural  it  was  in  friends  to  give  way  to  this  feeling, 
a  little  reflection  upon  his  now  altered  character  might 
have  forewarned  them  that  such  interference  would 
prove  as  little  useful  to  him  as  safe  for  themselves;  and 
it  is  not  without  some  surprise  I  look  back  upon  my 
own  temerity  and  presumption  in  supposing  that,  let 
loosQ  as  he  was  now,  in  the  full  pride  and  conscious- 
ness of  strength,  with  the  wide  regions  of  thought  out- 
stretching before  him,  any  representations  that  even 
friendship  could  make  would  have  the  power — or  oiight 
to  have— of  checking  him.  As  the  motives,  however, 
by  which  I  was  actuated  in  my  remonstrances  to  him 
may  be  left  to  speak  for  themselves,  I  shall,  without 
dwelling  any  further  upon  the  subject,  content  myself 
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with  laying  before  the  reader  a  few  such  extracts  from 
my  own  letters  at  this  period '  as  may  serve  to  explain 
some  allusions  in  those  just  g^iven. 

In  writings  to  me,  under  the  date  January  24th,  it 
will  he  recollected  that  he  says — u  be  assured  that  there 
is  no  such  c6alition  as  you  apprehend. »  The  following^ 
extracts  from  my  previous  communication  to  him  will 
explain  what  this  means : — u  I  heard  some  days  ago 
that  Leigh  Hunt  was  on  his  way  to  you  with  all  his  fa- 
mily ;  and  the  idea  seems  to  be,  that  you  and  Shelley 
and  he  are  to  conspire  together  in  the  Examiner.  I  can- 
not believe  this, — and  deprecate  such  a  plan  with  all 
my  might,  j^ione you  may  do  any  thing;  but  partner- 
ships in  fame,  like  those  in  trade,  make  the  strongest 
party  answerable  for  the  deficiencies  or  delinquencies 
of  the  rest,  and  I  tremble  even  for  you  with  such  a 
bankrupt  Co, — *  *  *.  They  are  both  clever  fellows, 
and  Shelley  I  look  upon  as  a  man  of  real  genius ;  but,  I 
must  again  say,  that  you  could  not  give  your  enemies 
(the  *  *  "^s,  '  et  hoc  genus  omne')  a  greater  triumph 
than  by  forming  such  an  unequal  and  unholy  alliance. 
You  are,  single-handed,  a  match  for  the  world, — which 
is  saying  a  good  deal^  the  world  being,  like  Briareus,  a 
very  many-handed  gentleman,— but,  to  be  so,  you  must 
stand  alone.  Recollect  that  the  scurvy  buildings  about 
St  Peter's  almost  seem  to  overtop  itself. » 

The  notices  of  Cain  in  my  letters  to  him,  were,  ac- 
cording to  their  respective  dates,  as  follow  : —  . 

«  September  3o(h,  182 1. 

c(  Since  writing  the  above,  I  have  read  Foscari  and 

*  It  should  have  been  mentioned  before,  that  to  the  courtesy  of  Lord 
Byron's  executor,  Mr  Hohbonse;  who  had  the  kindness  to  restore  to  me 
such  letters  of  mine  as  came  into  his  hands,  I  am  indebted  for  the  power 
of  producing  these  and  other  extracts. 
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Gain.  The  former  does  not  please  me  so  highly  as  Sar- 
danapalus.  It  has  the  fault  of  all  those  violent  Venetian 
stories, — beinc^  unnatural  and  improbable, add  therefore, 
in  spite  of  all  your  fine  management  of  them,  appealing 
but  remotely  to  one's  sympathies.  But  Cain  is  won- 
derful— terrible — never  to  be  forgotten.  If  I  am  not 
mistaken,  it  will  sink  deep  into  the  world's  heart ;  and 
while  many  will  shudder  at  its  blasphemy,  all  must 
fall  prostrate  before  its  grandeur.  Talk  of  j£schylus 
and  his  Prometheus ! — here  is  the  true  spirit  both  of  the 
Poet — and  the  Devil. » 

« Febmary  9di,  iSaa. 
u  Do  nof  take  it  into  your  head,  my  dear  B.,  that  the 
tide  is  at  all  turning  against  you  in  England.   Till  I  see 
some  symptoms  of  people  forgetting  you  a  little,  I  will 
not  believe  that  you  lose  ground.    As  it  is,  ^  te  veniente 
die,  te,  decedente,' — nothing  is  hardly  talked  of  but 
you';  and  though  good  people  sometimes  bless  them- 
selves when  they  mention  you,  it  is  plain  that  even 
they  think  much  more  about  you  than,  for  the  good  of 
their  souls,  they  ought.     Cain^  to  be  sure,  has  made  a 
sensation;  and,  grand  as  it  is,  I  regret,  for  many  rea- 
sons, you  ever  wrote  it.     *    *     *     For  myself,  I  would 
not  give  up  the  poetry  of  religion  for  all  the  wisest  re- 
sults that  philosophy  will  ever  arrive  at.      Particular 
sects  and  creeds  are  fair  game  enough  for  those  who  are 
anxious  enough  about  their  neighbours  to  meddle  with 
them;  but  our  faith  in  the  Future  is  a  treasure  not  so 
lightly  to  be  parted  with;  and  the  dream  of  immorta- 
lity (if  philosophers  will  have  it  a  dream)  is  one  that,  let 
us  hope,  we  shall  carry  into  our  last  sleep  with  us.n ' 

*  It  if  to  this  sentence  Lord  Byron  refers  at  the  conclusion  of  his  letter, 
March  4. 
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«  February  19th,  i8aa. 
«  I  have  written  to  the  Longmans  to  try  the  ground, 
for  I  do  not  think  Galignani  the  man  for  you.  The  only 
thing  he  can  do  is  what  we  can  do,  ourselves,  without 
him, — and  that  is,  employ  an  English  bookseller.  Paris, 
indeed,  might  be  convenient  for  such  refugee  works  as 
are  set  down  in  the  Index Expurgatorius  of  London;  and 
if  you  have  any  political  catamarans  to  explode,  this  is 
your  place.  But,  pmy,  let  thegi  be  only  political  ones. 
Boldness,  and  even  licence,  in  politics,  does  good, — 
actual,  present  good;  but,  in  religion,  it  profits  neither 
here  nor  hereafter ;  and,  for  myself,  such  a  horror  have 
I  of  both  extremes  on  this  subject,  that  I  know  not  which 
I  hate  most,  the  bold,  damning  hi  got,  or  the  bold,  an- 
nihilating infidel.  '  Furiosa  res  est  in  tenebris  impetus;' 
— and  much  as  we  are  in  the  dark,  even  the  wisest  of 
us,  upon  these  matters,  a  little  modesty,  in  unbelief  as 
well  as  belief,  best  becomes  us.  You  will  easily  guess 
that,  in  all  this,  I  am  thinking  not  so  much  of  you,  as 
of  a  friend  and,  at  present,  companion  of  yours,  whose 
influence  over  your  mind  (knowing  you  as  I  do,  and 
knowing  what  Lady  B.  ought  to  have  found  out,  that 
you  are  a  person  the  most  tractable  to  those  who  live 
with  you  that,  perhaps,  ever  existed)  I  own  I  dread  and 
deprecate  most  earnestly.))' 

*  This  passage  having  been  shown  by  Lord  Byron  to  Mr  Shelley,  the 
l;)tter  -wrote,  in  consequence,  a  letter  to  a  gentleman  with  whom  I  was 
then  in  habits  of  intimacy,  of  which  the  following  is  an  extract.  The 
zeal  and  openness  with  which  Shelley  always  professed  his  unbelief  ren- 
der any  scruple  that  might  otherwise  be  felt  in  giving  publicity  to  such 
ETowals  uunecessary ;  besides  which,  the  testimony  of  so  near  and  clear 
an  observer  to  the  state  of  Lord  Byron's  mind  upon  religious  subjects  is 
of  far  too  much  importance  to  my  object  to  be,  from  any  over-fastidi- 
ousness,  suppressed.  We  have  here,  too,  strikingly  exemplified,  ~and 
in  strong  contrast,  I  must  say,  to  the  line  taken  by  Mr  Hunt  in  sioiikv 
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a  March  i6tli,  1822. 
u  With  respect  to  our  Relig^ious  Polemics,  I  must  try- 
to  set  you  ri(j^ht  upoa  one  or  two  points.  In  the  first 
place^  I  do  not  identify  you  with  the  blasphemies  of  Gain- 
no  more  than  I  do  myself  with  the  impieties  of  my 
Mokanna, — all  I  wish  and  implore  is  that  you,  who  are 
such  a  powerful  manufacturer  of  these  thunderbolts, 
would  not  cAii^e  subjects  that  make  it  necessary  to  launch 
them.  In  the  next  place,  were  you  even  a  decided 
atheist,  I  could  not  (excep^t,  perhaps,  for  the  decision 
which  is  always  unwise)  blame  you.  I  could  only  pity, 
— knowing  from  experience  how  dreary  are  the  doubts 
with  which  even  the  bright,  poetic  view  I  am  myself 
inclined  to  take  of  mankind  and  their  destiny,  is  now 
and  then  clouded.     I  look  upon  Guvier's  book  to  be  a 

circumstaDces, — the  good>breediog,  gentle  temper  and  modesty  for 
which  Shelley  was  so  remarkable,  and  of  the  latter  of  which  qualities  in 
particular  the  undeserved  compliment  to  myself  affords  a  strong  illustra- 
tion, as  showing  how  little  this  true  poet  had  yet  learned  to  know  his  own 
place. 

«  Lord  Byron  has  read  me  one  or  two  letters  of  Moore  to  him,  in  which 
Moore  speaks  with  great  kindness  of  me ;  and  of  course  I  cannot  but  feel 
flattered  by  the  approbation  of  a  man,  my  inferiority  to  whom  I  am  proud 
to  acknowledge.  Amongst  other  things,  however,  Moore,  after  giving 
Lord  B.  much  good  advice  about  public  opinion,  etc.,  seems  to  deprecate 
my  influence  on  his  mind  on  the  subject  of  religion,  and  to  attribute  the 
tone  assumed  in  Cain  to  my  suggestions.  Moore  cautions  him  against 
any  influence  on  this  particular  with  the  most  friendly  zeal,  and  it  is 
plain  that  his  motive  springs  from  a  desire  of  benefiting  Lord  B.  without 
degrading  me.  1  think  you  know  Moore.  Pray  assure  him  that  I  have 
not.  the  smallest  influence  over  Lord  Byron  in  this  particular; — if  I  had, 
I  certainly  should  employ  it  to  eradicate  from  his  great  mind  the  delu- 
sions of  Christianity,  which,  in  spite  of  his  reason,  seem  perpetually  to 
recur,  and  to  lay  in  ambush  for  the  hours  of  sickness  and  distress.  Cain 
was  conceived  many  years  ago,  and  begun  before  I  saw  him  last  year  at 
Ravenna.  How  happy  should  I  not  be  to  attribute  to  myself,  however 
iadirectly,  any  participation  in  that  immortal  worklt 
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most  desolating  one  in  the  conclusions  to  whict  it  may 
lead  some  minds.  But  the  young,  the  simple, — all  those 
ivhose  hearts  one  would  like  to  keepunwithered,  trouble 
their  heads  but  little  about  Cuvier.  You^  however,  have 
embodied  him  in  poetry  which  every  one  reads;  and, 
like  the  wind,  blowing  '  where  you  list/  carry  this  deadly 
chill,  mixed  up  with  your  own  fragrance,  into  hearts 
that  should  be  visited  only  by  the  latter.  This  is  what 
I  regret,  and  what  with  all  my  influence  I  would  depre- 
cate a  repetition  of.     Now,  do  you  understand  me? 

«  As  to  your  solemn  peroration,  *  the  truth  is,  my  dear 
Moore,  etc.  etc' meaning  neither  more  nor  less  than  that 
I  give  into  the  cant  of  the  world,  it  only  proves,  alas ! 
the  melancholy  fact,  that  you  and  I  are  hundreds  of 
miles  asunder.  Could  you  hear  me  speak  my  opinions 
instead  of  coldly  reading  them,  I  flatter  myself  there  is 
still  enough  of  honesty  and  fun  in  this  face  to  remind 
you  that  your  friend  Tom   Moore, — whatever  else  he 

may  be, — is  no  Canter.w 

« 

LETTER    CCCCLXXXIV. 

TO    MR    MURRAY. 

«  Pisa,  March  6th,  1822! 
M  You  will  Jong  ago  have  received  a  letter  from  me 
(or  should),  declaring  my  opinion  of  the  treatment  jou 
have  met  with  about  the  recent  publication.  I  think  it 
disgraceful  to  those  who  have  persecuted  you.  I  make 
peace  with  you,  though  our  war  was  for  other  reasons 
than  this  same  controversy.  I  have  written  to  Moore 
by  this  post  to  forward  to  you  the  tragedy  of '  Werner.' 
1  shall  not  make  or  propose  any  present  bargain  about 
it  or  the  new  Mystery  till  we  see  if  they  succeed.     If 


^  # 


^♦•^  VTCM35  TF  Tat  A.  n.  tfci. 

duT'  inn'r  «^     T^iiriL  i*  cuir  miik^v  ^  yfia  ifas  oft  par: 
iod  I  iiioonwt  diw  is  biir  sLit.  if  timk  dbnae  I*  liak  k. 

«  Riumtiiu.  the  ^isieiiruisi  fodpttic.  wrao&  i»  ^k  to 
<ieMri»:  Sk  r.ake  mv  nose ;  I  .mueaaetL  an  eaaiinoB 
he  aim  &v%k  diac  ir  'iie  t'^insesm  Goieautk.  Be 
CakiAi  iMdu  soii  I  fiLtak  l£  wiiL  be  ^iiowed  Aat  Aon  is 
ksaoCk^U.  I  <i^il  make  yaa  a  pvcseac  of  tfen  lu^K 
fir>  flk«>-v  due  f  'iiMi't  bi!ar  ■laiyp.,  ja^  js  a  emmiftmsadtm 
ffur  the  frooiUe  asii  ypiaftfeie  yoa  bad  ahotlfcogwaid^ 
les't.  Of  AT  flfink  I  can  hardkf  jpeak.  ^Ecepc  &at  it  is 
thtsn^u.  ireiy  lik«  wlkst  I  tLaw  «■,  wUck  is  diflmnt 
fn^m  what  I  w».  oieomnt,  snce  yoa  saw  se.  The 
Kiilp<«>r  M  a  faBMM»  ««ie :  and  as  it  was  done  hj  kisamm 
partieolar  request,  wfll  be  done  weiL  pvohablr. 

«  What  htohe  daot  about  **  and  Ids  CooinicntaiT? 
He  will  die,  if  he  is  fi6€pobii»faed ;  he  will  be  damned,  if 
he  a  ;  hot  that  he  doo't  mind.     We  most  pahKsh  him. 

«  All  the  rtfw  about  me  has  no  otherwise  affected  me 
flian  hj  the  attack  opoD  yoarself,  which  is  nogeneious 
in  f^arcfa  and  State:  hot  as  all  Tiolence  must  in  time 
bare  its  propoitioizate  reaction,  yon  wiD  do  better  by 
nnd  by. 

«  Tours  Terv  tmly, 

uNoEL  BntON.ii 


LETTER  CCCCLXXXV. 

TO  MR  MOORE. 

KPlsa,  March  Sth,  1833. 
u  You  will  have  had  enoug^h  of  my  letters  by  this  time 
•    yet  one*  word  in  answer  to  your  present  missive.   You 
an*  quite  wron^f  in  thinkin(j[  that  your  *•  advicfi^  had  of- 
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fended  me;  but  I  have  already  replied  (if  not  answered) 
on  that  point. 

«  With  reg^ard  to  Murray,  as  I  really  am  the  meekest 
and  mildest  of  men  since  Moses  (thoug^h  the  public  and 
mine  '  excellent  wife'  cannot  find  it  out),  I  had  already 
pacified  myself  and  subsided  back  to  Albemarle-street, 
as  my  yesterday's  jepistle  will  have  informed  you.     But 
I  thoug;ht  that  I  had  explained  my  causes  of  bile — at 
least  to  you.     Some  instances  of  vacillation,  occasional 
neglect,  and  troublesome  sincerity,  real  or  imaf>ined, 
are  sufficient  to  put  your  truly  great  author  and  man 
into  a  passion.  But  reflection,  with  some  aid  from  belle- 
bore,  hath  already  cured  me  ^  pro  tempore  j'  and,  if  it 
had  not,  a  request  from  you  and  Hobi.ouse  would  have 
come  upon  me  like  two  out  of  the  ^  tribus  Anticyris,' — 
with  which,  however,  Horace  despairs  of  purging  a  poet. 
I  really  feel  ashamed  of  having  bored  you  so  frequently 
and  fully  of  late.     But  what  could  I  do?    You  are  «a 
friend — an  absent  one,  alas! — and  as  I  trust  no  one 
more,  I  trouble  you  in  proportion. 

u  This  war  of  ^  Church  and  State'  has  astonished  me 
more  than  it  disturbs ;  for  I  really  thought '  Cain'  a  spe* 
cnlative  and  hardy,  but  still  a  harmless,  production.    As 
I  said  before,  I  am  really  a  great  admirer  of  tangible 
religion;  and  am  breeding  one  of  my  daughters  a  Ca- 
tholic, that  she  may  have  her  bands  full.   It  is  by  far  the 
most  elegant  worship,  hardly  excepting  the  Greek  my- 
thology.    What  with  incense,  pictures,  statues,  altars, 
shrines,  relics,  and  the  real  presence,  confession,  absolu- 
tion,— there  is  something  sensible  to  grasp  at.     Besides, 
it  leaves  no  possibility  of  doubt;  for  those  who  swallow 
their  Deity,  really  and  truly,  in  transubstantiation,  can 
hardly  find  any  tiling  else  otherwise  than  easy  of  diges- 
tion. 

11. 


..1, 

i:  \i,  yt  yi' .  isnr  nr  unx  «!  ^uac  is  k»  g^mai  id 
^,:  ff.  U»e ammn  i>tMin  of  -riEvr.  tnai  ii 

.  \  iMvn*  ithx^  ami  afiMtiaaaKeK* 
»  l'.^- — iKf  vsll  MuTTBy  tkji  one  of  tkt  *-iMMliiiiMw>  ot 
l#»fC»:  It.  tutfi  iie  puuiiibelli  or  ubainedi  a  pniJidiei 
Ivr  *  '  *t  GpmmeaiarT  op  Ilanifc,  agaiiwi  idiiA  Aere 
jftppeaf ifr  ifi  tiie  imde  an  uDaccDimxable  lepugmmcR.  fa 
will  fuaiiA  tLe  man  so  «xuberaiil}y  faappy.  fie  dias 
»ttL  fu^nfid  kali-»HioBeD£ii{^Mb ID-day: and UiBVfr IMC 
^kwr  JUeart  tCf  vdl  iiim  licifr  ilte  liiidk^Nilar  wfaid  dnsak 
bifttu  lib  (JWMawaeuuarrz — and  xet  n  i»  foil  of  "dieiacfii 
<Hrtlio<k«  reti^kn  and  muralhr.  In  Aoru  I  auike  k  a 
IK^fKt  tbat  Le  sLall  be  in  piint.  He  k  aiidi  a  lynoH  m* 
Uurtydj  Le^ry  '  *  ^>bristisiDuiiiat  we  most  i^vebim  a  JLofvt 
iiuou^  iiMi  preti^  He  naturallTlbirsistolieaB 
«Ad  hMh  \j*:0aiM  tine  JUappiest  of  men  for  tbese  two 
prioiioi^,  ^yiH-ni/iUapj.  coflatin^,  dating  antkipatiii^ and 
u44if^  to  bi$  treaMires  of  kamio^.  Besides,  lie  has 
ti4uJ  suufther  UW  from  his  horse  into  a  ditch  the  other 
d«y,  while  riding  out  with  roe  into  the  ooontiy.v 


LETTER  CCCCLXXXVI. 

TO   MR   MURRAT. 

•  Pisa,  fiiarch  i5di,  1822. 
M I  Am  fflttd  that  you  and  your  friends  approve  of  my 
liilltti'  of  fli(4  Blh  ultimo.     You  may  g;ive  it  what  publi- 
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city  you  think  proper  in  the  circumstances.  I  have  since 
written  to  you  twice  or  thrice. 

tt  As  to  ^  a  Poem  in  the  old  way'  I  shall  attempt  of  that 
kind  nothing;  further.  I  follow  the  bias  of  my  own  mind, 
without  considering  whether  women  or  men  are  or  are 
not  to  be  pleased  :  but  this  is  nothing.to  my  publisher, 
who  must  judge  and  act  according  to  popularity. 

«  Therefore  let  the  things  take  their  chance  :  if  they 
pary^  you  will  pay  me  in  proportion;  and  if  they  don't, 
I  must. 

u  The  Noel  affairs,  I  hope,  will  not  take  me  to  England. 
I  have  no  desire  to  revisit  that  country,  unless  it  be  to 
keep  you  out  of  a  prison  (if  this  can  be  effected  by  my 
taking  your  place),  or  perhaps  to  get  myself  into  one,  by 
exacting  satisfaction  from  one  or  two  persons  who  take 
advantage  of  my  absence  to  abuse  me.  Further  than 
this,  I  have  no  business  nor  connexion  with  England, 
nor  desire  to  have,  out  of  my  own  family  and  friends, 
to  whom  I  wish  all  prosperity.  Indeed,  I  have  lived 
upon  the  whole  so  little  in  England  (about  five  years 
since  I  was  one-and-twenty),  that  my  habits  are  too  con- 
tinental, and  your  climate  would  please  me  as  little  as 
the  society. 

a  I  saw  the  Chancellor's  Report  in  a  French  paper. 
Pray,  why  don't  they  prosecute  the  translation  of  Lucre' 
tius7  or  the  original  with  its 

Primus  in  orbe  Deos  fecit  Timor, 

or 

Tantum  Beligio  potuit  suadere  malomm? 

M  You  must  really  ^et  something  done  for  Mr  *  *'s 
Commentary  :  what  can  I  say  to  him? 

«  Yours,  etc.»> 
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LETTER  CGCCLXXXVII. 

TO  MR  MURRAY. 

•  Pisa,  April  i3th,  1823. 

u  Mr  Kinnaird  writes  that  there  has  been  an  ^  excellent 
Defence'  of'  Cain,'  agfainst '  Oxoniensis  :'  you  have  sent 
me  nothinf]^  but  a  not  very  excellent  of-fence  of  the  same 
poem.  If  there  be  such  a  '  Defender  of  the  Faith,'  you 
may  send  me  his  thirty-nine  articles,  as  a  counterbalance 
to  some  of  your  late  communications. 

a  Are  you  to  publish,  or  not,  what  Moore  and  Mr  Kin- 
naird have  in  hand,  and  the  '  Vision  of  Judgment?'  If 
you  publish  the  latter  in  a  very  cheap  edition,  so  as  to 
baffle  the  pirates  by  a  low  price,  you  will  find  that  it 
will  do.  The '  Mystery' I  look  upon  as  good, and  *  Wer- 
ner'too,  and  I  expect  that  you  will  publish  them  speedily. 
You  need  not  put  your  name  to  Quevedo^  but  publish  it 
as  a  foreign  edition,  and  let  it  make  its  way.  Douglas 
Kinnaird  has  it  still,  with  the  preface,  I  believe, 

u  I  refer  you  to  him  for  documents  on  the  late  row 
here.     I  sent  them  a  week  ago. 

«  Yours,  etc.w 


LETTER  CCCCLXXXVIII. 

TO   MR   MURRAY. 

«Pisa,  April  i8tli,  i8aa. 

tt  I  have  received  the  Defence  of  '  Cain.'     Who  is  my 

Warburton  ? — for  he  has  done  for  me  what  the  bibhop  did 

for  the  poet  against  Crousaz.     His  reply  seems  to  me 

conclusive :  and  if  you  understood  your  own  interest, 

you  would  print  it  toge\\\er  vjith  the  poem. 
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u  It  is  very  odd  that  I  do  not  hear  from  you.  I  have 
forwarded  to  Mr  Douglas  Kinnaird  the  documents  on  a 
squabble  here,  which  occurred  about  a  month  ago.  The 
affair  is  still  going  on;  but  ihey  make  nothing  of  it 
hitherto.  I  think,  what  with  home  and  abroad,  there 
has  been  hot  water  enough  for  one  while.  Mr  Dawkins, 
the  Englj^h  minister,  has  behaved  in  the  handsomest 
and  most  gentlemanly  manner  throughout  the  whole 
business. 

«  Yours  ever,  etc. 

«  P.S. — I  have  got  Lord  Glenbervie's  book,  which  is 
very  amusing  and  able  upon  the  topics  which  he  touches 
upon,  and  part  of  the  preface  pathetic.     Write  soon." 


LETTER    CCCCLXXXIX. 

TO  MR  MURRAY. 

«  Pisa,  April  aad,  i8a3. 

u  You  will  regret  to  hear  that  I  have  received  intelli- 
gence of  the  death  of  my  daughter  Allegra  of  a  fever,  in 
the  convent  of  Bagna  Cavallo,  where  she  was  placed  for 
the  last  year,  to  commence  her  education.  It  is  a  heavy 
blow  for  many  reasons,  but  must  be  borne,  with  time. 

u  It  is  my  present  intention  to  send  her  remains  to 
England  for  sepulture  in  Harrow  church  (where  I  once 
hoped  to  have  laid  my  own),  and  this  is  my  reason  for 
troubling  you  with  this  notice.  I  >\  ish  the  futieral  to  be 
very  private.  The  body  is  embalmed,  and  in  lead.  It 
will  be  embarked  from  Leghorn.  Would  you  have  any 
objection  to  give  the  proper  directions  on  its  arrival? 

u  I  am  yours,  etc. 

«  N.  B. 

4 
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w  P.S. — You  are  aware  that  Protestants  are  not  allowed 
holy  ground  in  Catholic  countries. » 

LETTER   CCCGXC. 

TO   MR   SHELLET. 

«  April  33i,  l8a2. 

u  The  hlow  was  stunning  and  unexpected  ;for  I  thought 
the  danger  over,  by  the  long  interval  between  her  stated 
amelioration  and  the  arrival  of  the  express.  But  I  have 
borne  up  against  it  as  I  best  can,  and  so  far  successfully, 
that  I  can  go  about  the  usual  business  of  life  with  the 
same  appearance  of  composure,  and  even  greater.  There 
is  nothing  tg  prevent  your  coming  to-morrow;  but, 
perhaps,  to-day,  and  yester-evening,  it  was  better  not  to 
have  met.  I  do  not  know  that  I  have  any  thing  to  re- 
proach in  my  conduct,  and  certainly  nothing  in  my 
feelings  and  intentions  towards  the  dead.  But  it  is  a 
moment  when  we  are  apt  to  think  that,  if  this  or  that 
had  been  done,  such  event  might  have  been  prevented, 
— though  every  day  and  hour  shows  us  that  they  are  the 
most  natural  and  inevitable.  I  suppose  that  Time  will 
do  his  usual  work — Death  has  done  his. 

a  Yours  ever, 

c(N.  B.M 

LETTER  GCCCXCL 

TO  SIR  WALTER  SCOTT. 

«  Pisa,  May  4^1i,  1823. 
u  MT   DEAR   SIR  WALTER, 

«  Your  account  of  your  family  is  very  pleasing:  would 
that  I '  could  answer  this  comfort  with  the  like !'  but  I 
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have  just  lost  my  natural  daug^hter,  Alleg;ra,  by  a  fever. 
The  only  consolation,  save  time,  is  the  reflection,  that 
she  is  either  at  rest  or  happy  ;  for  her  few  years  (only 
five)  prevented  her  from  having;  incurred  any  sin,  except 
what  we  inherit  from  Adam. 

Whom  the  Qods  love,  die  jounQ, 

id  need  not  say  that  your  letters  are  particularly 
welcome,  when  they  do  not  tax  your  time  and  patience ; 
and  now  that  our  correspondence  is  resumed,  I  trust  it 
will  continue. 

u  I  have  lately  had  some  anxiety^  rather  than  trouble, 
about  an  awkward  affair  here,  which  you  may  perhaps 
have  heard  of;  but  our  minister  has  behaved  very  hand- 
somely, and  the  Tuscan  Government  as  well  as  it  is 
possible  for  such  a  government  to  behave,  which  is  not 
saying;  much  for  the  latter.  Some  other  English,  and 
Scots,  and  myself,  had  a  brawl  with  a  dragoon,  who 
insulted  one  of  the  party,  and  whom  we  mistook  for  an 
officer,  as  he  was  medalled  and  well  mounted,  etc.,  but 
he  turned  out  to  be  a  sergeant-major.  He  called  out  the 
guard  at  the  gates  to  arrest  us  (webeing  unarmed);  upon 
which  I  and  another  (an  Italian)  rode  through  the  said 
guard;  but  they  succeeded  in  detaining  others  of  the 
party.  I  rode  to  my  house  and  sent  my  secretary  to  give 
an  account  of  the  attempted  and  illegal  arrest  to  the  au* 
thorities,  and  then,  without  dismounting,  rode  back 
towards  the  gates,  which  are  near  my  present  mansion. 
Halfway  I  met  my  man,  vapouring  away,  and  threaten- 
ing to  draw  upon  me  (who  had  a  cane  in  my  hand,  and 
no  other  arms).  I,  still  believing  him  an  officer,  demand- 
ed his  name  and  address,  and  gave  him  my  hand  and 
glove  thereupon.  A  servant  of  mine  thrust  in  between 
us  (totally  without  orders),  but  let  him  go  on  my  com- 
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mand.     He  then  rode  off  at  full  speed; but  about  forty 
paces  further  was  stabbed,  and  verj  dangerously  (so  as 
to  be  in  peril),  by  some  CallumBeg  or  otherof  my  people 
(for  I  have  some  rough-handed  folks  about  me),  I  need 
hardly  say  without  my  direction  or  approval.    The  said 
dragoon  had  been  sabring  our  unarmed  countrymen, 
however,  at  the  gate,  after  they  were  in  arrest,  and  held 
by  the  guards,  and  wounded  one,  Captain  Hay,  very 
severely.    However,  he  got  his  paiks — having  acted  like 
an  aBsassin,  and  being  treated  like  one.    f^ho  wounded  ' 
him,  though  it  was  done  before  thousands  of  people, 
they  have  never  been  able  to  ascertain,  or  prove,  nor 
even  the  weapon;  some  said  apistol,  an  air-guuy  a  stiletto, 
a  sword,  a  lance,  a  pitch-fork,  and  what  not.     They 
have  arrested  and  examined  servants  and  people  of  all 
descriptions,  but  can  make  out  nothing.     Mr  Oawkins, 
our  minister,  assures  me,  that  no  suspicion  is  entertained 
of  the  man  who  wounded  him  having  been  instigated 
by  me,  or  any  of  the  party.     I  enclose  you  copies  of  the 
depositions  of  those  with  us,  and  Or  Craufurd,  a  canny 
Scot  (not  an  acquaintance),  who  saw  the  latter  part  of 
the  affair.     They  are  in  Italian. 

«  These  are  the  only  literary  matters,  in  which  I  have 
been  engaged  since  the  publication  and  row  about 
*Cain;' — but  Mr  Murray  has  several  things  of  mine  in 
his  obstetrical  hands.  Another  Mystery — a  Vision — a 
Drama — and  the  like. — But  you  wont  tell  me  what  you 
are  doing — however,  I  shall  find  you  out,  write  what 
you  will.  You  say  that  I  should  like  your  son-in-law — 
it  would  be  very  difficult  for  me  to  dislike  any  one 
connected  with  you ;  but  I  have  no  doubt  that  his  own 
Yjualities  are  all  that  you  describe. 

u  1  am  sorry  you  don't  like  Lord  Orford's  new  work. 
My  aristocracy,  which  is  very   fierce,  makes  him  a 
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favourite  of  mine.  Recollect  that  those  ^  little  factions' 
comprised  Lord  Chatham  and  Fox^  the  father,  and  that 
ti;6  live  in  (j^igantic  and  exaggerated  times,  which  make 
all  under  Gog  and  Magog  appear  pigmean. — After 
having  seen  Napoleon  begin  like  Tamerlane  and  end 
like  Bajazet  in  our  own  time,  we  have  not  the  same 
interest  in  what  would  otherwise  have  appeared  im- 
portant history.     But  I  must  conclude. 

«  Believe  me  ever  and  most  truly  yours, 

uNoEL  Byron.)) 


LETTER  CCCCXCIL 

TO  MR  MURRAY. 

M  Pisa,  May  lytfa,  1823. 

u  I  hear  that  the  Edinburgh  has  attacked  the  three 
dramas,  which  is  a  bad  business  for  jou;  and  I  don't 
wonder  that  it  discourages  you.  However,  that  volume 
may  be  trusted  to  f/me, — depend  upon  it.  I  read  it 
over  with  some  attention  since  it  was  published,  and 
I  think  the  time  will  come  when  it  will  be  preferred  to 
my  other  writings,  though  not  immediately.  I  say 
this  without  irritation  against  the  critics  or  criticism, 
whatever  they  may  be  (for  I  have  not  seen  them) ;  and 
nothing  that  has  or  may  appear  in  Jeffrey's  Review  can 
make  me  forget  that  he  stood  by  me  for  ten  good  years 
without  any  motive  to  do  so  but  his  own  good-will. 

M I  hear  Moore  is  in  town ;  remember  me  to  him,  and 
believe  me 

«  Yours  truly, 

«N.  B. 

u  PJS. — If  you  think  it  necessary,  you  may  send  me 
the  Edinburgh.     Should  there  be  any  thing  that  re- 
voL.  IV.  \a 
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quires  an  Answer,  I  will  reply,  but  temperately  and 
technically ;  that  is  to  say,  merely  with  respect  to  the 
principles  of  the  criticism,  and  not  personally  or  offen- 
sively as  to  its  literary  merits.*) 


LETTER  GGCGXCIII. 

TO   MR  MOORE. 

•c  Pisa,  May  1 7th,  1 833. 

« I  hear  you  are  in  London.  You  will  have  heard 
from  Doug;las  Rinnaird  (who  tells  me  you  have  dined 
with  him)  as  much  as  you  desire  to  know  of  my  affairs 
at  home  and  abroad.  I  have  lately  lost  my  little  girl 
Allegra  by  a  fever,  which  has  been  a  serious  blow 
to  me. 

(( I  did  not  write  to  you  lately  (except  one  letter  to 
Murray's),  not  knowing  exactly  your  'whereabouts.' 
Douglas  K.  refused  to  forward  my  message  to  Mr  Sou- 
they — why,  he  himself  can  explain. 

(c  You  will  have  seen  the  statement  of  a  squabble,  etc. 
etc'  What  are  you  about?  Let  me  hear  from  you  at 
your  leisure,  and  believe  me  ever  yours, 

<  Here  follows  a  repetition  of  the  details  given  on  this  subject  to  Sir 
Walter  Scott  and  others. 
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LETTER  CCCCXGIV. 

TO  MR  MURRAY. 

nMontenero,*  May  26th,  1822. 
M  Near  Leghorn. 

ii  The  body  is  embarked,  in  what  ship  I  know  not, 
neither  could  1  enter  into  the  details ;  but  the  Countess 
G.  G.  has  had  the  goodness  to  give  the  necessary  orders 
to  Mr  Dunn,  who  superintends  the  embarkation,  and 
will  write  to  you.  I  wish  it  to  be  buried  in  Harrow 
church. 

«  There  is  a  spot  in  the  churchyatd^  near  the  footpath, 
on  the  brow  of  the  hill  looking  towards  Windsor,  and 
a  tomb  under  a  large  tree  (bearing  the  name  of  Peachie, 
or  Peachey),  where  I  used  to  sit  for  hours  and  hours 
when  a  boy.  This  was  my  favourite  spot;  but  as  I 
wish  to  erect  a  tablet  to  her  memory,  the  body  had  bet- 
ter be  deposited  in  the  church.  Near  the  door,  on  the  ^^ 
left  hand  as  you  enter,  there  is  a  monument  with  a 
tablet  containing  these  words : — 

When  Sorrow  weeps  o*er  Virtue's  sacred  dust, 
Our  tears  become  us,  abd  our  (;rief  is  just: 
'  Such  were  the  tears  she  shed,  who  grateful  pays 
This  last  sad  tribute  of  her  love  and  praise. 

I  recollect  them  (after  seventeen  years),  not  fron^  any 
thing  remarkable  in  them,  but  because  from  my  seat  in 
the  gallery  I  had  generally  my  eyes  turned  towards  that 
monument.  As  near  it  as  convenient  I  could  wish 
Allegra  to  be  buried,  and  on  the  wall  a  marble  tablet 
placed,  with  these  words : — 

*  A  hill,  three  or  four  milesiioai  Leghorn,  much  resorted  to,  asa  place 
of  residence  darin({  the  suffiMtr  iii6mht. 
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« In  Memory  of 

Allegra^ 

Dau£fhter  of  G.  G.  Lord  Byron, 

who  died  at  Bagna  Gavallo, 

in  Italy,  April  30th,  1 822, 

aged  five  years  and  three  months. 

'  I  shall  Qo  to  her,  but  she  shall  not  return  to  me.' 

3d  Samuel,  xii.  a  3. 

M  The  funeral  I  wish  to  be  as  private  as  is  consistent 
with  decency ;  and  I  could  hope  that  Henry  Drury  will, 
perhaps,  read  the  service  over  her.  If  he  should  decline 
it,  it  can  be  done  by  the  usual  minister  for  the  time 
being.     I  do  not  know  that  I  need  add  more  just  now. 

M  Since  I  came  here,  I  have  been  invited  by  the 
Americans  on  board  their  squadron,  where  I  was  re- 
ceived with  all  the  kindness  which  I  could  wish,  and 
with  more  ceremony  than  I  am  fopd  of.  I  foupd  them 
finer  ships  than  your  own  of  the  same  class,  well  manned 
and  ofHcered.  A  number  of  American  gentlemen  also 
were  on  board  at  the  time,  and  some  ladies.  As  I  was 
taking  leave,  an  American  lady  asked  me  for  a  rose 
which  I  wore,  for  the  purpose,  she  said,  of  sending  to 
America  something  which  I  had  about  me,  as  a  memo- 
rial. I  need  not  add  that  I  felt  the  compliment  properly. 
Captain  Ghauncey  showed  me  an  American  and  very 
pretty  edition  of  my  poems,  and  offered  me  a  passage 
to  the  United  States,  if  I  would  go  there.  Commodore 
Jones  was  also  not  less  kind  and  attentive.  I  have 
since  received  the  enclosed  letter,  desiring  me  to  sit  for 
my  picture  for  some  Americans.  It  is  singular  that,  in 
the  same  year  that  Lady  Noel  leaves  by  will  an  inter- 
diction for  my  daughter  to  see  her  father's  portrait  for 
many  years,  the  individuals  of  a  nation  not  remarkable 
for  their  Jikingto  tbeEugUslxia  particular,  nor  for  flatter- 
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ing  men  in  general,  request  me  to  sit  for  my  '  pour- 
traicture,'  as  Baron  Bradwardine  calls  it.  I  am  also 
told  of  considerable  literary  honours  in  Germany. 
Goethe,  I  am  told,  is  my  professed  patron  and  protector. 
At  Leipsic,  this  year,  the  highest  prize  was  proposed  for 
a  translation  of  two  cantos  of  Childe  Harold.  I  am 
not  sure  that  this  was  at  Leipsic,  but  Mr  Rowcroft  was 
my  authority — a  good  German  scholar  (a  young  Ameri- 
can), and  an  acquaintance  of  Goethe's. 

M  Goethe  and  the  Germans  are  particularly  fond  of 
Don  Juan,  which  they  judge  of  as  a  work  of  art.  J  had 
heard  something  of  this  before  through  Baron  Lutz- 
erode.  The  translations  have  been  very  frequent  of 
several  of  the  works,  and  Goethe  made  a  comparison 
between  Faust  and  Manfred. 

uAU  this  is  some  compensation  for  your  English 
native  brutality,  so  fully  displayed  this  year  to  its 
highest  extent. 

a  I  forgot  to  mention  a  little  anecdote  of  a  different 
kind.  I  went  over  the  Constitution  (the  Commodore's 
flag-ship),  and  saw,  among  other  things  worthy  of 
remark,  a  little  boy  60m  on  board  of  her  by  a  sailor's 
wife.  They  had  christened  him  ^Constitution  Jones.' 
I,  of  course,  approved  the  name ;  and  the  woman  added, 
^  Ah,  sir,  if  he  turns  out  but  half  as  good  as  his  name !' 

«  Yours  ever,  etc.» 

LETTER    CCCCXCV. 

TO   MR   MURRAY. 

«  Montenero,  near  Leghorn,  May  agth,  1822. 
M I  return  you  the  proofs  revised.     Your  printer  has 
made  one  odd  mistake : — ^  poor  as  a  mouse  J  Vsv^csdj^.  ^  J 


^ 
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'  poor  as  a  miser.^  The  expression  may  seem  strange, 
but  it  is  only  a  translation  of  ^semper  avarus  eget.' 
You  will  add  the  Mystery,  and  publish  as  soon  as  you 
can.,  I  care  nothing  for  your  'season,'  nor  the  blue 
approbations  or  disapprobations.  All  that  is  to  be 
considered  by  you  on  the  subject  is  as  a  matter  of 
business;  and  if  I  square  that  to  your  notions  (even  tc 
the  running  the  risk  entirely  myself),  you  may  permit 
me  to  chuse  my  own  time  and  mode  of  publication. 
With  regard  to  the  late  volume,  the  present  run  against 
it  or  me  may  impede  it  for  a  time,  but  it  has  the  vital 
principle  of  permanency  within  it,  as  you  may  perhaps 
one  day  discover.  I  wrote  to  you  on  another  subject 
a  few  days  ago. 

tt  Yours, 

«N.  B. 

((  P.S. — Please  to  send  me  tlie  Dedication  of  Sardana- 
palus  to  Goethe.  I  shall  prefix  it  to  Werner,  unless 
you  prefer  my  putting  another,  stating  that  the  former 
had  been  omitted  by  the  publisher. 

u  On  the  title-page  of  the  present  volume,  put 
'  Published  for  the  Author  by  J.  M.'» 


LETTER  CCCGXGVI. 

TO   MR   MURRAY. 

«  Montenero,  Leghorn,  June  6tli,  1822. 

« I  return  you  the  revise  of  Werner,  and  expect  the 

rest.     With  regard  to  the  Lines  to  the  Po,  perhaps  you 

had  better  put  them  quietly  in  a  second  edition  (if  you 

reach  one,  that  is  to  say)]  than  in  the  first;  because, 

though  they  have  been  reckoned  fine,  and  I  wish  them 

he  preserved  y  I  do  not  wish  them  to  attract  imme* 
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DiATE  observation,  on  account  of  the  relationship  of  the 
lady  to  whom  they  are  addressed  with  the  first  families 
in  Romagna  and  the  Marches. 

«  The  defender  of  '  Cain'  may  or  may  not  be,  as  you 
term  him,  *  a  tyro  in  literature :'  however,  I  think  both 
you  and  I  are  under  g;reat  obligation  to  him.  I  have 
read  the  Edinburgh  Review  in  Galignani's  Magazine^ 
and  have  not  yet  decided  whether  to  answer  them  or 
not ;  for,  if  I  do,  it  will  be  difficult  for  me  not '  to  make 
sport  for  the  Philistines'  by  pulling  down  a  house  or 
two ;  since,  when  I  once  take  pen  in  hand ,  I  must  say 
what  comes  uppermost,  or  fling  it  away.  I  have  not 
the  hypocrisy  to  pretend  ^impartiality,  nor  the  temper 
(as  it  is  called)  to  keep  always  from  saying  what  may 
not  be  pleasing  to  the  hearer  or  reader.  What  do  they 
mean  by  ^  elaborate?^  Why  you  know  that  they  were 
written  as  fast  as  I  could  put  pen  to  paper,  and  printed 
from  the  original  MSS.,  and  never  revised  but  in  the 
proofs :  look  at  the  dates  and  the  MSS.  themselves.  What- 
ever faults  they  have  must  spring  from  carelessness, 
and  not  from  labour.  They  said  the  same  of '  Lara,' 
which  I  wrote  while  undressing  after  coming  home 
from  balls  and  masquerades  in  the  year  of  revelry  i8i4* 

«  Yours. 

•  June  8th,  1823. 

ti  You  give  me  no  explanation  of  your  intention  as  to 
the  'Vision  of  Quevedo  Redrvivus,'  one  of  my  best 
things:  indeed,  you  are  altogether  so  abstruse  and 
undecided  lately,,  that  I  suppose  you  mean  me  to 
write  *  John  Murray,  Esq.,  a  Mystery,'  —  a  composi- 
tion which  would  not  displease  the  clergy  nor  the 
trade.  I  by  no  means  wish  you  to  do  what  you  don't 
like,  but  merely  to  say  what  yoo  will  do.     The  Vision^ 
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must  be.  published  by  some  one.  As  to  ^  clamours,'  the 
die  is  cast;  and,  ^come  one,  come  all,'  we  will  fight  it 
out — at  least  one  of  us.» 


LETTER  CCGGXCVII. 

TO   MR   MOOR£. 

«  Moutenero,  Villa Dupoy,  near  Leghorn,  June  Sth,  1 822. 

«  I  have  written  to  you  twice  through  the  medium  of 
Murray,  and  on  one  subject,  trite  enough, —  the  loss  of 
poor  little  Allegra  by  a  fever;  on  which  topic  I  shall  say 
no  more — there  is  nothing  but  time. 

a  A  few  days  ago,  my  earliest  and  dearest  friend, 
Lord  Clare,  came  over  from  Geneva  on  purpose  to  see 
me  before  he  returned  to  England.  As  I  have  always 
loved  him  (since  I  was  thirteen,  at  Harrow)  better  than 
any  (male)  thing  in  the  world,  I  need  hardly  say  what  a 
melancholy  pleasure  it  was  to  see  him  for  a  day  only ; 
for  he  was  obliged  to  resume  his  journey  immediately*  * 

I  have  heard,  also,  many  other  things  of  our  acquaint- 
ances which  I  did  not  know:  amongst  others  that  *  *. 
Do  you  recollect,  in  the  year  of  revelry  i8i4>  the 
pleasantest  parties  and  balls  all  over  London?  and  not 
the  least  so  at  *  *  's.  Do  you  recollect  your  singing 
duets  with  Lady  *  *,  and  my  flirtation  with  Lady  *  *, 
and  all  the  other  fooleries  of  the  time  ?  while  *  *  was 
sighing,  and  Lady  *  *  ogling  him  with  her  clear  hazel 
eyes.     But  eight  years   have  passed,    and,  since  that 

time,  *  *  has  *****  *» has  runaway  with*  * 

*  *  *;  and  my  sen  (as  my  Nottinghamshire  friends  call 
^ttbemselves)  might  as  well  \iave  xVltoy^u  myself  out  of  the 


A.  D.  i8a2.  LIFE  OP  LORD  BYRON.  2fd 

"window  while  yon  were  singings,  as  intermarried  where 
I  did.  You  and  *  *  *  *  have  come  off  the  best  of  us. 
I  speak  merely  of  my  marriag^e,  and  its  consequences, 
distresses,  and  calumnies;  for  1  have  been  much  more 

happy,  on  the  whole,  since^  than  I  ever  could  have  been 
with  ****#**#* 
******* 

• 

I  have  read  the  recent  article  of  Jeffrey  in  a  faithful 
transcription  of  the  impartial  Galig[nani.  I  suppose  the 
long  and  short  of  it  is^  that  he  wishes  to  provoke  me  to 
reply.  But  I  won't,  for  I  owe  him  a  good  turn  stiU  for 
his  kindness  by-gone.  Indeed,  I  presume  that  the> 
present  opportunity  of  attacking  me  again  was  irresis- 
tible ;  and  I  can't  blame  him,  knowing  what  human 
nature  is.  I  shall  make  but  one  remark : — what  does 
he  mean  by  elaborate?  The  whole  volume  was  written 
with  the  greatest  rapidity,  in  the  midst  of  evolutions, 
and  revolutions,  and  persecutions,  and  proscriptions  of 
all  who  interested  me  in  Italy.  They  said  the  same  of 
^Lara,'  which,  you  know,  was  written  amidst  balls  and 
fooleries,  and  after  coming  home  from  masquerades 
and  routs,  in  the  summer  of  the  sovereigns.  Of  all  I 
have  ever  written ,  they  are  perhaps  the  most  carelessly 
/composed ;  and  their  faults,  whatever  they  may  be,  are 
those  of  negligence,  and  not  of  labour.  I  do  not  think 
this  a  merit,  but  it  is  a  fact. 

«  Yours  ever  and  truly, 

«  N.  B. 

«  P.S.  —  You  see  the  great  advantage  of  my  new  sig- 
nature ;  —  it  may  either  stand  for  '  Nota  Bene'  or  'Noel 
Byron,'  and  as  such,  will  save  much  repetition,  in  writing 
either  books  or  letters.  Since  I  came  here,  I  have  been 
invited  on  board  of  the  American  squadron,  and  treated  ^ 
with  all  possible  honour  and  ceremoiv^.    TVi^^VA::^^  fl 
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asked  me  to  sit  for  my  picture ;  and,  as  I  was  going;  away,  an 
American  lady  took  a  rose  from  me  (which  had  been  given 
to  me  by  a  very  pretty  Italian  lady  that  very  morning), 
because,  she  said,  'She  was  determined  to  send  or  take 
something  which  I  had  about  me  to  America.'  There  is  a 
kind  o  f  Lalla  Rookh  i  nciden  t  f  or  you !  However,  all  these 
American  honours  arise,  perhaps,  not  so  niuch  from 
their  enthusiasm  for  my  '  Poeshie,'  as  their  belief  in 
my  dislike  to  the  English, — in  which  I  have  the  satisfac- 
tion to  coincide  with  them.  I  would  rather,  however, 
have  a  nod  from  an  American,  than  a  snuff-box  from 
an  emperor,  n 
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LETTER  CGGCXGVIU. 

TO    MR   ELLICE. 

•iMontenero,  Leghorn,  June  lath,  1822. 
((  MY  DEAR  ELLICE, 

u  It  is  a  long  time  since  I  have  written  to  you,  but  I 
have  not  forgotten  your  kindness,  and  I  am  now  going 
to  tax  it — I  hope  not  too  highly — but  don't  be  alarmed, 
it  is  not  a  loan,  but  injbmmtion  which  I  am  about  to 
solicit.  By  your  extensive  connexions,  no  one  can  have 
better  opportunities  of  hearing  the  real  state  of  Sovth 
America — I  mean  Bolivar's  country.  I  have  many  years 
had  transatlantic  projects  of  settlement,  and  what  I 
could  wish  from  you  would  be  some  information  of  the 
best  course  to  pursue  and  some  letters  of  recommenda- 
tion in  case  I  should  sail  for  Angostura.  I  am  told  that 
land  is  very  cheap  there;  but  though  I  have  no  great 
disposable  funds  to  vest  in  such  purchases,  yet  my 
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income,  such  as  it  is,  would  be  sufficient  in  any  country 
(except  England)  for  all  the  comforts  of  life,  and  for 
most  of  its  luxuries.  The  war  there  is  now  over,  and 
as  I  do  not  qo  there  to  speculate^  but  to  settle  without 
any  views  but  those  of  independence  and  the  enjoyment 
of  the  common  civil  rights,  I  should  presume  such  an 
arrival  would  not  be  unwelcome. 

«  All  I  request  of  you  is,  not  to  discoursLQe  nor  encou- 
rage, but  to  give  me  such  a  statement  as  you  think  pru- 
dent and  proper.  I  do  not  address  my  other  friends 
upon  this  subject,  who  would  only  throw  obstacles  in 
my  way,  and  bore  me  to  return  to  England ;  which  I 
never  will  do,  unless  compelled  by  some  insuperable 
cause.  I  have  a  quantity  of  furniture^  books,  etc.  etc. 
etc.  which  I  could  easily  ship  from  Leghorn ;  but  I  wish 
to  'look  before  I  leap'  over  the  Atlantic.  Is  it  true  that 
for  a  few  thousand  dollars  a  large  tract  of  land  may  be 
obtained  ?  I  speak  of  South  America,  recollect.  I  have 
read  some  publications  on  the  subject,  but  they  seemed 
violent  and  vulgar  party  productions.  Please  to 
address  your  answer'  to  me  at  this  place,  and  believe  me 
ever  and  truly  yours,  etc.  » 

About  this  time  he  sat  for  his  picture  to  Mr  West,  an 
American  artist,  who  has  himself  given,  in  one  of  our 

*  The  answer  which  Mr  Ellice  returned  was,  as  might  be  expected, 
strongly  dissuasive  of  this  design .  The  wholly  disorganized  state  of  the 
country  and  its  institutions,  which  it  would  take  ages,  perhaps,  to  restore 
even  to  the  degree  of  industry  and  prosperity  which  it  had  enjoyed 
under  the  Spaniards,  rendered  Columbia,  in  his  opinion,  one  of  the  last 
places  in  the  world  to  which  a  man  desirous  of  peace  and  quiet,  or  of  se- 
curity for  his  person  and  property,  should  resort  as  an  asylum.  As  long 
as  Bolivar  lived  and  maintained  his  authority,  every  reliance,  Mr  Ellice 
added,  might  be  placed  on  his  integrity  and  firmness ;  but  with  hi&> 
death  a  new  aera  of  struggle  and  confusion  would  be  sure  to  arise. 
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periodical  publications,  the  folloi^ing  account  of  bis 
noble  sitter: — 

«  On  the  day  appointed,  I  arrived  at  two  o'clock,  and 
began  the  picture.  I  found  him  a  bad  sitter.  He  talked 
all  the  time,  and  asked  a  multitude  of  questions  about 
America — how  I  liked  Italy^  what  I  thought  of  the  Ita- 
lians, etc.  When  he  was  silent,  he  was  a  better  sitter 
than  before;  for  he  assumed  a  countenance  that  did  not 
belong  to  him,  as  though  he  were  thinking  of  a  frontis- 
piece for  Childe  Harold.  In  about  an  hour  our  first  sit- 
ting terminated,  and  I  returned  to  Leghorn,  scarcely  able 
to  persuade  myself  that  this  was  the  haughty  mbanthrope 
w^hose  character  had  always  appeared  so  enveloped  in 
gloom  and  mystery,  for  I  do  not  remember  ever  to  have 
met  with  manners  more  gentle  and  attractive. 

((  The  next  day  I  returned  and  had  another  sitting  of 
an  hour,  during  which  he  seemed  anxious  to  know 
what  I  should  make  of  my  undertaking.  Whilst  I  was 
painting,  the  window  from  which  I  received  my  light 
became  suddenly  darkened,  and  I  heard  a  voice  exclaim 
*  e  troppo  hello ! '  1  turned  and  discovered  a  beautiful 
female  stooping  down  to  look  in,  the  ground  on  the 
outside  being  on  a  level  with  the  bottom  of  the  window. 
Her  long  golden  hair  hung  down  about  her  face  and 
shoulders,  her  complexion  was  exquisite,  and  her  smile 
completed  one  of  the  most  romantic-looking  heads,  set 
off  as  it  was  by  the  bright  sun  behind  it,  which  I  had  ever 
beheld.  Lord  Byron  invited  her  to  come  in,  and 
introduced  her  to  me  as  the  Countess  Guiccioli.  He 
seemed  very  fond  of  her^  and  I  was  glad  of  her  presence, 
for  the  playful  manner  \\hich  he  assumed  towards  her 
made  him  a  much  better  sitter. 

ii  The  next  day,  I  was  pleased  to  find  that  the  progress 
which  I  bad  made  in  bis  WkeuessViaLd  ^Iven  satisfaction, 
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for,  when  we  were  alone,  he  said  that  he  had  a  particu- 
lar favour  to  request  of  me— would  I  g;rant  it  ?  I  said  I 
should  he  happy  to  oblige  him,  and  he  enjoined  me  to 
the  flattering  task  of  painting  the  Countess  Guiccioli's 
portrait  for  him.  On  the  following  morning  I  began  it, 
and,  after,  th^y  sat  alternately.  He  gave  me  the  whole 
history  of  his  connexion  with  her,  and  said  that  he  hoped 
it  would  last  for  ever;  at  any  rate,  it  should  not  be  his 
fault  if  it  did  not.  His  other  attachments  had  been 
broken  off  by  no  fault  of  his. 

«I  was  by  this  time  sufficiently  intimate  with  him  to 
answer  his  question  as  to  what  I  thought  of  him  before 
I  had  seen  him.  He  laughed  much  at  the  idea  which  I 
had  formed  of  him,  and  said,  ^  Well,  you  find  me  like 
other  people,  do  you  not?'  He  often  afterwards  re- 
peated, 'And  so  you  thought  me  a  finer  fellow,  did  you? 
I  remember  once  telling  him,  that  notwithstanding  his 
vivacity,  I  thought  myself  correct  in  at  least  one  estimate 
which  I  had  made  of  him,  for  I  still  cpncjeived  that  he 
was  not  a  happy  man.  He  inquired  earnestly  wh^t 
reason  I  had  for  thinking  so,  and  I  asked  him  if  he  had 
never  observed  in  little  children,  after  a  paroxysm  of 
grief,  that  they  had  at  intervals  a  convulsive  or  tremu- 
lous manner  of  drawing  in  a  long  breath.  Wherever  J 
had  observed  this,  in  persons  of  whatever  age,  I  bad  al- 
ways found  that  it  came  from  sorrow.  He  said  the 
thought  was  new  to  him,  and  that  he  would  make  use 
of  it. 

(( Lord  Byron,  and  all  the  party,  left  Villa  Rossa  (the 
name  of  their  house)  in  a  few  days,  to  pack  up  their  things 
in  their  house  at  Pisa.  He  told  me  that  he  should  re- 
main a  few  days  there,  and  desired  me,  if  I  could  do  any 
thing  more  to  the  pictures,  to  come  and  stay  with  him. 
He  seemed  at  a  loss  where  to  go,  and  was,  I  tkow^v^^w  ^ 
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the  point  of  embarking  for  America.  I  was  with  him 
at  Pisa  for  a  few  days,  but  he  was  so  annoyed  by  the 
police,  and  the  weather  was  so  hot,  that  I  thought  it 
doubtful  whether  I  could  improve  the  pictures,  and, 
taking  my  departure  one  morning  before  he  was  up,  I 
wrote  him  an  excuse  from  Leghorn.  Upon  the  whole, 
I  left  him  with  an  impression  that  he  possessed  an  excel- 
lent heart,  which  had  been  misconstrued  on  all  hands 
from  little  else  than  a  reckless  levity  of  manners,  which 
he  took  a  whimsical  pride  in  opposing  to  those  of  other 
people,  n 

LETTER    CGGCXGIX. 

TO   MR  MURRAY. 

•c  Pisa,  July  6th,  1822. 
ii  I  return  you  the  revise.  I  have  softened  the  part  to 
which  Gifford  objected,  and  changed  the  name  of  Mi- 
chael to  Raphael,  who  was  an  angel  of  gentler  sympa- 
thies. By  the  way,  recollect  to  alter  Michael  to  Raphael 
in  the  scene  itself  throughout,  for  I  have  only  had  time 
to  do  so  in  the  list  of  the  dramatis  personae,  and  scratch 
out  all  the  pencil-marks^  to  avoid  puzzling  the  printers. 
I  have  given  the  ^Vision  ofQuevedo  Redivivus*  to  John 
Hunt,  which  will  relieve  you  from  a  dilemma.  He 
<inust  publish  it  at  his  own  risk,  as  it  is  at  his  own  desire. 
Give  him  the  correcfec/ copy  which  Mr  Kinnaird  had,  as 
it  is  mitigated  partly,  and  also  the  preface. 

«  Yours,  etc.w 
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LETTER  p. 

TO  MR  MURRAT. 

"Pisa^  July  8th,  1B22. 

tt  Last  week  I  returned  you  the  packet  of  proofs.  You 
had,  perhaps,  better  not  publish  in  the  same  volume  the 
Po  and  Rimini  translation. 

u  I  have  consigned  a  letter  to  Mr  John  Hunt  for  the 
'Vision  of  Judgment,'  which  you  will  hand  over  to  him. 
Also  the  'Pulci,'  original  and  Italian, and  anjprose  tracts 
of  mine ;  for  Mr  Leigh  Hunt  is  arrived  here,  and  thinks 
of  commencing  a  periodical  work,  to  which  I  shall  con* 
tribute.  I  do  not  propose  to  you  to  be  the  publisher, 
because  I  know  that  you  arer' unfriends  ;  but  all  things 
in  your  care,  except  the  volume  now  in  the  press,  and 
the  manuscript  purchased  of  Mr  Moore,  can  be  given 
for  this  purpose,  according  as  they  are  wanted* 

u  With  regard  to  what  you  say  about  your  '  want  of 
memory,'  I  can  only  remark,  that  you  inserted  the  note 
to  Marino  Faliero  against  my  positive  revocation,  and 
that  you  omitted  the  Dedication  of  Sardanapalus  to 
Goethe  (place  it  before  the  volume  now  in  the  pressj, 
both  of  which  were  things  not  very  agreeable  to  me,  and 
which  I  could  wish  to  be  avoided  in  fiiture,  as  they 
might  be  with  a  very  little  care,  or  a  simple  memoran- 
dum in  your  pocket-book. 

u  It  is  not  impossible  that  I  may  have  three  or  four 
cantos  of  Don  Juan  ready  by  autumn,  or  a  little  later, 
as  I  obtained  a  permission  from  my  dictatress  to  conti- 
nue it, — provided  always  it  was  to  be  more  guarded  and 
decorous  and  sentimental  in  the  continuation  than  in 
the  commencement.    How  far  these  conditions  have 
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been  fulfilled  may  be  seen^  perhaps,  by-and-by ;  but  the 
embargo  was  only  taken  of¥  upon  these  stipulations. 
You  can  answer  at  your  leisure. 

tt  Yours,  etc.n 


LETTER  DL 

TO    MR    HOORE. 

«  Pisa,  July  1 2tli,  183a. 

u  I  have  written  to  you  lately,  but  not  in  answer  to 
your  last  letter  of  about  a  fortnight  ago.  I  wish  to  know 
(and  request  an  answer  to  that  point)  what  became  of 
the  stanzas  to  Wellington  (intended  to  open  a  canto  of 
Don  Juan  with),  which  I  sent  you  several  months  ago. 
If  they  have  fallen  into  Murray's  hands,  he  and  the 
Tories  will  suppress  them,  as  those  lines  rate  that  hero 
at  his  real  value.  Pray  be  explicit  on  this,  as  I  have  no 
other  copy,  having  sent  you  the  original;  and  if  you 

have  them  let  me  have  that  again,  or  a  copjr  correct.    * 

«        «        «        «        « 

u  I  subscribed  at  I^eghom  two  hundred  Tuscan  crowns 
to  your  Irishism  committee :  it  is  about  a  thousand 
francs,  more  or  less.  As  Sir  C.  S.,  who  receives  thirteen 
thousand  a  year  of  the  public  money,  could  not  afford 
more  than  a  thousand  livres  out  of  his  enormous  salary, 
it  would  have  appeared  ostentatious  in  a  private  indi- 
vidual to  pretend  to  surpass  him;  and  therefore  I  have 
sent  but  the  above  sum,  as  you  will  see  by  the  enclosed 
receipt.* 

*  «BeceiTed  from  Mr  Henry  Dunn  the  tan^  of  two  hundred  Totcan 
crowns  (for  account  of  the  Right  Honourable  Lord  Noel  Byron),  for  the 
purpose  of  assisting  the  Irish  poor.  «  Thomas  Hall. 

iLegkovDf  gth  July,  i8aa.    Tiucao  crowns,  aoo.» 
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it  Leigh  Hunt  is  here  after  a  Toyage  of  dght  months, 
during  which  he  has^  I  presume,  made  the  Periplus  of 
Hanno  the  Carthaginian,  and  with  much  the  same  speed. 
He  is  setting  up  a  Journal,  to  which  I  have  promised 
to  contribute ;  and  in  the  first  number  the  *  Vision  of 
Judgment,  by  Quevedo  Redivivus,'  will  probably  ap- 
pear, with  other  articles. 

« Can  you  give  us  any  thing?  He  seems  sanguine 
about  the  matter,  but  (entre  nous)  I  am  not.  I  do  not, 
however,  like  to  put  him  out  of  spirits  by  saying  so ;  for 
he  is  bilious  and  unwell.  Do,  pray,  answer  this  letter 
immediately. 

«  Do  send  Hunt  any  thing,  in  prose,  of  yours,  to  start 
him  handsomely — any  lyrical,  irical,  or  what  you 
please. 

"Has  not  your  Potatoe  Committee  been  blundering? 
Your  advertisement  says,  that  Mr  L.  Callaghan  (a  queer 
name  for  a  banker)  hath  been  disposing  of  money  in 
Ireland  '  sans  authority  of  the  Committee.'  I  suppose 
it  will  end  in  Callaghan's  calling  out  the  Committee, 
the  chairman  of  which  carries  pistols  in  his  pocket,  of 
course. 

«  When  you  can  spare  time  from  duetting^  coquetting, 
and  claretting  with  your  Hibernians  of  both  sexes,  let 
me  have  a  line  from  you.  I  doubt  whether  Paris  is  a 
good  place  for  the  composition  of  your  new  poesy. « 


LETTER  DIL 

TO   MR    MOORE. 

«  Pisa,  Augnst  8th,  1822. 

«  You  will  have  heard  by  tjiis  time  that  Shelley  and  ^ 
another  gentbe^ian  (Captain  Williams)  were  drowned^ 
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about  a  month  ago  (a  month  ^yesterday),  in  a  squall  off 
the  Gulf  of  Spezia.  There  is  thus  another  man  g;one, 
about  whom  the  world  was  ill-naturedly,  and  ig^norant- 
ly,  and  brutally  mistaken.  It  will,  perhaps,  do  him 
justice  now,  when  he  can  be  no  better  for  it.' 

u  I  have  not  seen  the  thing  you  mention,^  and  only 
heard  of  it  casually,  nor  have  I  any  desire.  The  price 
is,  as  I  saw  in  some  advertisements,  fourteen  shillings, 
which  is  too  much  to  pay  for  a  libel  on  oneself.  Some 
one  said  in  a  letter,  that  it  was  a  Doctor  Watkins,  who 
deals  in  the  life  and  libel  line.  It  must  have  diminished 
your  natural  pleasure,  as  a  friend  (vide  Rochefoucault). 
to  see  yourself  in  it. 

(( With  regard  to  the  Blackwood  fellows,  I  never  pub- 
lished any  thing  against  them;  nor  indeed,  have  seen 
their  magazine  (except  in  Galignanrs  extracts)  for  these 
three  years  past.  I  once  wrote,  a  good  while  ago,  some 
remarks^  on  their  review  of  Don  Juan,  but  saying  very 
little  about  themselves, — and  these  were  not  published. 
If  you  think  that  I  ought  to  follow  your  example  ♦  (and 
I  like  to  be  in  your  company  when  I  can)  in  contradict- 
ing their  impudence,  you  may  shape  this  declaration 

■  In  a  letter  to  Mr  Murray,  of  an  earlier  date,  which  has  been  omitted  to 
avoid  repetitions,  he  says  on  the  same  subject: — «  You  were  ail  mistaken 
about  Shelley,  who  was,  without  exception,  the  best  and  least  selfish  man 
I  ever  knew. »  There  is  also  another  passage  in  the  same  letter  which, 
for  its  perfect  truth,  I  must  quote : — « I  have  received  your  scrap,  with 
Henry  Drury's  letter  enclosed.  It  is  just  like  him — always  kind  and 
ready  to  oblige  his  old  friends.* 

'  A  book  which  had  just  appeared,  entitled  «  Memoirs  of  the  Right 
Hon.- Lord  Byron. » 

3  The  remarkable  pamphlet  from  which  extracts  have  been  abeady 
given  in  this  volume. 

4  It  had  been  asserted,  in  a  late  Number  of  Blackwood,  that  both  Lord 
Byron  and  myself  were  employed  in  writing  satires  against  that  Maga- 

zlne. 
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of  mine  into  a  similar  paragraph  for  me.  It  is  possible 
that  you  may  have  seen  the  little  I  did  v^rite  (and  never 
published)  at  Murray^s; — it  contained  much  more  about 
Southey  than  about  the  Blacks. 

« If  you  think  that  I  ou(jht  to  do  any  thing  about 
Watkius's  book,  I  should  not  care  much  about  pub- 
lishing my  Memoir  now^  should  it  be  necessary  to  coun- 
teract the  fellow.  But  iti  that  case,  I  should  like  to  look 
over  the  press  myself.  Let  me  know  what  you  think, 
or  whether  I  had  better  not; — at  least,  not  the  second 
part,  which  touches  dn  the  actual  confines  of  still  exist- 
ing matters. 

«I  have  written  three  more  Cantos  of  Don  Juan, 
and  am  hovering^on  the  brink  of  another  (the  ninth). 
The  reason  I  want  the  stanzas  again  which  I  sent  you  is, 
that  as  these  cantos  contain  a  full  detail  (like  the  storm 
in  Canto  Second)  of  the  siege  and  assault  of  Ismael,  with 
much  of  sarcasm  on  those  butchers  in  large  business, 
your  mercenary  soldiery,  it  is  a  good  opportunity  of 
gracing  the  poem  with         *  *        «        *^    With 

these  things  and  these  fellows,  it  is  necessary,  in  the 
present  clash  of  philosophy  and  tyranny,  to  throw  away 
the  scabbard.  I  know  it  is  against  fearful  odds ;  but 
the  battle  must  be  fought ;  and  it  will  be  eventually  for 
the  good  of  mankind,  whatever  it  may  be  for  the  indi- 
vidual who  risks  himself. 

«  What  do  you  think  of  your  Irish  bishop  ?  Do  you 
remember  Swift's  line,  *Let  me  have  a  barrack — a  fig  for 
the  clergy,'  This  seems  to  have  been  his  reverence's 
motto.  *##*##* 

u  Yours,  etc.» 


284  NOTICES  OF  THE  a.  d.  i8aa. 

LETTER  Dili. 

TO  MR  MOORE. 

«  Pisa,  Aug^t  37th,  1822. 

alt  is  borings  to  trouble  you  with  ^such  small  gear;' 
but  it  must  be  owned  that  I  should  be  glad  if  you  would 
inquire  whether  my  Irish  subscription  ever  reached  the 
Committee  in  Paris  from  Leghorn.  My  reasons,  like 
Vellum's,  *  are  threefold :'  First,  I  doubt  the  accuracy  of 
all  almonei^s,  or  remitters  of  benevolent  cash;  second,  I 
do  suspect  that  thie  said  Committee,  havi]!ig  in  part  served 
its  time  to  time-serving,^  may  have  kept  back  the  ac- 
knowledgment of  an  obnoxious  politician's  name  in  their 
lists;  and,  third,  I  feel  pretty  sure  that  I  shall  one  day  be 
twitted  by  the  government  scribes  for  having  been  a 
professor  of  love  for  Ireland,  and  not  coming  forward 
with  the  others  in  her  distresses. 

a  It  is  not,  as  you  may  opine,  that  I  am  ambitious  of 
having  my  name  in  the  papers,  as  I  can  have  that  any 
day  in  the  week  gratis.  All  I  want  is  to  know  if  the 
Reverend  Thomas  Hall  did  or  did  not  remit  my  subscrip- 
tion (200  scudi  of  Tuscany,  or]  about  a  thousand  francs, 
more  or  less)  to  the  Committee  at  Paris. 

«  The  other  day,  at  Viareggio,  I  thought  proper  to  swim 
off  to  my  schooner  (the  Bolivar)  in  the  offing,  and  thence 
to  shore  again — about  three  miles,  or  better,  in  all.  As  it 
was  atmid-day,  under  a  broiling  sun,  the  consequence  has 
been  a  feverish  attack,  and  my  whole  skin 's  coming  off, 
after  going  through  the  process  of  one  large  continuous 
blister,  raised  by  the  sun  and  sea  together.  I  have  suf- 
fered much  pain ;  not  being  able  to  lie  on  my  back,  or 
L    even  side;  for  my  shoulders  and  arms  were  equally 
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St  Bartholomewed.     But  it  is  over, — and  I  have  got  a 
new  skin,  and  am  as  glossy  as  a  snake  in  its  new  suit. 

«  We  have  been  burning  the  bodies  of  Shelley  and 
Williams  on  the  sea-shore,  to  render  them  fit  for  re- 
moval and  regular  interment.  You  can  have  no  idea  what 
an  extraordinary  effect  such  a  funeral  pile  has,  on  a 
desolate  shore,  with  mountains  in  the  back-ground  and 
the  sea  before,  and  the  singular  appearance  the  salt  and 
frankincense  gave  to  the  flame.  All  of  Shelley  yfas  con- 
sumed, except  his  heart,  which  would  not  take  the  flames 
and  is  now  preserved  in  spirits  of  wine. 

((Your  old  acquaintance  Londonderry  has  quietly 
died  at  North  Cray !  and  the  virtuous  De  Witt  was  torn 
in  pieces  by  the  populace!  What  a  lucky  ***** 
the  Irishman  has  been  in  his  life  and  end.*  In  him 
your  Irish  Franklin  est  moit! 

(( Leigh  Hunt  is  sweating  articles  for  his  new  Journal ; 
and  both  he  and  I  think  it  somewhat  shabby  in  you  not 
td  contribute.  Will  you  become  one  of  the  properrio- 
ters?  '  Do,  and  we  go  snacks.**  I  recommend  you  to  think 
twice  before  you  respond  in  the  negative. 

(( I  have  nearly  (quite  three)  four  new  cantos  of  Don 
Juan  ready.  I  obtained  permission  from  the  female 
Censor  Morum  of  my  morals  to  continue  it,  provided  it 
were  immaculate ;  so  I  have  been  as  decent  as  need  be. 
There  is  a  deal  of  war — a  siege,  and  all  that,  in  the 
style,  graphical  and  technical,  of  the  shipwreck  in 
Canto  Second,  which  '  took,'  as  they  say,  in  the  Row. 

«  Yours,  etc. 

«  P.S.— That  ♦  *  *  Galignani  has  about  ten  lies 
in  one  paragraph.     It  was  not  a  Bible  that  was  found 


■  The  particulars  of  this  eTem  had,  it  is  eyideDt,  not  yet  reached 
him. 
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in  SheUey's  pocket,  bat  John  Keats's  poems.  However, 
it  woald  not  have  been  strange,  for  he  was  a  great  ad- 
mirer of  Scripture  as  a  composition.  /  did  not  send  my 
bust  to  the  academy  of  New  York;  but  I  sat  for  my 
picture  to  young  West,  an  American  artist,  at  the  re* 
quest  of  some  members  of  that  Academy  to  him  that  he 
would  take  my  portrait, — for  the  Academy,  I  believe. 
a  I  had,  and  still  have,  thoughts  of  South  America, 
but  am  fluctuating  between  it  and  Greece.  I  should 
have  gone,  long  ago,  to  one  of  them,  but  for  my  liaison 
with  the  Countess  G. ;  for  love,  in  these  days,  is  little 
compatible  with  glory.  She  would  be  delighted  to  go 
too ;  but  I  do  not  chuse  to  expose  her  to  a  long  voyage, 
and  a  residence  in  an  unsettled  country,  where  I  shall 
probably  take  a  part  of  some  sort.*) 

Soon  after  the  above  letters  were  written.  Lord  Byron 
removed  to  Genoa,  having  taken  a  house,  called  the 
Villa  Saluzzo,  at  Albaro,  one  of  the  suburbs  of  that  city. 
From  the  time  of  the  unlucky  squabble  with  the  serjeant- 
major  at  Pisa,  his  tranquillity  had  been  considerably 
broken  in  upon,  as  well  by  the  judicial  inquiries  conse- 
quent upon  that  event,  as  by  the  many  sinister  ru- 
mours and  suspicions  to  which  it  gave  rise.  Though 
the  wounded  man  had  recovered,  his  friends  all  vowed 
vengeance  with  the  dagger :  and  the  sensation  which  the 
affair  and  its  various  consequences  had  produced  was, 
— to  Madame  Guiccioli,  more  particularly,  from  the 
situation  in  which  her  family  stood,  in  regard  to  poli- 
tics,— distressing  and  alarming.  While  the  impression, 
too,  of  this  event  was  still  recent,  another  circumstance 
occurred  which,  though  comparatively  unimportant, 
had  the  imlucky  effect  of  again  drawing  the  attention 
of  the  Tuscans  to  their  new  visitors.*    During  Lord 
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Byron's  short  visit  to  Leghorn,  a  Swiss  servant  in  his 
employ  having  quarrelled,  on  some  occasion^  with  the 
brother  of  Madame  Guiccioli,  drew  his  knife  upon  the 
young  Count,  and  wounded  him  slightly  on  the  cheek. 
This  affray,  happening  so  soon  after  the  other,  was  pro- 
ductive also  of  so  much  notice  and  conversation  that 
the  Tuscan  government,  in  its  horror  of  every  thing  like 
disturbance,  thought  itself  called  upon  to  interfere; 
and  orders  were  accordingly  issued,  that,  within  four 
days,  the  two  Counts  Gamba,  father  and  son^  should 
depart  from  Tuscany.  To  Lord  Byron  this  decision 
was,  in  the  highest  degree,  provoking  and  disconcert- 
ing ;  it  being  one  of  the  conditions  of  the  Guiccioli's 
separation  from  her  husband,  that  she  should  thence- 
forward reside  under  the  same  roof  with  her  father. 
After  balancing  in  his  mind  between  various  projects, — 
sometimes  thinking  of  Geneva,  and  sometimes,  as  we 
have  seen,  of  South  America, — he  at  length  decided,  for 
the  present,  to  transfer  his  residence  to  Genoa. 

His  habits  of  life,  while  at  Pisa,  had  but  very  little 
differed — except  in  the  new  line  of  society  into  which 
his  introduction  to  Shelley's  friends  led  him, — from  the 
usual  monotonous  routine  in  which,  so  singularly  for 
one  of  his  desultory  disposition,  the  daily  course  of  his 
existence  had  now,  for  some  years,  flowed.  At  two  he 
usually  breakfasted,  and  at  three,  or,  as  the  year  ad- 
vanced, four  o'clock,  those  persons  who  were  in  the  habit 
of  accompanying  bim  in  his  rides,  called  upon  him. 
After,  occasionally,  a  game  of  billiards,  he  proceeded, — 
purposely  to  avoid  starers,  in  his  carriage, — as  far  as  the 
gates  of  the  town,  where  his  horses  met  him.  At  first 
the  route  he  chose  for  these  rides  was  in  the  direction 
of  the  Cascine  and  of  the  pine-forest  that  reaches  towards 
the  sea ;  but  having  found  a  spot  more  convenient  for     j^ 
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his  pistol  exercise  on  the  road  leading  firom  the  Porta 
alia  Spiaggia  to  the  east  of  the  city,  be  took  daily  this 
course  during  the  remainder  of  his  stay.  When  arrived 
at  the  Podere  or  farm,  in  the  garden  of  which  they  were 
allowed  to  erect  their  target,  his  friends  and  he  dis- 
mounted, and,  after  devoting  about  half  an  hour  to  a 
trial  of  skill  at  the  pistol,  returned,  a  little  before  sunset, 
into  the  city. 

uLord  Byron,))  says  a  friend  who  was  sometimes 
present  at  their  practising,  uwas  the  best  marksman. 
Shelley,  and  Williams,  and  Trelawney,  often  made  as 
good  shots  as  he— but  they  were  not  so  certain ;  and  he, 
though  his  hand  trembled  violently,  never  missed,  for 
he  calculated  on  this  vibration,  and  depended  entirely 
on  his  eye.  Once  after  demolishing  his  mark,  he  set 
up  a  slender  cane,  whose  colour,  nearly  the  same  as  the 
gravel  in  which  it  was  fixed,  might  well  have  deceived 
him,  and  at  twenty  paces  he  divided  it  with  his  bullet. 
His  joy  at  a  good  shot,  and  his  vexation  at  a  failure,  was 
great — and  when  we  met  him  on  his  return,  his  cold 
salutation,  or  joyous  laugh,  told  the  tale  of  the  day*s 
success.)) 

For  the  first  time  since  his  arrival  in  Italy,  he  now 
found  himself  tempted  to  give  dinner  parties ;  his  guests 
being,  besides  Count  Gamba  and  Shelley,  Mr  Williams, 
Captain  Medwin,  Mr  Taafe,  and  Mr  Trelawney; — and 
tt never,))  as  his  friend  Shelley  used  to  say,  ((did  he 
display  himself  to  more  advantage  than  on  these  occa- 
sions; being  at  once  polite  and  cordial,  full  of  social 
hilarity  and  the  most  perfect  good  humour;  never  di- 
verging into  ungraceful  merriment,  and  yet  keeping  op 
the  spirit  of  liveliness  throughout  the  evening.);  About 
midnight  his  guests  generally  left  him,  with  the  excep- 
iion  of  Captain  Medwin^  who  used  to  remain,  as  I 
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understand,  talking  and  drinking  with  his  noble  host 
till  far  into  the  morning ;  and  to  the  careless,  half  mys- 
tifying confidences  of  these  nocturnal  sittings,  implicitly 
listened  to  and  confusedly  recollected,  we  owe  the  vo- 
lume with  which  Captain  Medwin,  soon  after  the  death 
of  the  noble  poet,  favoured  the  world. 

On  the  subject  of  this  and  other  such  intimacies  form- 
ed by  Lord  Byron,  not  only  at  the  period  of  which  we 
are  speaking,  but  throughout  his  whole  life,  it  would 
be  difficult  to  advance  any  thing  more  judicious  or  more 
demonstrative  of  a  true  knowledge  of  his  cha4acter, 
than  is  to  be  found  in  the  following  remarks  of  one  who 
had  studied  him  with  her  whole  heart, — who  had  learn- 
ed to  regard  him  with  the  eyes  of  good  sense,  as  well  as 
of  affection,  and  whose  strong  love,  in  short,  was  founded 
upon  a  basis  the  most  creditable  both  to  him  and 
herself, — the  being  able  to  understand  him. » 

u  We  continued  in  Pisa  even  more  rigorously  to  ab- 
sent ourselves  from  society.  However,  as  there  were  a 
good  many  English  in  Pisa,  he  could  not  avoid  becoming 
acquainted  with  vadous  friends  of  Shelley,  among  which 
number  was  Mr  Medwin.  They  followed  him  in  his 
rides,  dined  with  him,  and  felt  themselves  happy,  of 
course,  in  the  apparent  intimacy  in  which  they  lived  with 
so  renowned  a  man;  but  not  one  of  them  was  admitted 
to  any  part  of  his  friendship,  which,  indeed,  he  did  not 
easily  accord.  He  had  a  great  affection  for  Shelley,  and 
a  great  esteem  for  his  character  and  talents ;  but  he  was 
not  his  friend  in  the  most  extensive  sense  of  that  word. 

I  «My  poor  ZimmermaD,  who  now  will  anderstand  thee?*—- such  was 
the  touching  speech  addressed  to  Zimmerman  hy  his  wife,  on  her  death* 
bed,  and  there  is  implied  in  these  few  words  all  that  a  man  of  morbid 
sensibility  must  be  dependant  for  upon  the  tender  and  self-forgetting  to- 
lerance of  the  woman  with  whom  he  is  united. 

VOL.  IV.  \i 
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Sometimes,  when  speaking  of  his  friends  and  of  friend- 
ship, as  also  of  love,  and  of  every  other  noble  emotion 
of  the  soul,  his  expressions  mi(^ht  inspire  doubts  con- 
cerning his  sentiments,  and  the  goodness  of  his  heart. 
The  feeling  of  the  moment  regulated  his  speech,  and, 
besides, — he  liked  to  play  the  part  of  singularity, — and 
sometimes  worse, — more  especially  with  those  whom  he 
suspected  of  endeavouring  to  make  discoveries  as  to  his 
real  character;  but  it  was  only  mean  minds  and  super-  . 
ficial  observers  that  could  be  deceived  in  him.  It  was  • 
necessary  to  consider  his  actions  to  perceive  the  contra- 
diction they  bore  to  his  words:  it  was  necessary  to  be 
witness  of  certain  moments,  durin^>  which  unforeseen 
and  involuntary  emotion  forced  him  to  give  himself  en- 
tirely up  to  his  feelings ;  and  whoever  beheld  him  then, 
became  aware  of  the  stores  of  sensibility  and  goodness 
of  which  his  noble  heart  was  full. 

tt  Among  the  many  occasions  I  had  of  seeing  him  thus 
overpowered,  I  shall  mention  one  relative  to  his  feelings 
of  friendship.  A  few  days  before  leaving  Pisa,  we  were 
one  evening  seated  in  the  garden  of  the  Palazzo  Lan- 
franchi.  A  soft  melancholy  was  spread  over  his  coun- 
tenance;— he  recalled  to  mind  the  events  of  his  life; 
compared  them  with  his  present  situation  and  with  that 
which  it  might  have  been  if  his  affection  for  me  had  not 
caused  him  to  remain  in  Italy,  saying  things  which  would 
have  made  earth  a  paradise  for  me,  but  that  even  then 
a  presentiment  that  I  should  lose  all  this  happiness  tor- 
mented me.  At  this  moment  a  servant  announced  Mr 
Hobhouse.  The  slight  shade  of  melancholy  diffused 
over  Lord- Byron's  face  gave  instant  place  to  the  live- 
liest joy;  but  it  was  so  great,  that  it  almost  deprived 
him  of  strength.     A  fearful  paleness  came  over  his 
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cheeks,  and  his  eyes  were  filled  with  tears  as  he  embraced 
his  friend.  His  emotion  was  so  gfreat,  that  he  was  forced 
to  sit  down. 

ttLord  Glare's  visit  also  occasioned  him  extreme  de- 
light. He  had  a  great  affection  for  Lord  Clare,  and  was 
very  happy  "during  the  short  visit  that  he  paid  him  at 
Leghorn.  The  day  on  which  they  separated  was  a  me- 
lancholy one  for  Lord  Byron.  '  I  have  a  presentiment 
that  I  shall  never  see  him  more,'  he  said,  and  his  eyes 
filled  with  tears.  The  same  melancholy  came  over  him 
daring  the  first  weeks  that  succeeded  to  Lord  Clare's  de- 
parture, whenever  his  conversation  happened  to  fall 
upon  this  friend .  *>  * 

1  « In  Pisa  abbiamo  continuato  anche  piiSi  rigorosamcDte  a  vivere  Ion- 
tano  dalla  society.  Esseodosi  perb  in  Pisa  molti  Inglesi  egli  non  pot^ 
scasarsi  dal  fare  la  conoscenza  di  varii  aniici  di  Shelley,  fra  i  quali  ono 
fu  Mr  Medwin.  Essi  lo  seguitavnno  al  passeggio,  pranzavono  con  lui  e 
certamente  si  tenevano  felici  della  apparente  iniimilA  che  loro  accordava 
un  uomo  cosi  tuperiore.  Ma  nessuno  di  loro  fu  ammesso  mai  a  porta 
della  sua  amicizia,  che  egli  non  era  facile  a  accordare.  Per  Sfaelley  egli 
a?eva  dell'  affezionc,  e  molta  stima  pel  sno  carattere  e  pel  suo  talento, 
ina  non  era  suo  aroico  nell*  estensione  del  senso  che  si  deve  dare  alia  pa  - 
rola  amicizia.  Talvolta  parlando  egli  de*  suoi  amici,  e  dell*  amicizia, 
come  pure  dell'  amore,  e  di  ogni  altro  nobile  scntimento  dell'  anima, 
potevano  i  suoi  discorsi  far  nascere  dei  duhbii  siii  veri  suoi  sentimend, 
e  sulfa  bont^  del  suo  core.  Una  impressione  momentanca  regolava  i- 
suoi  discorsi ;  c  di  pii\  egli  amava  anche  a  rappresentare  un  personaggio 
bizzarro,  e  qualche  volta  anche  peggio, — specialmente  con  quelli  che 
egli  pensava  volessero  studiare  e  fare  delle  scoperte  snl  suo  carattere. 
Ma  neir  inganno  non  poteva  cadere  che  una  piccola  mente,  e  un  osser- 
valore  superficiale.  Bisognava  esaminare  le  sue  azioni  per  scutire  tutta 
le  Gontraddizione  che  era  fra  di  esse  e  i  suoi  discorsi ;  bisognava  vederlo 
in  certi  momentiin  cui  per  una  emozione  improvvisa  e  pii!iforte  della  sua 
Tolontk  la  sua  anima  si  abbandonava  interamente  a  se  stessa ; — bisognava 
vederlo  allora  per  scoprire  i  tesori  di  sensibility  e  di  bonti  che  erano'  in 
quella  nobile  anima. 
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OF  his  feelings  on  the  death  of  his  daug;hter  Allegra, 
this  lady  gives  the  following  account : — «  On  the  occa- 
sion also  of  the  death  of  his  natural  daughter,  I  saw  in 
his  grief  the  excess  of  paternal  tenderness.  His  conduct 
towards  this  child  was  always  that  of  a  fond  father ;  but 
no  one  would  have  guessed  from  his  expressions  that  he 
felt  this  affection  for  her.  He  was  dreadfully  agitated 
by  the  first  intelligence  of  her  illness;  and  when  after- 
wards that  of  her  death  arrived,  I  was  obliged  to  fulfil 
the  melancholy  task  of  communicating  it  to  him.  The 
memory  of  that  frightful  moment  is  stamped  indelibly 
on  my  mind.  For  several  evenings  he  had  not  left  his 
house,  I  therefore  went  to  him.  His  first  question  was 
relative  to  the  courier  he  had  dispatched  for  tidings  of 

«  Fra  le  tante  volte  che  io  Tho  veduto  in  simili  circostanze  oe  ricor- 
der6  una  che  risgaarda  i  suoi  sentimenti  di  amicizia.  Pochi  giomi  prima 
di  lasoiare  Pisa  eravamo  verso  sera  insieme  seduti  nel  giardino  del  Pa- 
lazzo Lanfranchi.  Una  dolce  maltnconia  era  sparsa  sal  suo  viso.  Egli 
riandava  col  pensiero  gli  nvveQimenti  della  sua  viui  e  faceva  il  coofronto 
colla  attuale  sua  situazione  e  quella  che  avrebbe  potula  essere  se  la  sua 
affezione  per  ine  non  la  avesse  fatto  resture  in  Italia;  e  diceva  cose  che 
avrebbero  resa  per  me  lo  terra  un  paradiso,  se  Qik  sino  d'allora  il  pres- 
sentimento  di  perdere  tanta  felicitk  oon  mi  avesse  tormentata.  In  qaesto 
Hicntre  un  domestico  annuncib  Mr  Hobhouse.  La  leggiera  tinta  di  ma- 
linconia  sparsa  sul  viso  di  Byron  fece  luogo  subitamenle  alia  piii  viva 
gioia ;  ma  essa  fu  cosi  forte  che  gli  lolse  quasi  le  forze.  Un  pallore 
commovente  ricoperse  il  suo  volto,  e  nell*  abbracciare  il  suo  amico  i  saoi 
ncchi  erano  pieni  di  lacrime  di  contento.  E  Temozione  fu  cosi  forte  che 
egli  fu  obbligato  di  sedersi,  senlendosi  mancare  le  forze. 

«  La  venuta  pure  di  Lord  Clare  fu  per  lui  no  epoca  di  grandc  felicili. 
Egli  amava  sommaraente  Lord  Clare — egli  era  cosi  felice  in  quel  breve 
tempo  che  pass6  presso  di  lui  a  Livorno,  e  il  giomo  in  cui  si  separarono 
fu  un  giorno  di  grande  tristezza  per  Lord  Byron.  *  Io  ho  il  pressenti- 
uiento  che  non  lo  vedr6  piil'  diceva  egii;  e  i  suoi  occhi  si  riempirooo  di 
lacrime;  e  in  questo  stato  I'ho  veduto  per  vari  settimanee  dopo  la  par* 
tenza  di  Lord  Clare,  ogni  qual  volta  il  discorso  cadeva  sopra  di  codesto 
amico. » 
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his  daughter,  and  whose  delay  disquieted  him.  After  a 
short  interval  of  suspense,  with  every  caution  that  my  own 
sorrow  suggested,  I  deprived  him  of  all  hope  of  the  child's 
recovery.  '  I  understand,'  said  he — '  it  is  enough,  say 
no  more.'  A  mortal  paleness  spread  itself  over  his  face, 
his  strength  failed  him,  and  he  sunk  into  a  seat.  Jlis 
look  was  fixed,  and  the  expression  such  that  I  hegan  to 
fearforhis  reason ;  he  did  not  shed  a  tear,  and  his  counte- 
nance manifested  so  hopeless,  so  profound,  so  suhlime  a 
sorrow,  that  at  the  moment  he  appeared  a  heing  of  a  na- 
ture superior  to  humanity.  He  remained  immoveable 
in  the  same  attitude  for  an  hour,  and  no  consolation 
which  I  endeavoured  to  afford  him  seemed  to  reach  his 
ears,  far  less  his  heart.  But  enough  of  this  sad  episode, 
on  which  I  cannot  linger,  even  after  the  lapse  of  so  many 
years,  without  renewing  in  my  own  heart  the  awful 
wretchedness  of  that  day.  He  desired  to  be  left  alone, 
and  I  was  obliged  to  leave  him.  I  found  him  on  the  fol- 
lowing morning  tranquillised,  and  with  an  expression 
of  religious  resignation  on  his  features.  ^  She  is  more 
fortunate  than  we  are,'  he  said;  ^besides,  her  position 
in  the  world  would  scarcely  have  allowed  her  to  be 
happy.  It  is  God's  will — let  us  mention  it  no  more.' 
And  from  that  day  he  would  never  pronounce  her  name, 
but  became  more  anxious  when  he  spoke  of  Ada, — so 
much  so  as  to  disquiet  himself  when  the  usual  accounts 
sent  him  were  for  a  post  or  two  delayed. »* 

*  «  Nell'  occasioae  pure  de  morte  della  sua  figlia  naturale  io  ho  ve- 
duto  ncl  suo  dolore  tuttocib  che  vi  k  di  inii  profoado  Delia  tenerezza  pa- 
lerna.  La  sua  condoUa  verso  dt  codesta  fancialla  era  stala  sempre  quella 
del  padre  il  pii!i  amoroso ;  ma  dalle  di  lui  parole  non  si  sarebbe  giudicato 
che  avesse  tanta  afFeziooe  per  lei.  Alia  prima  Dotizia  della  di  lei  malat- 
tia  egli  fu  sommamente  agitato;  giuose  poi  la  ootizia  della  morte,  ed  io 
dovetti  esercitare  il  tristo  uficio  di  participarla  a  Lord  Byron.     QmcI  sen* 
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The  melancholy  death  of  poor  Shelley,  which  hap- 
pened, as  we  have  seen,  also  during^  this  period,  seems  to 
have  affected  Lord  Byron's  mind  less  with  g;rief  for  the 
actual  loss  of  his  friend  than  with  bitter  indig^nation 
against  those  who  had,  through  life,  so  grossly  misre- 
presented him ;  and  never  certainly  was  there  an  in- 
stance where  the  supposed  absence  of  all  religfion  in  an 
individual  was  assunaed  so  eagerly  as  an  excuse  for  the 
entire  absence  of  truth  and  charity  in  jndg;ing^  him. 
Though  never  personally  acquainted  with  Mr  Shelley, 
I  can  join  freely  with  those  who  most  loved  him  in  ad- 
miring the  various  excellencies  of  his  heart  and  genius, 
and  lamenting;  the  too  early  doom  that  robbed  us  of  the 
mature  fruits  of  both.  His  short  life  had  been,  like  his 
poetry,  a  sort  of  bright,  erroneous  dream, — false  in  the 
general  principles  on  wliich  it  proceeded,  though  beau- 

sibile  momento  sara  indelehile  nella  mia  memoria.  Egli  dod  usciva  da 
varii  giorni  la  sera :  io  aodai  dunque  da  lui.  La  prima  domaoda  che 
egli  mi  fece  fu  relativa  al  Corriere  che  egli  aveva  spedito  per  avere  do- 
tizie  della  sua  figlia,  c  di  cui  il  retardo  lo  inquietava.  Dopo  qualche 
momento  di  sospeusione  con  tutta  I'arte  che  sapeva  suggerirmi  il  miopro- 
prio  dolore  (;li  tuisi  ogiii  speranza  della  guarigioue  della  fancialla.  'Ho 
inteso/  disse  egli — *  basta  cosi — non  dite  di  piCi'^-e  un  pallore  mortale  si 
sparse  sul  suo  voUo  ;  le  forze  gli  mancarono,  e  cadde  sopra  una  sedia 
d'appoggio.  II  suo  sguardo  era  Hsso  e  tale  che  mi  fece  temere  per  la  sua 
ragioiie.  Egli  rimase  in  qncllo  siato  d'immobilitk  un'ora;  e  nessana 
parola  di  consolazione  che  io  poiessi  iiidirizzargli  pareva  peuetrare  le  sue 
orecchie  non  che  il  suo  core.  Ma  b:ista  cos\  di  questa  trista  detenzione 
nella  quale  non  possofermarmi  dopotanti  annisenzarisvegliaredi  nuovo 
nel  mio  aninio  le  terribili  sofferenze  di  quel  giorno.  La  mattina  lo  tro- 
vai  tranquillo,  e  con  una  cspressione  di  religiosa  rassegnazione  nel  suo 
volto.  *Ella  bytiii  Felice  di  uoi/  diss'  egli — *d'altronde  la  sua  sitnaziooe 
nel  mondo  non  le  avrcbbe  data  forse  felicity.  Dio  ha  voluto  cosi — non 
ne  parliamo  piu.'  E  da  quel  giorno  in  poi  non  ha  [nh  voluto  proferire  il 
nome  di  quella  fanciulla.  Ma  e  divenuto  pih  pensieroso  parlando  di 
Adda,  al  punto  di  tormentarsi  quando  gli  ritardavano  di  qualchc  ordi^ 
oario  le  di  lei  iiotizie.« 
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tiful  and  attaching;  in  most  of  the  details.  Had  full 
time  been  allowed  for  the  «  over-ligbt»  of  his  imagina- 
tion to  have  been  tempered  down  by  tbe  judgment 
which,  in  him,  was  still  in  reserve,  the  world  at  large 
would  have  been  taught  to  pay  that  high  homage  to  his 
genius  which  those  only  who  saw  what  he  was  capable 
of  can  now  be  expected  to  accord  to  it. 

It  was  about  this  time  that  Mr  Cowell,  paying  a  visit 
to  Lord  Byron  at  Genoa,  was  told  by  him  that  some 
friends  of  Mr  Shelley,  sitting  together  one  evening,  had 
seen  that  gentleman,  distinctly,  as  they  thought,  walk 
into  a  little  wood  at  Lerici,  when  at  the  same  moment, 
as  they  afterwards  discovered,  he  was  far  away,  in  quite 
a  different  direction.  «  This,))  added  Lord  Byron,  in  a 
low,  awe-struck  tone  of  voice,  «  was  but  ten  days  before 
poor  Shelley  died.)) 

LETTER  DrV. 

TO   MR   MURRAY. 

«  Genoa,  October  9tli,  1822. 

« I  have  received  your  letter,  and  as  you  explain  it,  I 
have  no  objection,  on  your  account,  to  omit  those  pas- 
sages in  the  new  Mystery  (which  were  marked  in  the 
half-sheet  sent  the  other  day  to  Pisa),  or  the  passage  in 
Cam;— but  why  not  be  open,  and  say  so  at  first?  You 
should  be  more  straight-forward  on  every  account. 

«  I  have  been  very  unwell — four  days  confined  to  my 
bed  in  '  the  worst  inn's  worst  room,'  at  Lerici,  with  a 
violent  rheumatic  and  bilious  attack,  constipation,  and 
the  devil  knows  ^vhat: — no  physician,  except  a  young 
fellow,  who,  however,  was  kind  and  cautious,  and  that 's 
enough. 


\ 
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u  At  last  I  seized  Thompson's  book  of  prescriptions  (a 
donation  of  yours),  and  physicked  myself  with  the  first 
dose  I  found  in  it;  and  after  undergoing^  the  ravages  of 
all  kinds  of  decoctions,  sallied  from  bed  on  the  fifth  day 
to  cross  the  Gulf  to  Sestri.  The  sea  revived  me  instantly; 
and  I  ate  the  sailors'  cold  fish,  and  drank  a  gallon  of 
country  wine,  and  got  to  Genoa  the  same  night  after 
landing  at  Sestri,  and  have  ever  since  been  keeping 
well,  but  thinner,  and  with  an  occasional  cough  towards 
evening. 

« I  am  afraid  the  Journal  is  a  bad  business,  and  won't 
do;  but  in  it  I  am  sacrificing  myself  for  others — /  can 
have  no  advantage  in  it.  I  believe  the  brothers  Hunts  to 
be  honest  men ;  I  am  sure  that  they  are  poor  ones ;  they 
have  not  a  nap.  They  pressed  me  to  engage  in  this  work, 
and  in  an  evil  hour  I  consented.  Still  I  shall  not  repent, 
if  I  can  do  them  the  least  service.  I  have  done  all  I  can 
for  Leigh  Hunt  since  he  came  here ;  but  it  is  almost  use- 
less:— his  wife  is  ill,  his  six  children  not  very  tractable, 
and  in  the  affairs  of  this  world  he  himself  is  a  child. 
The  death  of  Shelley  left  them  totally  aground ;  and  I 
could  not  sec  them  in  such  a  state  without  using  the 
common  feelings  of  humanity,  and  what  means  were  in 
my  power,  to  set  them  afloat  again. 

u  So  Douglas  Kinnaird  is  out  of  the  way  ?  He  was  so 
the  last  time  I  sent  him  a  parcel,  and  he  gives  no  pre- 
vious notice.     When  is  he  expected  again  ? 

«  Yours,  etc. 

w  P.S.— Will  you  say  at  once — do  you  publish  Wer- 
ner and  the  Mystery  or  not  ?  You  never  once  allude  to 
them. 

«  That  curst  advertisemen^of  Mr  J.  Hunt  is  out  of 
the  limits.  I  did  not  lend  him  my  name  to  be  hawked 
about  in  this  way. 
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«  However,  I  believe — at  least,  hope — that  after  all 
you  may  be  a  good  fellow  at  bottom,  and  it  is  on  this 
presumption  that  I  now  write  to  you  on  the  subject  of  a 
poor  woman  of  the  name  of  Yossy,  who  is,  or  was,  an 
author  of  yours,  as  she  says,  and  published  a  book  on 
Switzerland  in  18 16,  patronized  by  the  'Court  and  Co- 
lonel M'Mahon.'  But  it  seems  that  neither  the  Court 
nor  the  Colonel  could  get  over  the  portentous  price  of 
'  three  pounds,  thirteen,  and  sixpence,'  which  alarmed 
the  too  susceptible  public;  and,  in  short, '  the  book  died 
away,'  and,  what  is  worse,  the  poor  souFs  husband  died 
too,  and  she  writes  with  the  man  a  corpse  before  her ; 
but  instead  of  addressing  the  bishop  or  Mr  Wilberforce, 
she  hath  recourse  to  that  proscribed,  atheistical,  syllo- 
gistical,  phlogistical  person,  mysen^  as  they  say  in  Notts. 
It  is  strange  enough,  but  the  rascaille English,  who  calum. 
niate  me  in  every  direction  and  on  every  score,  whenever 
they  are  in  great  distress  recur  to  me  for  assistance.  If 
I  have  had  one  example  of  this,  I  have  had  letters  from 
a  thousand,  and  as  far  as  is  in  my  power,  have  tried  to 
repay  good  for  evil,  and  purchase  a  shilling's  worth  of 
salvation  as  long  as  my  pocket  can  hold  out. 

u  Now,  I  am  willing  to  do  what  I  can  for  this  unfor- 
tunate person ;  but  her  situation  and  her  wishes  (not 
unreasonable,  however)  require  more  than  can  be  ad- 
vanced by  one  individual  like  myself ;  for  I  have  many 
claims  of  the  same  kind  just  at  present,  and  also  some 
remnants  of  debt  to  pay  in  England — God,  he  knows, 
the  latter  how  reluctantly  !  Can  the  Literary  Fund  do 
nothing  for  her?  By  your  interest,  which  is  great  among 
the  pious,  I  dare  say  that  something  might  be  collected. 
Can  you  get  any  of  her  books  published  ?  Suppose  you  ^ 
took  her  as  author  in  my  place,  now  vacant  aovou^^^'ox^P 
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ra^j^amuffins  :  she  is  a  moral  and  pious  person,  and  will 
shine  upon  youi*  shelves.  But  seriously,  do  what  you 
can  for  her. » 


LETTER    DV. 

TO  MR  MURRAY. 

«  Genoa,  9bre  aS,  1822. 

(( I  have  to  thank  you  for  a  parcel  of  books,  which 
are  very  welcome,  especially  Sir  Walter's  gift  of  ^Halidon 
Hill.'  You  have  sent  me  a  copy  of '  Werner,'  but  without 
the  preface.  If  you  have  published  it  without^  you  will 
have  plunged  me  into  a  very  disagreeable  dilemma, 
because  I  shall  be  accused  of  plagiarism  from  Miss  Lee's 
German's  Tale,  whereas  I  have  fully  and  freely  acknow- 
ledged that  the  drama  is  entirely  taken  from  the  story. 

«  I  return  you  the  Quarterly  Review,  uncut  and  un- 
opened, not  from  disrespect,  or  disregard,  or  pique,  but  it 
is  a  kind  of  reading  which  I  have  some  time  disused,  as  I 
think  the  periodical  style  of  writing  hurtful  to  the  habits 
of  the  mind,  by  presenting  the  superficies  of  too  many 
things  at  once.  I  do  not  know  that  it  contains  any 
thing  disagreeable  to  me — it  may  or  it  may  not;  nor  do 
I  return  it  on  account  that  there  may  be  an  article 
which  you  hinted  at  in  one  of  your  late  letters,  but 
because  I  have  left  off  reading  these  kind  of  works,  and 
should  equally  have  returned  you  any  other  number 

a  I  am  obliged  to  take  in  one  or  two  abroad  because 
solicited  to  do  so.  The  Edinburgh  came  before  me  by 
mere  chance  in  Galignani's  picnic  sort  of  gazette,  where 
he  had  inserted  a  part  of  it. 

«You  will  have  received  various  letters  from  me 
lately,  in  a  stvle  wVviclilwsed  nvviU  reluctance;  but  you 
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left  me  no  other  choice  by  your  absolute  refusal  to  com- 
municate with  a  man  you  did  not  like  upon  the  mere 
simple  matter  of  transfer  of  a  few  papers  of  little  con- 
sequence (except  to  their  author),  and  which  could  be 
of  no  moment  to  yourself. 

u  I  hope  that  Mr  Kinnaird  is  better.  It  is  stran(je 
that  you  never  alluded  to  his  accident^  if  it  be  true,  as 
stated  in  the  papers. 

« I  am  yours,  etc.  etc. 

« I  hope  that  you  have  a  milder  winter  than  we  have 
had  here.  We  have  had  inundations  worthy  of  the  Trent 
or  Po,  and  the  conductor  (Franklin's)  of  my  house  was 
struck  (or  supposed  to  be  stricken)  by  a  thunderbolt. 
I  was  so  near  the  window  that  I  was  dazzled  and  my 
eyes  hurt  for  several  minutes,  and  every  body  in  the 
house  felt  an  electric  shock  at  the  moment.  Madame 
Guiccioli  was  frightened,  as  you  may  suppose. 

« I  havQ  thought  since  that  your  bigots  would  have 
^saddled  me  with  a  judgment,'  (as  Thwackum  did  Square 
when  he  bit  his  tongue  in  talking  metaphysics),  if  any 
thing  had  happened  of  consequence.  These  fellows 
always  forget  Christ  in  their  Christianity,  and  what  he 
said  when  'the  tower  of  Siloam  fell.' 

« To-day  is  the  9th,  and  the  10th  is  my  surviving 
daughter's  birthday.  I  have  ordered,  as  a  regale,  a 
mutton  chop  and  a  bottle  of  ale.  She  is  seven  years 
old,  I  believe.  Did  I  ever  tell  you  that  the  day  I  came 
of  age  I  dined  on  eggs  and  bacon  and  a  bottle  of  ale? 
For  once  in  a  way  they  are  my  favourite  dish  and 
drinkable,  but  as  neither  of  them  agree  with  me,  I  never 
use  them  but  on  great  jubilees—  once  in  four  or  five 
years  or  so. 

« I  see  somebody  represents  the  Hunts  and  Mrs  Shelley 
as  living  in  my  house:  it  is  a  falsehood.    The^  t^'&vi^     Jj 


3oO  NOTICES  OF  THE  a.  d.  iSaa. 

at  some  distance,  and  I  do  not  see  them  twice  ia  a 
month.  I  have  not  met  Mr  Hunt  a  dozen  times  since 
I  came  to  Genoa,  or  near  it. 

«  Yours  ever,  etc.» 

LETTER  DVI. 

TO  MR  MURRAY. 

« Genoa,  lobre  26%  1822. 
« I  had  sent  you  back  the  Quarterly  without  perusal, 
havin^f  resolved  to  read  no  more  reviews,  good,  bad,  or 
indifferent :  but  '  who  can  control  his  fate?  Galig^naoi, 
to  whom  my  En(][lish  studies  are  confined,  has  forwarded 
a  copy  of  at  least  one  half  of  it  in  his  indefatigable  catch- 
penny weekly  compilation;  and  as,  4ike  honour,  it 
came  unlooked  for,'  I  have  looked  through  it.  I  must 
say  that,  upon  the  whole^  that  is,  the  whole  of  the  half 
which  I  have  read  (for  the  other  half  is  to  be  the  segment 
of  Galignani's  next  week's  circular),  it  is  extremely 
handsome,  and  any  thing  but  unkind  or  unfair.  As  I  take 
the  good  in  good  part,  I  must  not,  nor  will  not,  quarrel 
with  the  bad.  What  the  writer  says  of  Don  Juan  is 
harsh,  but  it  is  inevitable.  He  must  follow^  or  at  least 
not  directly  oppose,  the  opinion  of  a  prevailing  and  yet 
not  very  firmly-seated  party.  A  Review  may  and  will 
direct  and  'turn  awry'  the  currents  of  opinion,  but  it 
must  not  directly  oppose  them.  Don  Juan  will  be 
known,  by  and  by,  for  what  it  is  intended,  a  Satire  on 
abuses  of  the  present  states  of  society,  and  not  an  eulogy 
of  vice.  It  may  be  now  and  then  voluptuous : — I  can't 
help  that.  Ariosto  is  worse;  Smollett  (see  Lord  Strut- 
well,  in  vol.  2d  of  Roderick  Random)  ten  times  worse; 
and  Fielding  no  better,    ^o  ^vtl  will  ever  be  seduced 
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by  reading  Don  Juan : — no,  no :  she  will  go  to  Little's 
poems  and  Rousseau's  Romans  (or  that^  or  even  to  the 
immaculate  De  Stael.  They  will  encourage  her,  and 
not  the  Don,  who  laughs  at  that,  and — and — most  other 

things.    But  never  mind — ^a  ira! 

****** 

«  Now,  do  you  see  what  you  and  your  friends  do  by 
your  injudicious  rudeness? — actually  cement  a  sort  of 
connexion  which  you  strove  to  prevent,  and  which, 
had  the  Hunts  prospered^  would  not  in  all  probability 
have  continued.  As  it  is,  I  will  not  quit  them  in  their 
adversity,  though  it  should  cost  me  character,  fame, 
money,  and  the  usual  et  cetera, 

«My  original  motives  I  already  explained  (in  the 
letter  which  you  thought  proper  to  show) :  they  are  the 
true  ones,  and  I  abide  by  them,  as  I  tell  you,  and  I  told 
Leigh  Hunt  when  he  questioned  me  on  the  subject  of 
that  letter.  He  was  violently  hurt,  and  never  will  for- 
give me  at  bottom ;  but  I  can't  help  that.  I  never  meant 
to  make  a  parade  of  it;  but  if  he  chose  to  question  me, 
I  could  only  answer  the  plain  truth :  and  I  confess  I  did 
not  see  any  thing  in  the  letter  to  hurt  him,  unless  I  said 
he  was  a  '  6ore,'  which  I  don't  remember.  Had  their 
Journal  gone  on  well,  and  I  could  have  aided  to  make 
it  better  for  them,  I  should  then  have  left  them,  after 
my  safe  pilotage  off  a  lee  shore,  to  make  a  prosperous 
voyage  by  themselves.  As  it  is,  I  can't,  and  would  not, 
if  I  could,  leave  them  among  the  breakers. 

u  As  to  any  community  of  feeling,  thought,  or  opinion, 
between  Leigh  Hunt  and  me,  there  is  little  or  none. 
We  meet  rarely,  hardly  ever;  but  I  think  him  a  good- 
principled  and  able  man,  and  must  do  as  I  would  be 
done  by.  I  do  not  know  what  world  he  has  lived  in, 
but  I  have  lived  in  three  or  four;  but  none  of  them  like 
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his  Keats  and  kangaroo  terra  inco(]^ita.  Alas!  poor 
Shelley!  how  we  would  have  lau(]rhed  had  he  lived,  and 
how  we  used  to  ]au{;h  now  and  then,  at  various  thin^ 
which  are  g;rave  in  the  suhurhs! 

a  You  are  all  mistaken  about  Shelley.  You  do  not 
know  how  mild,  how  tolerant,  how  good  he  was  in 
society;  and  as  perfect  a  gentleman  as  ever  crossed  a 
drawing-room,  when  he  liked,  and  where  liked. 

ill  have  some  thoughts  of  taking  a  run  down  to 
Naples  fsolus^  or,  at  most,  cum  sola)  this  spring,  and 
writing,  w^hen  I  have  studied  the  country,  a  Fifth  and 
Sixth  Canto  of  Childe  Harold :  but  this  is  merely  an  idea 
for  the  present,  and  I  have  other  excursions  and  voy- 
ages in  my  mind.  The  busts*  are  finished  :  are  you 
worthy  of  them? 

«  Yours,  etc. 

«  N.  B. 

«P.S. — Mrs  Shelley  is  residing  with  the  Hunts  at 
some  distance  from  me.  I  see  them  very  seldom,  and 
generally  on  account  of  their  business.  Mrs  Shelley,  1 
believe,  will  goto  England  in  the  spring. 

a  Count  Gamba's  family,  the  father  and  mother  and 
daughter,  are  residing  with  me  by  Mr  Hill  (the  minis- 
ter's) recommendation,  as  a  safer  asylum  from  the  po- 
litical persecutions  than  they  could  have  in  another 
residence;  but  they  occupy  one  part  of  a  large  house, 
and  I  the  other,  and  our  establishments  are  quite  se- 
parate. 

<  Of  the  b(i«t  of  himself  by  BartoIIini  he  says,  iu  one  of  the  omkietl 
letters  to  Mr  Murray : — *  The  bust  does  not  turn  out  a  good  one, — though 
it  may  be  like  for  an{j;ht  I  know,  as  it  exactly  resembles  a  supeniDnuated 
Jesuit.*  Again,  «I  assure  you  Bariollini's  is  dreadful,  though  my  mind 
misgives  me  that  it  is  hideously  like.  If  it  is,  I  cannot  l«c  long  for  this 
Horir/,  (or  it  ovcrlooVs  seventy. «• 
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It  Since  I  have  read  the  Quarterly,  I  shall  erase  two 
or  three  passag^es  in  the  latter  six  or  seven  cantos,  in 
which  I  had  lightly  stroked  over  two  or  three  of  your 
authors ;  but  I  will  not  return  evil  for  good.  I  liked 
what  I  read  of  the  article  much. 

((Mr  J.  Hunt  is  most  likely  the  publisher  of  the  new 
Cantos;  with  what  prospects  of  success  I  know  not, 
nor  does  it  very  much  matter,  as  far  as  I  am  concerned ; 
but  I  hope  that  it  may  be  of  use  to  him,  for  he  is  a 
stiff,  sturdy,  conscientious  man,  and  I  like  him  :  he  is 
such  a  one  as  Prynne  or  Pym  might  be.  I  bear  you  no 
ill-will  for  declining  the  Don  Juans. 

«  Have  you  aided  Madame  de  Yossy,  as  I  requested  ? 
I  sent  her  three  hundred  francs.  Recommend  her,  will 
you?  to  the  Literary  Fund,  or  to  some  benevolence  within 
your  circles.)) 


LETTER  DVII. 

TO  LADY . 

«  Albaro,  November  lotb,  1822. 

«  «  «  «  « 

((The  Chevalier  persisted  in  declaring  himself  an  ill- 
used  gentleman,  and  describing  you  as  a  kind  of  cold 
Calypso,  who  lead  astray  people  of  an  amatory  disposi- 
tion without  giving  them  any  sort  of  compensation, 
contenting  yourself,  it  seems,  with  only  making  one 
fool  instead  of  two,  which  is  the  more  approved  method 
of  proceeding  on  such  occasions.  For  my  part,  I  think, 
you  are  quite  right;  and  be  assured  from  me  that  a  wo- 
man (as society  is  constituted  in  England)  who  gives  any 
advantage  to  a  man  may  expect  a  lover,  but  will  sooner 
or  later  fidd  a  tyrant;  and  this  is  not  the  man's  fault 
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either,  perhaps,  but  is  the  necessary  and  natural  result 
of  the  circumstances  of  society  which,  in  fact,  tyrannize 
over  the  man  equally  with  the  woman,  that  is  to  say, 
if  either  of  them  have  any  feeling  or  honour. 

(( You  can  write  to  me  at  your  leisure  and  inclination. 
I  have  always  laid  it  down  as  a  maxim,  and  found  it 
justified  by  experience,  that  a  man  and  a  woman  make 
far  better  friendships  than  can  exist  between  two  of  the 
same  sex;  but  these  with  this  condition,  that  they  never 
have  made,  or  are  to  make,  love  with  each  other.  |  Lov- 
ers may,  and,  indeed,  g;enerally  are  enemies,  but  they 
never  can  be  friends;  because  there  must  always  be  a 
spice  of  jealousy  and  a  somethings  of  self  in  all  their  spe- 
culations. 

a  Indeed,  I  rather  look  upon  love  altogether  as  a  sort 
of  hostile  transaction,  very  necessary  to  make  or  to 
break  matches,  and  keep  the  world  goings  but  by  no 
means  a  sinecure  to  the  parties  concerned. 

a^Now,  as  my  love  perils  are,  I  believe,  pretty  well 
over,  and  yours,  by  all  accounts,  are  never  to  begin,  we 
shall  be  the  best  friends  imaginable,  as  far  as  both  are 
concerned,  and  with  this  advantage,  that  we  may  both 
fall  to  loving  right  and  left  through  all  our  acquaint- 
ance, without  either  sullenness  or  sorrow  from  that 
amiable  passion  which  are  its  inseparable  attendants. 

«  Believe  me,  etc.  >» 
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LETTER    DVIII. 

TO  MR  MOORE. 

«  Genoa,  February  20th,  1823. 
u  MY  DEAR  TOM, 

« I  mustag^ain  refer  you  to  those  two  letters  addressed 
to  you  at  Passy  before  I  read  your  speech  in  Galigpiani, 
etc.  and  which  you  do  not  seem  to  have  received.' 

«  Of  Hunt  I  see  little— once  a  month  or  so,  and  then 
on  his  own  business,  generally.     You  may  easily  sup- 
pose that  I  know  too  little  of  Hampstead  and  his  satel- 
lites to  have  much  communion  or  community  with 
him.     My  whole  present  relation  to  him  arose  from 
Shelley's  unexpected  wreck.     You  would  not  have  had 
me  leave  him  in  the  street  with  his  family,  would  you? 
and  as  to  the  other  plan  you  mention,  you  forget  how  it 
would  humiliate  him — that  his  writings  should  be  sup- 
posed to  be  dead  weight!*  .Think  a  moment — he  is  per- 
haps the  vainest  man  on  earth,  at  least  his  own  friends 
say  so  pretty  loudJy;  and  if  he  were  in  other  circum- 
stances, I  might  be  tempted  to  take  him  down  a  peg; 
but  not  now, — it  wouJd  be  cruel.     It  is  a  cursed  busi- 
ness ;  but  neither  the  motive  nor  the  means  rest  upon 
my  conscience,  and  it  happens  that  he  and  his  brother . 
have  been  so  far  beneBted  by  the  publication  in  a  pe- 
cuniary point  of  view.     His  brother  is  a  steady,  bold 
fellow,  such  as  Prynne^  for  example,  and  fiill  of  moral, 
and,  I  hear,  physical  courage. 

«  And  you  are  really  recanting,  or  softening  to  the 

*  1  was  Dever  lucky  enough  to  recover  these  two  letters,  though  frequent 
inquiries  were  made  ahout  them  at  the  French  post-ofBce. 
.   *  The  passage  in  one  of  ray  letters  to  which  he  here  refers  shall  he 
given  presently. 
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clergy !  Tt  will  do  little  good  for  you — it  is  youy  not 
the  poem,  they  are  at.  They  will  say  they  frightened  you 
— forbid  it  Ireland! 

«  Yours  ever, 

«N.  B.n 

Lord  Byron  had  now,  for  some  time,  as  may  be  col- 
lected from  his  letters,  begun  to  fancy  that  his  reputa- 
tion in  England  was  on  the  wane.  The  same  thirst  after 
fame,  with  the  same  sensitiveness  to  every  passing 
change  of  popular  favour,  which  led  Tasso  at  last  to 
look  upon  himself  as  the  most  despised  of  writers,'  had 
more  than  once  disposed  Lord  Byron,  in  the  midst  of 
all  his  triumphs,  if  not  to  doubt  their  reality,  at  least  to 
distrust  their  continuance :  and  sometimes  even,  with 
that  painful  skill  which  sensibility  supplies,  to  extract 
out  of  the  brightest  tributes  of  success  some  omen  of 
future  failure,  or  symptom  of  decline.  New  successes, 
however,  still  came  to  dissipate  these  bodings  of  diffi- 
dence, nor  was  it  till  after  his  unlucky  coalition  with 
Mr  Hunt  in  the  Liberal,  that  any  grpunds  for  such  a 
suspicion  of  his  having  declined  in  public  favour  showed 
themselves. 

The  chief  inducements,  on  the  part  of  Lord  Byron,  to 
this  unworthy  alliance,  were  in  the  first  place,  a  wish 
to  second  the  kind  views  of  his  friend  Shelley  in  inviting 
Mr  Hunt  to  join  him  in  Italy;  and,  in  the  next,  a  desire 
to  avail  himself  of  tbie  aid  of  one  so  experienced,  as  an 

'  In  one  of  his  Letters  this  poet  says : — «  Non  po»so  negare  che  io  mi 
doglio  ohramisura  di  esser  stato  tanto  disprexzato  dal  mondo  quaato  non 
h  nhro  scritlore  di  qacsto  secolo.*  In  another  letter,  however,  after 
complaining  of  being  «  perseguitato  da  molii  pii!i  che  non  era  convene- 
Yole,*  he  adds,  with  a  proad  prescieoce  of  his  future  fame,  ■  Laonde  sti- 
wo  di  potermeue  ragioDevohnente  richiamare  alia  posterita.* 
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editor,  in  the  favourite  project  he  had  now  so  long  con- 
templated, of  a  periodical  work,  in  which  all  the  various 
offsprin(j  of  his  g^enius  mig^ht  he  received  fast  as  they 
sprung;  to  light.     With  such  opinions,  however,  as  he 
had  long  entertained  of  Mr  Hunt's  character  and  ta- 
lents,* it  must  be  owned  that  the  facility  with  which  he 
now  admitted  him — not  certainly  to  any  degree  of  con- 
fidenceor  intimacy,  but  to  a  declared  fellowship  of  fame 
and  interest  in  the  eyes  of  the  world,  is  an  inconsis- 
tency not  easily  to  be  accounted  for,  and  argued,  at  all 
events,  a  strong  confidence  in  the  antidotal  pt)wer  of 
his  own  name  to  resist  the  ridicule  of  such  an  association. 
As  long  as  Shelley  lived,  the  regard  which  Lord  By- 
ron entertained  for  him  extended  its  influence  also  over 
his  relations  with  his  friend;  the  suavity  and  good- 
breeding  of  Shelley  interposing  a  sort  of  softening  me- 
dium in  the  way  of  those  unpleasant  collisions  which 
afterwards  took  place,  and  which,  from  what  is  known 
of  both  parties,  may  be  easily  conceived  to  have  been 
alike  trying  to  the  patience  of  the  patron  and  the  va- 
nity of  the  dependent.     That  even,  however,  during 
the  lifetime  of  their  common  friend,  there  had  occurred 
some  of  those  humiliating   misunderstandings  which 
money  engenders, — humiliating  on  both   sides,  as  if 
from  the  very  nature  of  the  dross  that  gives  rise  to  them, 
— will   appear  from  the  following  letter  of  Shelley's 
which  I  find  among  the  papers  in  my  hands. 

TO  LORD  BTRON. 

«  February  i5th,  1823. 
«  MY  DEAR  LORD  BTRON, 

u  I  enclose  you  a  letter  from  Hunt,  which  annoys  me 
on  more  than  one  account.     You  will  observe  the  post- 

*  See  Letter  CCCXVII,  ^a^e  av^. 
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script,  and  youknow  me  well  enoug[h  to  feel  how  painful 
a  task  is  set  me  in  commenting  upon  it.  Hunt  had  urged 
me  more  than  once  to  ask  you  to  lend  him  this  money. 
My  answer  consisted  in  sending  him  all  I  could  spare, 
whicli  I  have  now  literally  done.  Your  kindness  in 
fitting  up  a  part  of  your  own  house  for  his  accommo- 
dation I  sensibly  felt,  and  willingly  accepted  from  yon 
on  his  part,  but,  believe  me,  without  the  slightest  inten- 
tion of  imposing,  or,  if  I  could  help  it,  allowing  to  be 
imposed,  any  heavier  task  on  your  purse.  As  it  has 
come  to  this  in  spite  of  my  exertions,  I  will  not  conceal 
from  you  the  low  ebb  of  my  own  money  affairs  in  the 
present  moment, — that  is, my  absolute  incapacity  of  as- 
sisting Hunt  farther. 

u  I  do  not  think  poor  Hunt's  promise  to  pay  in  a  given 
time  is  worth  very  much ;  but  mine  is  less  subject  to  un- 
certainty, and  I  should  be  happy  to  be  responsible  for 
any  engagement  he  may  have  proposed  to  you.  I  am  so 
much  annoyed  by  this  subject  that  I  hardly  know  what 
to  write,  and  much  less  what  to  say;  and  I  have  need 
of  all  your  indulgence  in  judging  both  my  feelings  and 
expressions. 

«  I  shall  see  you  by  and  by.    Believe  me, 

«  Yours  most  faithfully  and  sincerely, 

«  P.  B.  Shelley. n 

Of  the  book  in  which  Mr  Hunt  has  thought  it  decent 
to  revenge  upon  the  dead  the  pain  of  those  obligations 
he  had,  in  his  hour  of  need,  accepted  from  the  living,  I 
am  luckily  saved  from  the  distaste  of  speaking  at  any 
length,  by  the  utter  and  most  deserved  oblivion  into 
which  his  volume  has  fallen.  Never,  indeed,  was  the 
right  feeling  of  the  world  upon  such  subjects  more  cre- 
ditably  displayed  than  in  the  reception  given  univer- 
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sally  to  that  ungenerous  book ; — even  those  the  least 
disposed  to  think  appro ving[ly  of  Lord  Byron  having 
shrunk  back  from  such  a  corroboration  of  their  own 
opinion  as  could  be  afforded  by  one  who  did  not  blush 
to  owe  his  authority,  as  an  accuser,  to  the  facilities  of 
observation  he  had  enjoyed  by  having;  been  sheltered 
and  fed  under  the  very  roof  of  the  man  whom  he  ma- 
ligned. 

With  respect  to  the  hostile  feeling  manifested  in 
Mr  Hunt's  work  towards  myself,  the  sole  revenge  I 
shall  take  is,  to  lay  before  my  readers  the  passage  in 
one  of  my  letters  which  provoked  it;  and  which  may 
clailii,  at  least,  the  merit  of  not  being  a  covert  attack, 
as  throughout  the  whole  of  my  remonstrances  to  Lord 
Byron  on  the  subject  of  his  new  literary  allies,  not  a  line 
did  I  ever  write  respecting  either  Mr  Shelley  or  Mr  Hunt 
which  I  was  not  fully  prepared,  from  long  knowledge 
of  my  correspondent,  to  find  that  he  had  instantly,  and 
as  a  matter  of  course,  communicated  to  them.  That 
this  want  of  retention  was  a  fault  in  my  noble  friend,  I 
am  not  inclined  to  deny;  but,  being  undisguised,  it  was 
easily  guarded  against,  and,  when  guarded  against, 
harmless.  Besides,  such  is  the  penalty  generally  to  be 
paid  for  frankness  of  character;  and  they  who  could 
have  flattered  themselves  that  one  so  open  about  his 
own  affairs  as  Lord  Byron  would  be  much  more  discreet 
where  the  confidences  of  others  were  concerned,  would 
have  had  their  own  imprudence,  not  his,  to  blame  for 
any  injury  that  their  dependence  upon  his  secrecy  had 
brought  on  them. 

The  following  is  the  passage,  which  Lord  Byron,  as  I 
take  for  granted,  showed  to  Mr  Hunt,  and  to  which  one 
of  his  letters  to  myself  (February  26)  refers  : 

u  I  am  most  anxious  to  know  that  you  mean  to  emerge 
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out  of  the  Liberal.  It  grieves  me  to  urg;e  any  thing  so 
much  against  Hunt's  interest;  but  I  should  not  hesitate 
to  use  the  same  language  to  himself,  were  I  near  him. 
I  would,  if  I  were  you,  serve  him  in  every  possible  way 
but  this — I  would  give  him  (if  he  would  accept  of  it) 
the  profits  of  the  same  works,  published  separately — 
butjl  would  not  mix  myself  up  in  this  way  with 
others.  I  would  not  become  a  partner  in  this  sort  of 
miscellaneous  ^  potaufeu^^  where  the  bad  flavour  of  one 
ingredient  is  sure  to  taint  all  the  rest.  I  would  be,  if  I 
were  jou,  alone,  single-handed,  and,  as  such,  invin- 
cible.)) 

While  on  the  subject  of  Mr  Hunt,  I  shall  avail  myself 
of  the  opportunity  it  affords  me  of  introducing  some 
portions  of  a  letter  addressed  to  a  friend  of  that  gentle- 
man by  Lord  Byron,  in  consequence  of  an  appeal  made 
to  the  feelings  of  the  latter  on  the  score  of  his  professed 
«  friendship))  for  Mr  Hunt.  The  avowals  he  here  makes 
are,  I  own,  startling,  and  must  be  taken  with  more  than 
the  usual  allowance,  not  only  for  the  particular  mood 
of  temper  or  spirits  in  which  the  letter  was  written,  but 
for  the  influence  also  of  such  slight,  casual  piques  and 
resentments  as  might  have  been,  just  then,  in  their- 
darkening  transit  through  his  mind, — indisposing  him, 
for  the  moment,  to  those  among  his  friends  whom,  in  a 
sunnier  mood,  he  would  have  proclaimed  as  his  most 
chosen  and  dearest. 
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LETTER  DIX. 


TO  MRS 


« I  presume  that  you,  at  least^know  enough  of  me  to 
be  sure  that  I  could  have  no  intention  to  insult  Hunt's 
poverty.  On  the  contrary,  I  honour  him  for  it;  for,  I 
know  ^hat  it  is,  havings  been  as  much  embarrassed  as 
ever  he  was,  without  perceiving  aught  in  it  to  diminish 
an  honourable  man's  self-respect.  If  you  mean  to  say 
that^  had  he  been  a  wealthy  man,  I  would  have  joined 
in  this  Journal,  I  answer  in  the  negative.  *  *  *  I  en- 
gaged in  the  Journal  from  good-will  towards  him, 
added  to  respect  for  his  character,  literary  and  per- 
sonal; and  no  less  for  his  political  courage,  as  well  as 
regret  for  his  present  circumstances  :  I  did  this  in  the 
hope  that  he  might,  with  the  same  aid  from  literary 
friends  of  literary  contributions  (which  is  requisite  for 
all  Journals  of  a  mixed  nature),  render  himself  inde- 
pendent. 

« I  have  always  treated  him,  in  our  personal  inter- 
course, with  such  scrupulous  delicacy,  that  I  have  for- 
borne intruding  advice,  which  I  thought  might  be  dis- 
agreeable, lest  he  should  impute  it  to  what  is  called 
^  taking  advantage  of  a  man's  situation.^ 

«As  to  friendship,  it  is  a  propensity  in  which  my 
genius  is  very  limited.  I  do  not  know  the  mate  human 
being,  except  Lord  Clare,  the  friend  of  my  infancy,  for 
whom  I  feel  any  thing  that  deserves  the  name.  All  my 
others  are  men  of  the  world  friendships.  I  did  not 
even  feel  it  for  Shelley,  however  much  I  admired  and 
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esteemed  him ;  so  that  you  see  not  even  vanity  coold 
hrihe  me  into  it,  for,  of  all  men,  Shelley  thought  highest 
of  my  talents, — and,  perhaps,  of  my  disposition. 

u  I  will  do  my  duty  hy  my  intimates,  upon  the  prin- 
ciple of  doing  as  you  would  he  done  hy.  1  have  done 
so,  I  trust,  in  most  instances.  1  may.  be  pleased  with 
their  conversation — rejoice  in  their  success — be  glad  to 
do  them  service,  or  to  receive  their  council  and  assis- 
tance in  return.  But,  as  for  friends  and  friendship,  I 
have  (as  I  already  said)  named  the  only  remaining  male 
for  whom  I  feel  any  thing  of  the  kind,  excepting,  per- 
haps, Thomas  Moore.  1  have  had,  aud  may  have  still, 
a  thousand  friends,  as  they  are  called,  in  /i/e,  who  are 
like  one's  partners  in  the  waltz  of  this  world,  not  much 
remembered  when  the  ball  is  over,  though  very  pleas- 
ant for  the  time.  Habit,  business,  and  companionship 
in  pleasure  or  in  pain,  are  links  of  a  similar  kind,  and 
the  same  faith  in  politics  is  another,  n        *         *  * 


LETTER  DX. 


TO    LADY   *   *  *. 


«  Genoa,  March  38th,  1823. 

<  #  «  «  « 

u  Mr  Hill  is  here :  I  dined  with  him  on  Saturday  be- 
fore last;  and  on  leaving  his  house  at  S.  P.  d' Arena,  my 
carriage  broke  down.  1  walked  home,  about  three 
miles, — no  very  great  feat  of  pedestrianism ;  but  either 
the  coming  out  of  hot  rooms  into  a  bleak  wind  chilled 
me,  or  the  walking  up-hill  to  Albaro  heated  me,  or 
something  or  other  set  me  wrong,  and  next  day  I  had 
.Mn  inflammatory  attack  in  the  face,  to  which  I  have 
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been  subject  this  winter  for  the  first  time,  and  I  suffered 
a  £^ood  deal  of  pain,  but  no  peril.  My  health  is  now 
much  as  usual.  Mr  Hill  is,  I  believe,  occupied  with 
his  diplomacy.  I  shall  give  him  your  message  when  I 
see  him  agfain. 

«  My  name,  I  see  in  the  papers^  has  been  drag^ged  into 
the  unhappy  Portsmouth  business,  of  which  all  that  I 

know  is  very  succinct.     Mr  H is  my  solicitor.     I 

found  him  so  when  I  was  ten  years  old — at  my  uncle's, 
death — and  he  was  continued  in  the  management  of  my 
legal  business.  He  asked  me,  by  a  civil  epistle,  as  an 
old  acquaintance  of  his  family,  to  be  present  at  the 

marriage  of  Miss  H .     I  went  very  reluctantly,  one 

misty  morning  (for  I  had  been  up  at  two  balls  all  night), 
to  witness  the  ceremony,  which  I  could  not  very  well 
refuse  without  affronting  a  man  who  had  never  offended 
me.  I  saw  nothing  particular  in  the  marriage.  Of 
course  I  could  not  know  the  preliminaries,  except  from 
what  he  said,  not  having  been  present  at  the  wooing, 
nor  after  it,  for  I  walked  home,  and  they  went  into  the 
country  as  soon  as  they  had  promised  and  vowed.  Out 
of  this  simple  fact  I  hear  the  Debats  de  Paris  has  quoted 
Miss  H.  as  *  autrefois  tres  liee  avec  le  celebre,'  etc.  etc. 
I  am  obliged  to  him  for  the  celebrity,  but  beg  leave  to 
decline  the  liaison,  which  is  quite  untrue;  my  liaison 
was  with  the  father,  in  the  unsentimental  shape  of  long 
lawyers'  bills,  through  the  medium  of  which  I  have  had 
to  pay  him  ten  or  twelve  thousand  pounds  within  these 
few  years.     She  was  not  pretty,  and  I  suspect  that  the 

indefatigable  Mr  A was  (like  all  her  people)  more 

attracted  by  her  title  than  her  charms.  I  regret  very 
much  that  I  was  present  at  the  prologue  to  the  happy 
state  of  horsewhipping  and  black  jobs,  etc.  etc.  but  I 
could  not  foresee  that  a  man  was  to  turn  o\x\.TaaL^.^^\tfi  j 

VOL,   JV.  \\ 


3l4  NOTICES  OF  THE  a.  d.  i8a3. 

had  gone  about  the  world  for  fifty  years,  as  competent 
to  vote,  and  walk  at  large;  nor  did  he  seem  to  me 
more  insane  than  any  other  person  going  to  be  mar- 
ried. 

a  I  have  no  objection  to  be  acquainted  with  the  Mar- 
quis Palavicini,  if  he  wishes  it.  Lately  I  have  gone  little 
into  society,  English  or  foreign,  for  I  had  seen  all  that 
was  worth  seeing  in  the  former  before  I  left  England, 
and  at  the  time  of  life  when  I  was  more  disposed  to  like 
it;  and  of  the  latter  I  had  a  sufficiency  in  the  first  few 
years  of  my  residence  in  Switzerland,  chiefly  at  Madame 
de  Stael's,  where  I  went  sometimes,  till  I  grew  tired 
of  conversazioni  and  carnivals,  with  their  appendages; 
and  the  bore  is,  that  if  you  go  once,  you  are  expected 
to  be  there  daily,  or  rather  nightly.  I  went  the  round 
of  the  most  noted  soirees  at  Venice  or  elsewhere 
(where  I  remained  not  any  time)  to  the  Benzona,  and  the 
Albrizzi,  and  the  Michelli,  etc.  etc.  and  to  the  Cardinals 
and  the  various  potentates  of  the  Legation  in  Romagna 
(that  is,  Ravenna),  and  only  receded  for  the  sake  of 
quiet  when  I  came  into  Tuscany.  Besides,  if  I  go  into 
society,  I  generally  get,  in  the  long  run ,  into  some 
scrape  of  some  kind  or  other,  which  don't  occur  in  my 
solitude.  However,  I  am  pretty  well  settled  now,  by 
time  and  temper,  which  is  so  far  lucky,  as  it  prevents 
restlessness ;  but,  as  I  said  before,  as  an  acquaintance  of 
yours  1  will  be  ready  and  willing  to  know  your  friends. 
He  may  be  a  sort  of  connexion  for  aught  I  know ;  for  a 
Palavicini,  of  Bologna^  I  believe,  married  a  distant  re- 
lative of  mine  half  a  century  ago.  I  happen  to  know 
the  fact,  as  he  and  his  spouse  had  an  annuity  of  Rye 
hundred  pounds  on  my  uncle's  property,  which  ceased 
at  his  demise,  though  I  recollect  hearing  they  attempted, 
naturally  enough^  to  maki^  \1  survive  him.    If  I  can  do 
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any  thing  for  you  here,  or  elsewhere,  pray  order,  and  be 
obeyed.» 

LETTER  PXL 

TO  MR  MOORE. 

«  Genoa,  April  2(1,  1823. 

a  I  have  just  seen  some  friends  of  yours,  who  paid  me 
a  visit  yesterday,  which,  in  honour  of  them  and  of  you, 
I  returned  to-day ; — as  1  reserve  my  bear-skin  and  teeth, 
and  paws  and  claws,  for  our  enemies. 

«  I  have  also  seen  Henry  F  *  *,  Lord  H  *  *'s  son,  whom 
I  had  not  looked  upon  since  I  left  him  a  pretty  mild  boy, 
without  a  neckcloth,  in  a  jacket,  and  in  delicate  health, 
seven  long  years  agone,  at  the  period  of  mine  eclipse — 
the  third,  1  believe,  as  I  have  generally  one  every  two 
or  three  years.  I  think  that  he  has  the  softest  and  most 
amiable  expression  of  countenance  I  ever  saw,  and  man- 
ners correspondent.  If  to  those  he  can  add  hereditary 
talents,  he  will  keep  the  name  of  F**  in  all  its  freshness 
for  half  a  century  more,  I  hope.  I  speak  from  a  tran- 
sient glimpse — but  I  love  still  to  yield  to  such  impres- 
sions; for  I  have  ever  found  t}iat  those  I  liked  longest 
and  best,  1  took  to  at  first  sight;  and  I  always  liked  that 
boy — perhaps,  in  part,  from  some  resemblance  in  the 
less  fortunate  part  of  our  destinies — I  mean,  to  avoid 
mistakes,  his  lameness.  But  there  is  this  difference,  that 
he  appears  a  halting  angel,  who  has  tripped  against  a 
star ;  whilst  I  am  Le  Viable  Boiteux, — a  soubriquet,  which 
I  marvel  that,  amongst  their  various  nominis  umbras^ 
the  Orthodox  have  not  hit  upon. 

a  Your  other  allies,  whom  I  have  found  very  agreeable 
personages,  are  Milor  B  ^  ^  and  ^pouse^  traveUitk^^^Sm 
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▼ery  handsome  companion,  in  the  shape  of  a  ^French 
Count,'  (to  use  Farquhar's  phrase  in  the  Beaux  Stratag;em) 
who  has  all  the  air  of  a  Cupidon  dechain4^  and  is  one  of 
the  few  specimens  I  have  seen  of  our  ideal  of  a  French- 
man before  the  Revolution — an  old  friend  with  a  new 
face,  upon  whose  like  I  never  thoug^htthat  we  should  look 
ag;ain.  Miladi  seems  highly  literary, — to  which,  and 
your  honour's  acquaintance  with  the  family,  I  attrihute 
the  pleasure  of  having  seen  them.  She  is  also  very  pretty, 
even  in  a  morning, — a  species  of  heauty  on  which  the 
sun  of  Italy  does  not  shine  so  frequently  as  the  chande- 
lier. Certainly,  Englishwomen  wear  better  than  their 
continental  neighbours  of  the  saine  sex.  M  *  *  seems 
very  good-natured,  hut  is  much  tamed,  since  I  recollect 
him  in  all  the  glory  of  gems  and  snuff-hoxes,  and  uni- 
forms, and  theatricals,  and  speeches  in  our  house — *  I 
mean,  of  peers' — (I  must  refer  you  to  Pope — whom  you 
don't  read  and  won't  appreciate — for  that  quotation, 
which  you  must  allow  to  be  poetical)  and  sitting  to 
Stroeling,  the  painter  (do  you  remember  our  visit,  with 
Leckie,  to  the  German  ?)  to  be  depicted  as  one  of  the 
heroes  of  Agincourt, '  with  his  long  sword,  saddle,  bridle, 
Whack  fal  de,  etc.  etc' 

u  I  have  been  unwell — caught  a  cold  and  inflamma- 
tion, which  menaced  a  conflagration,  after  dining  with 
our  ambassador,  Monsieur  Hill, — not  owing  to  the  din- 
ner, but  my  carriage  broke  down  in  the  way  home,  and 
I  had  to  walk  some  miles,  up  hill  partly,  after  hot  rooms, 
ill  a  very  bleak,  windy  evening, and  over-hotted, or over- 
colded  myself.  I  have  not  been  so  robustious  as  for- 
merly, ever  since  the  last  summer,  when  I  fell  ill  after 
a  long  swim  in  the  Mediterranean,  and  have  never  been 
quite  right  up  to  this  present  writing.  I  am  thin,— 
perhaps  thinner  thau  ^o\i  saw  me^  when  I  was  nearly 
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transparent,  in  181 2, — and  am  oblig;ed  to  be  moderate 
of  my  mouth,  which,  nevertheless,  won't  prevent  me  (the 
gods  willing)  from  dining  with  your  friends  the  day  after 
to-morrow. 

«  They  give  me  a  very  good  account  of  you,  and  of 
your  nearly  'Emprisoned  Angels.'  But  why  did- you 
change  your  title? — you  will  regret  this  some  day.  The 
bigots  are  not  to  be  conciliated  ;  and,  if  they  were — are 
they  worth  it?  I  suspect  that  I  am  a  more  orthodox 
Christian  than  you  are;  and,  whenever  I  see  a  real  Chris- 
tian, either  in  practice  or  in  theory,  (for  I  never  yet 
found  the  man  who  could  produce  either,  when  put  to 
the  proof,)  I  am  his  disciple.  But^  till  then,'  I  cannot 
truckle  to  tithe-mongers, — nor  can  I  imagine  what  has 
made  you  circumcise  your  Seraphs. 

« I  have  been  far  more  persecuted  than  you,  as  you 
may  judge  by  my  present  decadence, — for  I  take  it  that 
I  am  as  low  in  popularity  and  bookselling  as  any  writer 
can  be.  At  least,  so  my  friends  assure  me — blessings 
on  their  benevolence !  This  they  attribute  to  Hunt ;  but 
they  are  wrong — it  must  be,  partly  at  least,  owing  to 
myself; — be  it  so.  As  to  Hunt,  1  prefer  not  having  turn- 
ed him  to  starve  in  the  streets,  to  any  personal  honour 
which  might  have  accrued  from  such  genuine  philan- 
thropy. I  really  act  upon  principle  in  this  matter,  for 
we  have  nothing  much  in  common;  and  I  cannot  de- 
scribe to  you  the  despairing  sensation  of  trying  to  do 
something  for  a  man  who  seems  incapable  or  unwilling 
to  do  any  thing  further  for  himself, — at  least,  to  the  pur-^ 
pose.  It  is  like  pulling  a  man  out  of  a  river  who  di- 
rectly throws  himself  in  again.  For  the  last  three  or 
four  years  Shelley  assisted,  and  had  once  actually  ex- 
tricated him.  I  have,  since  his  demise, — and  even  be-  , 
fore,— done  what  I  could :  but  it  is  uol  vw  bv^  ^qw^x  \ft  ■ 
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make  this  permanent.  I  want  Hunt  to  return  to  Eng- 
land, for  which  I  would  furnish  him  with  the  means  in 
comfort;  and  his  situation  there^  on  the  whole,  is  better- 
ed, hy  the  payment  of  a  portion  of  his  debts,  etc.;  and 
he  would  be  on  the  spot  to  continue  his  Journal,  or 
Journals,  with  his  brother,  who  seems  a  sensible,  plain, 
sturdy,  and  enduring  person. »         *        *         *        * 

The  new  intimacy  of  which  he  here  announces  the 
commencement,  and  which  it  was  g^ratifying  to  me,  as 
the  common  friend  of  all,  to  find  that  he  had  formed, 
was  a  source  of  much  pleasure  to  him  during^  the  stay 
of  his  noble  acquaintances  at  Genoa.  So  long,  indeed, 
had  he  persuaded  himself  that  his  countrymen  abroad 
all  regarded  him  in  no  other  light  than  as  an  outlaw  or 
a  show,  that  every  new  instance  he  met  of  friendly  re- 
ception from  them  was  as  much  a  surprise  as  pleasure 
to  him ;  and  it  was  evident  that  to  his  mind  the  revival 
of  English  associations  and  habitudes  always  brought 
with  it  a  senseof  refreshment,  like  that  of  inhaling  his 
native  air. 

With  the  view  of  inducing  these  friends  to  prolong 
their  stay  at  Genoa,  he  suggested  their  taking  a  pretty 
villa  called  «  II  Paradiso,»  in  the  neighbourhood  of  his 
own,  and  accompanied  them  to  look  at  it.  Upon  that 
occasion  it  was  that,  on  the  lady  expressing  some  inten- 
tions of  residing  there,  he  produced  the  following  im- 
promptu, which — but  for  the  purpose  of  showing  that 
he  was  not  so  u  chary  of  his  fame  »  as  to  fear  failing  in 
such  trifles — I  should  have  thought  hardly  worth  tran- 
scribing. 

Beneath  *  "  **8  eyes 

The  reclaim*d  Paradise 
Should  be  free  as  the  former  from  evil ; 
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But,  if  the  new  Eve 
For  an  apple  should  grieve, 
What  mortal  would  not  play  the  devil  ?* 

Another  copy  of  verses  addressed  by  him  to  the  same 
lady,  whose  beauty  and  talent  might  well  have  claimed 
a  warmer  tribute  from  such  a  pen,  is  yet  too  interesting 
as  descriptive  of  the  feeling  of  age  now  stealing  so  pre- 
maturely over  him,  to  be  omitted  in  these  pages. 


« TO  THE  COUNTESS  OF  B 


*  •  *  * » 


I. 

You  have  ask*d  for  a  verse : — the  request 

In  a  rhymer  't  were  strange  to  deny. 
But  my  Hippocrene  was  but  my  breast, 

And  my  feelings  (its  fountain)  are  dry. 

2. 

Were  I  now  as  I  was,  I  had  sung 

What  Lawrence  has  painted  so  well ; 
But  the  strain  would  expire  on  my  tongue. 

And  the  theme  is  too  soft  for  my  shell. 

3. 

I  am  ashes  where  once  I  was  fire. 

And  the  bard  in  my  bosom  is  dead ; 
What  I  loved  I  now  merely  admire. 

And  my  heart  is  as  gray  as  my  head. 

4- 

My  Life  is  not  dated  by  years — 

There  are  moments  which  act  as  a  plough, 

'  The  Genoese  wits  had  already  applied  this  threadbare  jest  to  himself. 
Taking  it  into  their  heads  that  this  villa  (which  was  aUo,  I  believe,  a  Casa 
Saluzzo)  had  been  the  one  filed  on  for  his  own  residence,  they  said 
« 11  Diavolo  h  ancora  entrato  in  Paradise. »  ^ 
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And  there  is  not  a  furrow  appears 
But  is  deep  in  my  soul  as  my  brow. 

5. 
Let  the  young  and  the  brilliant  aspire 

To  siBQ  what  I  gaze  on  in  vain; 
For  sorrow  has  torn  from  my  lyre 

The  string  which  was* worthy  the  strain. 

B.» 

The  following  letters  written  during  the  stay  of  this 
party  at  Genoa  will  be  found^ — some  of  them  at  least, 
— not  a  little  curious. 


LETTER  DXII. 


TO   THE   EARL   OF   B  *  *. 


«  April  5th,  1 8a 3. 


U  MT  DEAR  LORD, 


«  How  is  your  gout?  or  rather,  how  are  you?  I  re- 
turn the  Count  *  *  's  Journal,  which  is  a  very  extraordi- 
nary production,'  and  of  a  most  melancholy  truth  in  all 
that  regards  high  life  in  England.  I  know,  or  knew, 
personally,  most  of  the  personages  and  societies  which 
he  describes  ;  and  after  reading  his  remarks  have  the 
sensation  fresh  upon  me  as  if  I  had  seen  them  yesterday. 
I  would  however  plead  in  behalf  of  some  few  excep- 
tions, which  I  will  mention  by  and  by.  The  most  singu- 
lar thing  is,  how  he  should  have  penetrated,  no6thefact, 
but  the  mystery  of  the  English  ennui,  at  two-and-twenty. 
I  was  about  the  same  age  when  I  made  the  same  disco- 

*  Iq  aDOther  letter  to  Lord  B  *  *  be  says  of  this  genllemao,  «  he  seems 
to  have  all  the  qaalities  reqaisite  to  have  figured  in  his  brother-in-law's 
ancestor's  Memoirs.* 
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very,  in  almost  precisely  the  same  circles— (for  there  is 
scarcely|a  person  mentioned  whom  I  did  not  see  nightly 
or  4aily>  and  was  acquainted  more  or  less  intimately 
with  most  of  them) — but  I  never  could  have  described 
it  so  well.      Ilfaut  ilre  Francois^  to  effect  this. 

«  But  he  oug;ht  also  to  have  been  in  the  country  during 
the  hunting  season,  with  '  a  select  party  of  distinguish- 
ed guests,'  as  the  papers  term  it.  He  ought  to  have 
seen  the  gentlemen  after  dinner  (on  the  hunting  days), 
and  the  soiree  ensuing  thereupon — and  the  women 
looking  as  if  they  had  hunted,  or  rather  been  hunted ; 
and  I  could  have  wished  that  he  had  been  at  a  dinner  in 
town,  which  I  recollect  at  Lord  G  *  *  's — small,  but 
select,  and  composed  of  the  most  amusing  people.  The 
dessert  was  hardly  on  the  table,  when,  out  of  twelve,  I 
counted  five  asleep;  of  that  five,  there  were  Tiemeyy 
Lord  *  *,  and  Lord  *  * — I  forget  the  other  two,  but  they 
were  either  wits  or  orators — perhaps  poets. 

a  My  residence  in  the  East  and  in  Italy  has  made  me 
somewhat  indulgent  of  the  siesta — but  then  they  set 
regularly  about  it  in  warm  countries,  and  perform  it  in 
solitude  (or  at  most  in  a  tete-k-tete  with  a  proper  com- 
panion), and  retire  quietly  to  their  rooms  to  get  out  of 
the  sun's  way  for  an  hour  or  two. 

« Altogether,  your  friend's  Journal  is  a  very  for- 
midable production.  Alas !  our  dearly  beloved  coun- 
trymen have  only  discovered  that  they  are  tired,  and  not 
that  they  are  tiresome;  and  I  suspect  that  the  com- 
munication of  the  latter  unpleasant  verity  will  not  be 
better  received  than  truths  usually  are.  I  have  read 
the  whole  with  great  attention  and  instruction.  I  am 
too  good  a  patriot  to  say  pleasure — at  least  I  won't  say 
so,  whatever  I  may  think.  I  showed  it  (I  hope  no  breach  ^ 
of  confidence),  to  a  young  Italian  lady  of  rank  trd&M 
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instruite  also ;  and  who  passes,  or  passed,  for  being  one 
of  the  three  most  celebrated  belles  in  the  district  of  Italy, 
where  her  family  and  connexions  resided  in  less  trouble- 
some times  as  to  politics  (which  is  not  Genoa,  by  the 
way),  and  she  was  delighted  with  it,  and  says  that  she 
has  derived  a  better  notion  of  English  society  from 
it,  than  from  all  Madame  de  StaeFs  metaphysical  dispu- 
tations on  the  same  subject,  in  her  work  on  the  Revolu- 
tion. I  beg  that  you  will  thank  the  young  philosopher, 
and  make  my  compliments  to  Lady  B.  andber  sister. 
u  Believe  me  your  very  obliged  and  faithful 

«N.B. 

aP.S. — There  is  a  rumour  in  letters  of  some  dis- 
turbance or  complot  in  the  French  Pyrenean  army- 
generals  suspected  or  dismissed,  and  ministers  of  war 
travelling  to  see  what 's  the  matter.  '  Marry  (as  David 
says),  this  hath  an  angry  favour.' 

«  Tell  Count  *  *  that  some  of  the  names  are  not  quite 
intelligible,  especially  of  the  clubs ;  he  speaks  of  fVatts 
— perhaps  he  is  right,  but  in  my  time  fVatien^s  was  the 
Dandy  Club,  of  which  (though  no  dandy)  I  was  a 
member,  at  the  time  too  of  its  greatest  glory,  when 
Brummell  and  Mildmay,  Alvanley  and  Pierrepoint, 
gave  the  Dandy  balls ;  and  we  (the  club,  that  is),  got 
up  the  famous  masquerade  at  Burlington  House  and 
Garden,  for  Wellington.  He  does  not  speak  of  the 
Alfred^  which  was  the  most  recherclid  and  most  tiresome 
of  any,  as  I  know  by  being  a  member  of  that  too.n 
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LETTER  DXIII. 

TO  THE    EARL    OF   B  *  *. 

«r  April  6th,  i833. 

u  It  would  be  worse  than  idle,  knowing,  as  I  do,  the 
utter  worthlessness  of  words  on  such  occasions,  in  me  to 
attempt  to  express  what  I  oug;ht  to  feel,  and  do  feel  for 
the  loss  you  have  sustained ;'  and  I  must  thus  dismiss 
the  subject,  for  I  dare  not  trust  myself  further  with  it 
for  your  sake,  or  for  my 'own.  I  shall  endeavour  to  see 
you  as  soon  as  it  may  not  appear  intrusive.  Pray 
excuse  the  levity  of  my  yesterday's  scrawl — I  little 
thoug^ht  under  what  circumstances  it  would  find  you. 

«I  have  received  a  very  handsome  and  flattering 
note  from  Count**.  He  must  excuse  my  apparent 
rudeness  and  real  ignorance  in  replying  to  it  in.English, 
through  the  medium  of  your  kind  interpretation.  I 
would  not  on  any  account  deprive  him  of  a  production, 
of  which  I  really  think  more  than  I  have  even  said, 
though  you  are  good  enough  not  to  be  dissatisfied  even 
with  that ;  but  whenever  it  is  completed,  it  would  give 
me  the  greatest  pleasure  to  have  a  copy — but  how  to 
keep  it  secret?  literary  secrets  are  like  others.  By  chang- 
ing the  names,  or  at  least  omitting  several,  and  altering 
the  circumstances  indicative'of  the  writer's  real  station 
or  situation,  the  author  would  render  it  a  most  amusing 
publication.  His  countrymen  have  not  been  treated 
either  in  a  literary  or  personal  point  of  view  with  such 
deference  in  English  recent  works,  as  to  lay  him  under 
any  very  great  national  obligation  of  forbearance ;  and 

■  The  death  of  Lord  B  *  *  's  son,  which  had  been  long  expected,  bat 
of  which  the  account  had  just  then  arrived. 
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really  the  remarks  are  so  true  and  so  piquante  that  I 
cannot  bring  myself  to  Tirish  their  suppression;  though, 
as  Dangle  says,  '  He  is  my  friend,'  many  of  these  per- 
sonages 'were  my  friends^  but  much  such  friends  as 
Dangle  and  his  allies. 

« I  return  you  Dr  Parr's  letter — I  have  met  him  at 
Payne  Knight's  and  elsewhere,  and  he  did  me  die 
honour  once  to  be  a  patron  of  mine,  although  a  great 
friend  of  the  other  branch  of  the  House  of  Atreus,  and 
the  Greek  teacher  (I  believe),  of  my  mora/ Glytemnestra 
— I  say  moral,  because  it  is  true,  and  is  so  useful  to  the 
virtuous,  that  it  enables  them  to  do  any  thing  without 
the  aid  of  an  .^Igisthus. 

a  I  beg  my  compliments  to  Lady  B.,  Miss  P.,  and  to 
your  Alfred.  I  think,  since  his  Majesty  of  the  same 
name,  there  has  not  been  such  a  learned  surveyor  of 
our  Saxon  society. 

u  Ever  yours  most  truly, 

«N.  B. 

•  April  9th,  i8a3. 

«MT   DEAR  LORD, 

*  «  *  «  « 

a  P.S. — I  salute  Miledi,  Mademoiselle  Mama,  and  the 
illustrious  Chevalier  Count**;  who,  I  hope,  will  con- 
tinue bis  history  of  'his  own  times.'  There  are  some 
strange  coincidences  between  a  part  of  his  remarks  and 
a  certain  work  of  mine,  now  in  MS.  in  England  (I  do 
not  mean  the  hermetically  sealed  Memoirs,  but  a  con- 
tinuation of  certain  Cantos  of  a  certain  poem)  especially 
in  what  a  man  may  do  in  London  with  impunity  while 
he  is  ^  k  la  mode ;'  which  I  think  it  well  to  state,  that  he 
may  not  suspect  me  of  taking  advantage  of  his  con- 
£dence.    The  obsexvatioiis  are  very  general.)) 
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LETTER  DXIV. 

TO   THE   EARL   OF   B  *  *. 

«  April  l4tli,  1833. 

a  I  am  truly  sorry  that  I  cannot  accompany  you  in 
your  ride  this  morning,  owing  to  a  violent  pain  in  my 
face,  arising  from  a  wart  to  which  I  hy  medical  advice 
applied  a  caustic.  Whether  I  put  too  much,  I  do  not 
know,  hut  the  consequence  is,  that  not  only  I  haveheen 
put  to  some  pain,  but  the  peccant  part  and  its  immediate 
environ  are  as  black  as  if  the  printer's  devil  had  marked 
me  for  an  author.  As  I  do  not  wish  to  frighten  your 
horses,  or  their  riders,  I  shall  postpone  waiting  upon 
you  until  six  o'clock,  when  1  hope  to  have  subsided 
into  a  more  christianlike  resemblance  to  my  fellow- 
creatures.  My  infliction  has  partially  extended  even  to 
my  fingers,  for  on  trying  to  get  the  black  from  off  my 
upper  lip  at  least,  I  have  only  transfused  a  portion 
thereof  to  my  right  hand,  and  neither  lemon  juice  nor 
eau  de  Cologne,  nor  any  other  eau,  have  been  able  as  yet 
to  redeem  it  also  from  a  more  inky  appearance  than  is 
either  proper  or  pleasant.  But '  out,  damn'd  spot' — you 
may  have  perceived  something  of  the  kind  yesterday, 
for  on  my  return,  I  saw  that  during  my  visit  it  had 
increased,  was  increasing,  and  ought  to.  be  diminished; 
and  I  could  not  help  laughing  at  the  figure  I  must  have 
cut  before  you.  At  any  rate,  I  shall  be  with  you  at  six, 
with  the  advantage  of  twilight. 

«  Ever  most  truly,  etc. 

« 1 1  o'clock. 

a  P.S.— I  wrote  the  above  at  three  this  morning.  I 
regret  to  say  that  the  whole  of  the  skin  of  abo\il  ^"cw     I 
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inch  square  above  my  upper  lip  has  come  off,  so  that  I 
cannot  even  shave  or  masticate,  and  I  am  ec[uaUy  unfit  \ 
to  appear  at  your  table,  and  to  partake  of  its  hospitality. 
Will  you  therefore  pardon  me,  and  not  mistake  this 
rueful  excuse  for  a  '  make-believe,^  as  you  will  soon  re- 
cognise whenever  I  have  the  pleasure  of  meeting  you 
again,  and  I  will  call  the  moment  I  am,  in  the  nursery 
phrase,  '  fit  to  be  seen.'  Tell  Lady  B.  with  my  com- 
pliments, that  I  am  rummaging  my  papers  for  a  MS. 
worthy  of  her  acceptation.  I  have  just  seen  the  younger 
Count  Gamba,  and  as  I  cannot  prevail  on  his  infinite 
modesty  to  take  the  field  without  me,  I  must  take  this 
piece  of  diffidence  on  myself  also,  and  beg  your  in- 
dulgence for  both." 

LETTER   DXV. 

TO  THE  COUNT  *  *. 

«  April  2ad,  i8a3. 

u  My  dear  Count  *  *  (if  you  will  permit  me  to  address 
you  so  familiarly),  you  should  be  content  with  writing 
in  your  own  language,  like  Grammont,  and  succeeding 
in  London  as  nobody  has  succeeded  since  the  days  of 
Charles  the  Second  and  the  records  of  Antonio  Hamilton, 
without  deviating  into  our  barbarous  language, — which 
you  understand  and  write,  however,  much  better  than 
it  deserves. 

M  My  'approbation,'  as  you  are  pleased  to  term  it, 
was  very  sincere,  but  perhaps  not  very  impartial;  for, 
though  I  love  my  country,  I  do  not  love  my  countrymen 
— at  least,  such  as  they  now  are.  And  besides  the 
seduction  of  talent  and  wit  in  your  work,  I  fear  that  to 
there  was  the  s^ttractiou  of  vengeance.    I  hare  seen 
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^nd  felt  much  of  what  you  have  described  so  well.  I 
have  known  the  persons,  and  the  reunions  so  described, 
— (many  of  them,  that  is  to  say) — and  the  portraits  are 
so  like  that  I  cannot  but  admire  the  painter  no  less 
than  his  performance. 

a  But  I  am  sorry  for  you;  for  if  you  are  so  well 
acquainted  with  life  at  your  a^e,  what  will  become  of 
you  when  the  illusion  is  still  more  dissipated?  But 
never  mind — en  avant! — live  while  you  can ;  and  that 
you  may  have  the  fiill  enjoyment  of  the  many  advantages 
of  youth,  talent,  and  figure,  which  you  possess,  is  the 
wish  of  an — Englishman,-^!  suppose, — but  it  is  no 
treason ;  for  my  mother  was  Scotch,  and  my  name  and 
my  family  are  both  Norman ;  and  as  for  myself,  I  am 
of  no  country.  As  for  my  *  Works,'  which  you  are 
pleased  to  mention,  let  them  go  to  the  Devil,  from 
whence  (if  you  believe  many  persons)  they  came. 
«I  have  the  honour  to  be  your  obliged,  etc.  etc.» 

During  this  period  a  circumstance  occurred  which 
shows,  most  favourably  for  the  better  tendencies  of  his 
nature,  how  much  allayed  and  softened  down  his  once 
angry  feeling,  upon  the  subject  of  his  matrimonial 
differences,  had  now  grown.  It  has  been  seen  that  his 
daughter  Ada, — more  especially  since  his  late  loss  of 
the  only  tie  of  blood  which  he  could  have  a  hope  of 
attaching  to  himself, — had  become  the  fond  and  con- 
stant object  of  his  thoughts ;  and  it  was  but  natural,  in 
a  heart  kindly  as  his  was,  that,  dwelling  thus  with 
tenderness  upon  the  child,  he  should  find  himself  in- 
sensibly subdued  into  a  gentler  tone  of  feeling  towards 
the  mother.  A  gentleman,  whose  sister  was  known  to 
be  the  confidential  friend  of  Lady  Byron,  happening  at  ^ 
this  time  to  be  at  Genoa,  and  in  the  habit  of  vUitui^^X     i 
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the  house  of  the  poef  s  new  intimates,  Lord  Byron  took 
one  day  an  opportunity,  in  conversing  with  Lady** 
to  say,  that  she  would  render  him  an  essential  kindness 
if,  through  the  mediation  of  this  gentleman  and  his 
sister^  she  could  procure  for  him  from  Lady  Byron, 
what  he  had  long  heen  most  anxious  to  possess,  a  copy 
of  her  picture.  It  having  been  represented  to  him,  in 
the  course  of  the  same,  or  a  similar  conversation,  that 
Lady  Byron  was  said  by  her  friends  to  be  in  a  state  of 
constant  alarm  lest  he  should  come  to  England  to  claim 
his  daughter,  or,  in  some  other  way,  interfere  with  her, 
he  professed  his  readiness  to  give  every  assurance  that 
might  have  the  effect  of  calming  such  apprehensions; 
and  the  following  letter,  in  reference  to  both  these 
subjects,  was  soon  after  sent  by  him. 


LETTER  DXVL 

« 

TO  THE  COUNTESS  OF  B**, 

«  May  Sd,  i8a3. 


«  DEAR  LADY  *  *, 


a  My  request  would  be  for  a  copy  of  the  miniature 
of  Lady  B.  which  I  have  seen  in  possession  of  the  late 
Lady  Noel,  as  I  have  no  picture,  or  indeed  memorial  of 
any  kind  of  Lady  B.,  as  all  her  letters  were  in  her  own 
possession  before  I  left  England,  and  we  have  had  no 
correspondence  since — at  least  on  her  part. 

u  My  message,  with  regard  to  the  infant,  is  simply  to 
this  effect — that  in  the  event  of  any  accident  occurring 
to  the  mother,  and  my  remaining  the  survivor,  it  would 
be  my  wish  to  have  her  plans  carried  into  effect,  both 
with  regard  to  the  education  of  the  child,  and  the  person 
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or  persons  under  whose  care  Lady  B.  might  be  desirous 
that  she  should  be  placed.  It  is  not  my  intention  to  in- 
terfere with  her  in  any  way  on  the  subject  during  her 
life ;  and  I  presume  that  it  would  be  some  consolation 
to  her  to  know  (if  she  is  in  ill  health,  as  I  am  given  to 
understand),  that  in  no  case  would  any  thing  be  done, 
as  far  as  I  am  concerned,  but  in  strict  conformity  with 
Lady  B.'s  own  wishes  and  intentions — left  in  what  man- 
ner she  thought  proper. 

a  Believe  me,  dear  Lady  B.,  your  obliged,  etc.»» 

This  negotiation,  of  which  I  know  not  the  results,  nor 
whether,  indeed,  it  ever  ended  in  any,  led  naturally  and 
frequently  to  conversations  on  the  subject  of  his  mar- 
riage,— a  topic  he  was  himself  always  the  first  to  turn 
to, — and  the  account  which  he  then  gave,  as  well  of  the 
circumstances  of  the  separation,  as  of  his  own  entire  un- 
consciousness of  the  immediate  causes  that  provoked  it, 
was,  1  find,  exactly  such  as,  upon  every  occasion  when 
the  subject  presented  itself,  he,  with  an  air  of  sincerity 
in  which  it  was  impossible  not  to  confide,  promulgated. 
u  Of  what  really  led  to  the  separation  (said  he,  in  the 
course  of  one  of  these  conversations)  I  declare  to  you 
that,  even  at  this  moment,  I  am  wholly  ignorant ;  as 
Lady  Byron  would  never  assign  her  motives,  and  has 
refused  to  answer  my  letters.  I  have  written  to  her  re- 
peatedly, and  am  still  in  the  habit  of  doing  so.  Some 
of  these  letters  I  have  sent,  and  others  I  did  not,  simply 
because  I  despaired  of  their  doing  any  good.  You  may, 
however,  see  some  of  them  if  you  like; — they  may  serve 
to  throw  some  light  upon  my  feelings.w 

In  a  day  or  two  after,  accordingly,  one  of  these  with- 
held letters  was  sent  by  him,  enclosed  in  the  following, 
to  Lady  ***. 

A- 


i 
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LETTER  DXVII. 

TO  THE   COUNTESS  OP   ***. 

«  Albano,  May  6tli,  i8a3. 

«  MY    DEAR   LADY   ***, 

«  I  send  you  the  letter  which  I  had  forgotten,  and  the 
hook,'  which  I  ou(][ht  to  have  rememhered.  It  contains 
(the  hook,  I  mean)  some  melancholy  truths ;  though  I 
helieve  that  it  is  too  triste  a  work  ever  to  have  been 
popular.  The  first  time  I  ever  read  it  (not  the  edition  I 
send  you, — for  I  got  it  since)  was  at  the  desire  of  Madame 
de  Stael,  who  was  supposed  by  the  good-natured  world 
to  be  the  heroine  ; — which  she  was  not,  however,  and 
was  furious  at  the  supposition.  This  occurred  in  Swit- 
zerland, in  the  summer  of  1816,  and  the  last  season  in 
which  I  ever  saw  that  celebrated  person. 

a  I  have  a  request  to  make  to  my  friend  Alfred  (since 
he  has  not  disdained  the  title),  viz.  that  he  would  con- 
descend to  add  a  cap  to  the  gentleman  in  the  jacket, — 
it  would  complete  his  costume, — and  smooth  his  brow, 
which  is  somewhat  too  inveterate  a  likeness  of  the  ori- 
ginal, God  help  me ! 

u  I  did  well  to  avoid  the  water  party, — why,  is  a  mys- 
tery, which  is  not  less  to  be  wondered  at  than  all  my 
other  mysteries.  Tell  Milor  that  I  am  deep  in  his  MS., 
and  will  do  him  justice  by  a  diligent  perusal. 

«  The  letter  which  I  enclose  I  was  prevented  from 
sending  by  my  despair  of  its  doing  any  good.  I  was 
perfectly  sincere  when  I  wrote  it,  and  am  so  still.  But 
it  is  difficult  for  me  to  withstand  the  thousand  provoca- 
tions on  that  subject,  which  ^oth  friends  and  foes  have 

>  Adolphe,b^  M.  Benjamin  Constant. 
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for  seven  years  been  throwing  in  the  way  of  a  man^ 
whose  feelings  were  once  quick,  and  whose  temper  was 
never  patient.  But  *  returning  were  as  tedious  as  go 
o'er.'  I  feel  this  as  much  as  ever  Macbeth  did;  and  it  is 
a  dreary  sensation,  which  at  least  avenges  the  real  or 
imaginary  wrongs  of  one  of  the  two  unfortunate  persons 
whom  it  concerns. 

0  But  I  am  going  to  be  gloomy ;— so, '  to  bed,  to  bed.' 
Good  night,— or  rather  morning.  One  of  the  reasons 
why  I  wish  to  avoid  society  is,  that  I  can  never  sleep 
after  it,  and  the  pleasanter  it  has  been  the  less  I  rest. 

«  Ever  most  truly,  etc.  etc.» 

1  shall  now  produce  the  enclosure  contained  in  the 
above,  and  there  are  few,  I  should  think,  of  my  readers 
who  will  not  agree  with  me  in  pronouncing,  that  if  the 
author  of  the  following  letter  had  not  right  on  his  side, 
he  had  at  least  most  of  those  good  feelings  which  are 
found  in  general  to  accompany  it. 


LETTER  DXVIII. 

TO  LADY  BYRON. 
(to  the  care  of  the  HON.  MRS  LEIGH,  LONDON.) 

nPisa,  November  17th,  1821. 

«  I  have  to  acknowledge  the  receipt  of  *  Ada's  hair,' 
which  is  very  soft  and  pretty,  and  nearly  as  dark  already 
as  mine  was  at  twelve  years  old,  if  I  may  judge  from 
what  I  recollect  of  some  in  Augusta's  possession,  taken 
at  that  age.  But  it  don't  curl,  —  perhaps  from  its 
being  let  grow. 

«  I  also  thank  you  for  the  inscription  of  the  date  aud 
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name,  and  I  will  tell  you  why ; — I  believe  that  they  are 
the  only  two  or  three  words  of  your  hand  writing  in  my 
possession.  For  your  letters  I  returned,  and  except  the 
two  words,  or  rather  the  one  word,  '  Household,'  writ- 
ten twice  in  an  old  account-book,  I  have  no  other.  I 
burnt  your  last  note,  for  two  reasons  : — istly,  it  was 
written  in  a  style  not  very  agreeable  5  and,  adly,  I  wist 
(k1  to  take  your  word  without  documents,  which  are  the 
worldly  resources  of  suspicious  people. 

((  I  suppose  that  this  note  will  reach  you  somewhere 
about  Ada's  birthday — the  loth  of  December,  I  believe. 
She  will  then  be  six,  so  that  in  about  twelve  more  I  shall 
have  some  chance  of  meeting  her;— perhaps  sooner,  if 
1  am  obliged  to  go  to  England  by  business  or  otherwise. 
Recollect,  however,  one  thing,  either  in  distance  or  near« 
noss ; — every  day  which  keeps  us  asunder  should,  after 
so  long  a  period,  rather  soften  our  mutual  feelings, 
which  must  always  have  one  rallying-point  as  long  as 
our  child  exists,  which  I  presume  we  both  hope  will  be 
long  after  either  of  her  parents. 

i(  The  time  which  has  elapsed  since  the  separation  has 
been  considerably  more  than  the  whole  brief  period  of 
our  union,  and  the  not  much  longer  one  of  our  prior 
acquaintance.  We  both  made  a  bitter  mistake;  but 
now  it  is  over  and  irrevocably  so.  For,  at  thirty-three 
on  my  part,  and  a  few  years  less  on  yours,  though  it  is 
no  very  extended  period  of  life,  still  it  is  one  when  the 
habits  and  thoughts  are  generally  so  formed  as  to  admit 
of  no  modification;  and  as  we  could  not  agree  when 
younger,  we  shpuld  with  difficulty  do  so  now. 

c(  I  say  all  this,  because  I  own  to  you,  that  notwithstand- 
ing every  thing,  I  considered  our  reunion  as  not  impos- 
sible for  more  than  a  year  after  the  separation; — but 
then  J  gave  up  the  hope  entirely  and  forever.     But  this 
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Tery  impossibility  of  reunion  seems  to  me  at  least  a 
reason  why,  on  all  the  few  points  of  discussion  which 
can  arise  between  us,  we  should  preserve  the  courtesies  of 
life,  and  as  much  of  its  kindness  as  people  who  are  never 
-  to  meet  may  preserve  perhaps  more  easily  than  nearer 
connexions.  For  my  own  part,  I  am  violent,  but  not 
malignant;  for  only  fresh  provocations  can  awaken 
my  resentments.  To  you,  who  are  colder  and  more 
concentrated,  I  would  just  hint,  that  you  may  sometimes 
mistake  the  depth  of  a  cold  anger  for  dignity,  and  a 
worse  feeling  for  duty.  I  assure  you  that  I  bear  you 
flow  (whatever  I  may  have  done)  no  resentment  what- 
ever. Remember,  that  if  you  haue  injured  me  in  aught, 
this  forgiveness  is  something;  and  that,  if  I  have  inr- 
jured  you,  it  is  something  more  still,  if  it  be  true,  as  the 
moralists  say,  that  the  most  offending  are  the  least  for- 
giving. 

«  Whether  the  offence  has  been  solely  on  my  side,  or 
reciprocal,  or  on  yours  chiefly,  I  have  ceased  to  reflect 
upon  any  but  two  things, — viz.  that  you  are  the  mother 
of  my  child,  and  that  we  shall  never  meet  again.  I 
think  if  you  also  consider  the  two  corresponding  points 
with  reference  to  myself,  it  will  be  better  for  alJ 
three. 

a  Yours  ever, 

M  Noel  Byron.  » 

41 

It  has  been  my  plan,  as  must  have  been  observed, 
wherever  my  materials  have  furnished  me  with  the 
means,  to  leave  the  subject  of  my  Memoir  to  relate  his 
own  story ;  and  this  object,  during  the  two  or  three 
years  of  his  life  just  elapsed,  I  have  been  enabled  by  the 
rich  resources  in  my  hands,  with  but  few  interruptions, 
to  attain.     Having  now,  however,  reached  that  point      . 
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of  his  career  from  which  a  new  start  was  about  to  be 
'  taken  by  his  excursive  spirit,  and  a  course,  glorioas  as 
itwas  brief  and  fatal,  entered  upon,— a  moment  of  pause 
may  be  permitted  while  we  look  back  through  the  last 
few  years,  and  for  a  while  dwell  upon  the  spectacle,  at 
once  g;rand  and  painful,  which  his  life  during^  that  most 
unbridled  period  of  his  powers  exhibited. 

In  a  state  of  unceasing  excitement,  both  of  heart  and 
brain, — for  ever  warring  with  the  world's  will,  yet  living 
but  in  the  world's  breath, — with  a  genius  taking  upon 
itself  all  shapes,  from  Jove  down  to  Scapin,  and  a  dis- 
position veering  with  equal  facility  to  all  points  of  the 
moral  compass, — not  even  the  ancient  fancy  of  the  ex- 
istence of  two  souls  within  one  bosom  would  seem  at 
all  adequately  to  account  for  the  varieties,  both  of  power 
and  character,  which  the  course  of  his  conduct  and 
writings  during  these  few  feverish  years  displayed. 
Without  going  back  so  far  as  the  Fourth  Canto  of  Ghilde 
Harold,  which  one  of  his  bitterest  and  ablest  assailants 
has  pronounced  to  be,  « in  point  of  execution,  the  sub- 
limest  poetical  achievement  of  mortal  pen,»  we  have,  in 
a  similar  strain  of  strength  and  splendour,  the  Prophecy 
of  Dante,  Cain,  the  Mystery  of  Heaven  and  Earth,  Sar- 
danapalus, — all  produced  during  this  wonderful  period 
of  his  genius.  To  these  also  are  to  be  added  four  other 
dramatic  pieces,  which,  though  the  least  successful  of 
his  compositions,  have  yet,  as  Poems,  few  equals  in  our 
literature ;  while,  in  a  more  especial  degree,  they  illus- 
trate the  versatility  of  taste  and  power  so  remarkable 
in  him,  as  being  founded,  and  to  this  very  circumstance, 
perhaps,  owing  their  failure,  on  a  severe  classic  model, 
the  most  uncongenial  to  his  own  habits  and  tempera- 
ment, and  the  most  remote  from  that  bold,  unshackled 
licence  which  it  had  been  the  ^reat  mission  of  his 
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genius,  throughout  the  whole  realms  of  Miod,  to 
assert* 

In  contrast  to  all  these  high-toned  strains,  and  struck 
off  during  the  same  fertile  period,  we  find  his  Don 
Juan — in  itself  an  epitome  of  all  the  marvellous  contra- 
rieties of  his  character — the  Vision  of  Judgment,  the 
Translation  from  Pulci,  the  Pamphlets  on  Pope,  on  the 
British  Review,  on  Blackwood, — together  with  a  swarm 
«of  other  light,  humorous  trifles,  all  flashing  forth  care- 
lessly from  the  same  mind  that  was,  almost  at  the  same 
moment,  personating,  with  a  port  worthy  of  such  a  pre- 
sence, the  mighty  spirit  of  Dante,  or  following  the  dark 
footsteps  of  Scepticism  over  the  ruins  of  past  worlds, 
with  Gain. 

All  this  time,  too,  while  occupied  with  these  ideal 
creations,  the  demands  upon  his  active  sympathies,  in 
real  life,  were  such  as  almost  any  mind  hut  his  own 
would  have  found  sufficient  to  engross  its  every  thought 
and  feeling.  An  amour,  not  of  that  light,  transient  kind 
which  «  goes  without  a  hurden,))  hut,  on  the  contrary, 
deep-rooted  enough  to  endure  to  the  close  of  his  days, 
employed  as  restlessly  with  its  first  hopes  and  fears  a 
portion  of  this  period,  as  with  the  entanglements  to 
which  it  led,  political  and  domestic,  it  embarrassed  the 
remainder.  Scarcely,  indeed,  had  this  disturbing  pas- 
sion begun  to  calm,  when  a  new  source  of  excitement 
presented  itself  in  that  conspiracy  into  which  he  fiung 
himself  so  fearlessly,  and  which  ended,  as  we  have  seen, 
but  in  multiplying  the  objects  of  his  sympathy  and  pro- 
tection^ and  driving  him  to  a  new  change  of  home  and 
scene. 

When  we  consider  all  these  distractions  that  beset 
him,  taking  into  account  also  the  frequent  derangement 
of  his  health,  and  the  time  and  temper  he  must  have     ^ 
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thrown  away  on  the  minute  drudgery  of  watching  over, 
every  item  of  his  household  expenditure,  the  mind  is 
lost  in  almost  incredulous  astonishment  at  the  wonders 
he  was  able  to  achieve  under  such  circumstances — at  the 
variety  and  prodigality  of  power  with  which,  in  the 
midst  of  such  interruptions  and  hindrances,  his  a  bright 
soul  broke  out  on  every  side,»  and  not  only  held  on  its 
course,  unclogged,  through  all  these  difficulties,*  bat 
even  extracted  out  of  the  very  struggles  and  annoyances 
it  encountered  new  nerve  for  its  strength,  and  new  fud 
for  its  fire. 

While  thus  at  this  period,  more  remarkably  than  at 
any  other  during  his  life,  the  unparalleled  versatility  of 
his  genius  was  unfolding  itself,  those  quick,  cameleon- 
like  changes  of  which  his  character,  too,  was  capable 
were,  during  the  same  time,  most  vividly,  and  in  strong- 
est contrast,  drawn  out.  To  the  world,  and  more  es- 
pecially to  England,— the  scene  at  once  of  his  glories 
and  his  wrongs, — he  presented  himself  in  no  other  as- 
])ect  than  that  of  a  stern,  haughty  misanthrope,  self- 
banished  from  the  fellowship  of  men  and,  most  of  all, 
from  that  of  Englishmen.  The  more  genial  and  beau- 
tiful inspirations  of  his  muse  were,  in  this  point  of  view, 
looked  upon  but  as  lucid  intervals  between  the  pa- 
roxysms of  an  inherent  malignancy  of  nature ;  and  even 
the  laughing  effusions  of  his  wit  and  humour  got  credit 
for  no  other  aim  than  that  which  Swift  boasted  of,  as  the 
end  of  all  his  own  labours,  « to  vex  the  world  rather 
than  divert  it. » 

How  totally  all  this  differed  from  the  Byron  of  the 
social  hour,  they  who  lived  in  familiar  intercourse  with 
him  may  be  safely  left  to  tell.  The  sort  of  ferine  repu- 
tation which  he  had  acquired  for  himself  abroad  pre- 
vented numbers,  of  course,  of  his  countrymen,  whom 
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he  MTould  have  most  cordially  welcomed,  from  seeking 
his  acquaintance.  But,  as  it  was,  no  English  gfentle- 
man  ever  approached  him,  with  the  common  forms  of 
introduction^  that  did  not  come  away  at  once  surprised 
and  charmed  by  the  kind  courtesy  and  facility  of  his 
manners,  the  unpretending  play  of  his  conversation, 
and^  on  a  nearer  intercourse,  the  frank  youthful  spirits, 
to  the  flow  of  which  he  gave  way  with  such  a  zest,  as 
even  to  deceive  some  of  those  who  best  knew  him  into 
the  impression,  that  gaiety  was  after  all  the  true  bent  of 
his  disposition. ' 

To  these  contrasts  which  he  presented,  as  viewed 
publicly  and  privately,  is  to  be  added  also  the  fact,  that, 
while  braving  the  world^s  ban  so  boldly,  and  asserting 
man^s  right  to  think  for  himself  with  a  freedom  and 
even  daringness  unequalled,  the  original  shyness  of  his 
nature  never  ceased  to  hang  about  him ;  and  while  at 
a  distance  he  was  regarded  as  a  sort  of  autocrat  in  intel- 
lect, revelling  in  all  the  confidence  of  his  own  great 
powers,  a  somewhat  nearer  observation  enabled  a  com- 
mon acquaintance  at  Venice'  to  detect,  under  all  this, 
traces  of  that  self-distrust  and  bashfulness  which  had 
marked  him  as  a  boy,  and  which  never  entirely  forsook 
him  through  the  whole  of  his  career. 

Still  more  singular,  however j  than  this  contradiction 
between  the  public  and  private  man— a  contradiction 
not  unfrequent,  and,  in  some  cases,  more  apparent  than 
real,  as  depending  upon  the  relative  position  of  the  ob- 
server— were  tliose  contrarieties  and  changes,  not  less 
startling,  which  his  character  so  often  exhibited,  as 
compared  with  itself.  He  who,  at  one  moment,  was 
seen  intrenched  in  the  most  absolute  self-will,  would,  at 

*  The  Countess  Albrizzi— see  her  Sketch  of  his  Character. 
VOL.    IV.  \^ 
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ilie  very  next,  be  found  all  that  was  docile  and  amenable. 
To-day,  storming  the  world  in  its  strong  holds,  as  a 
misanthrope  and  satirist — to-morrow,  learning,  with 
implicit  obedience,  to  fold  a  shawl,  as  a  Gavaliere — the 
same  man,  who  had  so  obstinately  refused  to  surrender, 
either  to  friendly  remonstrance  or  public  outcry,  a 
single  line  of  Don  Juan,  at  the  mere  request  of  a  gentle 
Donna  agreed  to  cease  it  altogether ;  nor  would  Ten- 
ture  to  resume  this  task  (though  the  chief  darling  of  his 
muse),  till,  with  some  difficulty,  he  had  obtained  leave 
from  the  same  ascendant  quarter.  Who,  indeed,  is 
there  that,  without  some  previous  clue  to  his  transfor- 
mations, could  have  been  at  all  prepared  to  recognize 
the  coarse  libertine  of  V^enice  in  that  romantic  and  pas* 
sionate  lover  who,  but  a  few  months  after,  stood  weep- 
ing before  the  fountain  in  the  garden  at  Bologna?  or, 
who  could  have  expected  to  find  in  the  close  calculator 
of  sequins  and  baiocchi,  that  generous  champion  of 
Liberty  whose  whole  fortune,  ^whose  very  life  itself 
were  considered  by  him  but  as  trifling  sacrifices  for 
the  advancement,  but  by  a  day,  of  her  cause? 

And  here  naturally  our  attention  is  drawn  to  the 
consideration  of  another  feature  of  his  character,  con- 
nected more  intimately  with  the  bright  epoch  of  his  life 
now  before  us.  Notwithstanding  his  strongly  marked 
prejudices  in  favour  of  rank  and  high  birth,  we  have 
seen  with  what  ardour,— not  only  in  fancy  and  theory, 
but  practically,  as  in  the  case  of  the  Italian  Carbonari, 
— he  embarked  his  sympathies  unreservedly  on  the  cur- 
rent of  every  popular  movement  towards  freedom. 
Though  of  the  sincerity  of  this  zeal  for  liberty  the  seal 
set  upon  it  so  solemnly  by  his  death  leaves  ns  no  room 
to  doubt,  a  question  may  fairly  arise  whether  that  ge- 
neral love  of  excitement,  let  it  flow  from  whatever 
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source  it  might,  by  which,  more  or  less,  every  pwsuit 
of  his  whole  life  was  actuated,  was  not  predominaDt 
among  the  impulses  that  governed  him  in  this ;  and, 
again,  whether  it  is  not  probable  that,  like  Alfieri  and 
other  aristocratic  lovers  of  freedom,  he  would  not  ulti- 
mately have  shrunk  from  the  result  of  his  own  equaliz- 
ing doctrines ;  and,  though  zealous  enough  in  lowering 
those  above  his  own  level,  rather  recoil  from  the  task  of 
raising  up  those  who  were  below  it. 

"With  regard  to  the  first  point,  it  may  be  conceded, 
without  deducting  much  from  his  sincere  zeal  in  the 
cause,  that  the  gratification  of  his  thirst  of  fame  and, 
above  all,  perhaps,  that  supply  of  excitement  so  neces- 
sary to  him,  to  whet,  as  it  were,  the  edge  of  his  self- 
wearing  spirit,  were  not  the  least  of  the  attractions  and 
incitements  which  a  struggle  under  the  banners  of  Free- 
dom presented  to  him..  It  is  also  but  too  certain  that, 
destined  as  he  was  to  endless  disenchantment,  from  that 
singular  and  painful  union  which  existed  in  his  nature 
of  the  creative  imagination  that  calls  up  illusions,  and 
the  cool,  searching  sagacity  that,  at  once,  detects  their 
hoUowness,  he  could  not  long  have  gone  on,  even  in 
a  path  so  welcome  to  him,  without  finding  the  hopes 
with  which  his  fancy  had  strewed  it  withering  away  be- 
neath him  at  every  step. 

In  politics,  as  in  every  other  pursuit,  his  ambition 
was  to  be  among  the  first  -,  nor  would  it  have  been  from 
the  want  of  a  due  appreciation  of  all  that  is  noblest 
and  most  disinterested  in  patriotism,  that  he  would  ever 
have  stooped  his  flight  to  any  less  worthy  aim.  The 
following  passage  in  one  of  his  Journals  will  be  remem- 
bered by  the  reader: — « To  be  the  first  man  (not  the  Dic- 
tator), not  the  Sylla,  but  the  Washington,  or  Aristides 
the  leader  in  talent  and  truth,  is  to  be  next  to  the  Divi- 
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iiity.n  With  such  h%h  and  pure  notions  of  political 
eminence^  he  could  not  he  otherwise  than  fastidious  as  to 
the  means  of  attaining];  it ;  nor  can  it  be  doubted  that 
with  the  sort  of  vulgar  and  sometimes  sullied  instm- 
ments  which  all  popular  leaders  must  stoop  to  employ, 
his  love  of  truth,  his  sense  of  honour,  his  impatience  of 
injustice,  would  have  led  him  constantly  into  such  col- 
lisions as  must  have  ended  in  repulsion  and  disgust; 
while  the  companionship  of  those  beneath  him,  a  tax 
a]l  demagofjues  must  pay,  would,  as  soon  as  it  had 
ceased  to  amuse  his  fancy  for  the  new  and  the  ridicu- 
lous, have  shocked  his  taste  and  mortified  his  pride. 
The  distaste  with  which,  as  appears  from  more  than  one 
of  his  letters,  he  was  disposed  to  view  the  personal,  if 
not  the  political,  attributes  of  what  is  commonly  called 
the  Radical  party  in  England,  shows  how  unsuited  he 
was  naturally  to  mix  in  that  kind  of  popular  fellowship 
which,  even  to  those  far  less  aristocratic  in  their  no- 
tions and  feelings,  must  be  sufficiently  trying. 

But,  even  granting  that  all  these  consequences  might 
safely  be  predicted  as  almost  certain  to  result  from  his 
engaging  in  such  a  career,  it  by  no  means  the  more 
necessarily  follows  that,  once  engaged,  he  would  not 
have  persevered  in  it  consistently  and  devotedly  to  the 
last;  nor  that,  even  if  reduced  to  say,  with  Cicero,  «  nil 
boni  praeter  causam,t)  he  could  not  have  so  far  ab- 
stracted the  principle  of  the  cause  from  its  unworthy 
supporters  as,  at  the  same  time,  to  uphold  the  one  and 
despise  the  others.  Looking  back,  indeed,  from  the  ad- 
vanced point  where  we  are  now  arrived  through  the 
whole  of  his  past  career,  we  cannot  fail  to  observe,  per- 
vading all  its  apparent  changes  and  inconsistencies,  an 
adherence  to  the  original  bias  of  his  nature,  a  general 
consistency  in  the  main,  however  shifting  and  contra- 
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dictory  th  ed  etails,  which  had  the  effect  of  preserving, 
from  first  to  last,  all  his  views  and  principles,  upon  the 
great  subjects  that  interested  him  throug;h  life,  essen- 
tially unchanged.  I 

At  the  worst,  therefore,  though  allowing  that,  from 
disappointment  or  disgust,  he  might  have  been  led  to 
withdraw  all  personal  participation  in  such  a  cause,  in 
no  case  would  he  have  shown  himself  a  recreant  to  its 
principles;  and  though  too  proud  to  have  ever  descended, 
likeEgalite,  into  the  ranks  of  the  people,  he  would  have 
been  far  too  consistent  to  pass,  like  Alfieri,  into  those  of 
their  enemies. 

After  the  failure  of  those  hopes  with  which  he  had  so 
sanguinely  looked  forward  to  the  issue  of  the  late  strug- 
gle between  Italy  and  her  rulers,  it  may  be  well  con- 
ceived what  a  relief  it  was  to  him  to  turn  his  eyes  to 
Greece,  where  a  spirit  was  now  rising  such  as  he  had 
himself  imaged  forth  in  dreams  of  song,  but  hardly 
could  have  even  dreamed  that  he  should  live  to  see  it  rea- 
lized. His  early  travels  in  that  country  had  left  a  last- 
ing impression  on  his  mind;  and  whenever,  as  I  have 
before  remarked,  his  fancy  for  a  roving  life  returned,  it 
was  to  the  regions  about  the  ablue  Olympus  »  he  al- 
ways fondly  looked  back.  Since  his  adoption  of  Italy 
as  a  home,  this  propensity  had  in  a  great  degree  sub- 
sided. In  addition  to  the  sedatory  effects  of  his  new 
domestic  tie,  there  had,  at  this  time,  grown  upon  him  a 
degree  of  inertness,  or  indisposition  to  change  of  resi- 
dence, which,  in  the  instance  of  his  departure  from  Ra- 
venna, was  with  some  difficulty  surmounted. 

■  Colonel  Stanhope,  who  saw  clearly  ihis  leading  character  of  Byr(»'s 
mind,  has  thus  justly  described  it.  ■  Lord  fiyron's  was  a  versatile  and 
stiH  a  stubborn  mind;  it  wavered,  but  always  returned  to  certain  fixed 
principles. » 
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Thenntettled  state  of  life  he  was  from  ibenceforwaid 
thrown  into,  by  the  precarions  fortunes  of  those  with 
whom  he  had  connected  himself,  conspired  with  one  or 
two  other  causes  to  revive  within  him  all  bis  former  love 
of  change  and  adventure;  nor  is  it  wonderful  that  to 
Greece,  as  offering  both  in  their  most  exciting  form,  he 
should  turn  eagerly  his  eyes,  and  at  once  kindle  with  a 
desire  not  only  to  witness,  but  perhaps  share  in,  the 
present  triumphs  of  Liberty  on  those  very  fields  where 
he  had  already  gathered  for  immortality  such  memo- 
rials of  her  day  long  past. 

Among  the  causes  that  concurred  with  this  sentiment 
to  determine  him  to  the  enterprise  he  now  meditated, 
not  the  least  powerful,  undoubtedly,  was  the  supposi- 
tion in  his  own  mind  that  the  high  tide  of  his  poetical 
popularity  had  been  for  some  time  on  the  ebb.  The 
utter  failure  of  the  Liberal, — in  which,  splendid  as  were 
some  of  his  own  contributions  to  it,  there  were  yet 
others  from  his  pen  hardly  to  be  distinguished  from  the 
surrounding  dross, — confirmed  him  fully  in  the  notion 
that  he  had  at  last  wearied  out  his  welcome  with  the 
world ;  and,  as  the  voice  of  fame  had  become  almost  as 
necessary  to  him  as  the  air  he  breathed,  it  was  with  a 
proud  consciousness  of  the  yet  untouched  reserves  of 
power  within  him  he  now  saw  that,  if  arrived  at  the 
end  of  otie  path  of  fame,  there  were  yet  others  for  him 
to  strike  into,  still  more  glorious. 

That  some  such  vent  for  the  resources  of  his  mind 
had  long  been  contemplated  by  him  appears  from  a 
letter  of  his  to  myself,  in  which  it  will  be  recollected  he 
says :—  « If  I  live  ten  years  longer,  you  will  see  that  it  is 
not  over  with  me.  Idon^t  mean  in  literature,  for  that 
is  nothing;  and — it  may  seem  odd  enough  to  say — I  do 
not  think  it  was  m^  vocaUon.    Bat  you  will  see  that  I 
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shall  do  something, — the  times  and  Fortune  permitting) 
that  4ike  the  cosmogony  of  the  world,  will  puzzle  the 
philosophers  of  all  ages.'n  He  then  adds  this  hut  too 
true  and  sad  prognostic: — uBut  I  doubt  whether  my 
constitution  will  hold  out.n 

His  zeal  in  the  cause  of  Italy,  whose  past  history  and 
literature  seemed  to  call  aloud  for  redress  of  her  present 
vassalage  and  wrongs,  would  have  no  doubt  led  him  to 
the  same  chivalrous  self-devotion  in  her  service,  as  he 
displayed  afterwards  in  that  of  Greece.     The  disap- 
pointing issue,  however,  of  that  brief  struggle  is  but 
too  well  known ;  and  this  sudden  wreck  of  a  cause  so 
promising  pained  him  the  more  deeply  from  his  know- 
ledge of  some  of  the  brave  and  true  hearts  embarked  in 
it.    The  disgust,  indeed,  which  that  abortive  effort  left 
behind,  coupled  with  the  opinion  he  had  early  formed 
of  the  ((hereditary  bondsmen))   of  Greece,  had  kept 
him  for  some  time  in  a  state  of  considerable  doubt  and 
misgiving  as  to  their  chances  of  ever  working  out  their 
own  enfranchisement;  nor  was  it  till  the  spring  of  this 
year,  when,  rather  by  the  continuance  of  the  struggle 
than  by  its  actual  success,  some  confidence  had  begun 
to  be  inspired  in  the  trust-worthiness  of  the  cause,  that 
he  had  nearly  made  up  his  mind  to  devote  himself  to 
its  aid.     The  only  dif^culty  that  still  remained  to  re- 
tard or  embarrass  this  resolution  was  the  necessity  it 
imposed  of  a  temporary  separation  from  Madame  Guic- 
cioli,  who  was  herself,  as  might  be  expected,  anxious 
to  participate  his  perils,  but  whom  it  was  impossible,  of 
course,  he  could  think  of  exposing  to  the  chances  of  a 
life,  even  for  men,  so  rude. 

At  the  beginning  of  the  month  of  April  he  received  a 
visit  from  Mr  Blaquiere,  who  was  then  proceeding  on  a  ^ 
Bp^cial  mission  to  Greece,  for  the  purpose  of  procuriiifl|0 
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for  the  Committee  lately  formed  in  London  correct  in- 
formation as  to  the  state  and  prospects  of  that  country. 
It  was  among;  the  instructions  of  this  gentleman  that  he. 
should  touch  at  Genoa  and  communicate  with  Lord 
Byron;  and  the  following;  note  will  show  how  cordially 
the  nohle  poet  was  disposed  to  enter  into  all  the  objects 
of  the  Committee, 


LETTER   DXIX, 

TO   MR   BLAQUIERE. 

«  Albaro,  April  5th,  i823. 

UD^AR   SIR, 

ul  shall  he  delig;hted  to  see  you  and  your  Gredt 
friend,  and  the  sooner  the  better.  I  have  been  expect- 
ing; you  for  some  time, — you  will  find  me  at  home.  I 
cannot  express  to  you  how  much  I  feel  interested  in  the 
cause,  and  nothing  but  the  hopes  I  entertained  of  wit- 
nessing the  liberation  of  Italy  itself  prevented  me  long 
ago  from  returning  to  do  what  little  I  could,  as  an  in- 
dividual, in  that  land  which  it  is  an  honour  even  to  have 
visited. 

«  Ever  yours,  truly, 

«  Noel  Btron.» 

Soon  after  this  interview  with  their  agent,  a  more 
direct  communication  on  the  subject  was  opened  be- 
tween his  lordship  and  the  Committee  itself. 


A.  D.  i8ti3..  LIFE  OF  LORD  BYRON.  345 

LETTER  DXX. 

TO   MR   BOWRING. 

*  «  Genoa,  12th  May,  i8a3. 


«  SIR, 


« I  have  great  pleasure  in  acknowledging  your  letter, 
and  the  honour  which  the  Committee  have  done  me; — 
I  shall  endeavour  to  deserve  their  confidence  by  every 
means  in  my  power.  My  first  wish  is  to  go  up  into  the 
Levant  in  person,  where  I  might  be  enabled  to  advance, 
if  not  the  cause,  at  least  the  means  of  obtaining  infor- 
mation which  the  Committee  might  be  desirous  of  act- 
ing upon ;  and  my  former  residence  in  the  country,  my 
familiarity  with  the  Italian  language  (which  is  there 
universally  spoken,  or  at  least  to  the  same  extent  as 
French  in  the  more  polished  parts  of  the  continent),  and 
my  not  total  ignorance  of  the  Romaic,  would  afford  me 
some  advantages  of  experience.  To  this  project  the  only 
objection  is  of  a  domestic  nature,  and  I  shall  try  to  get 
over  it ; — if  I  fail  in  this,  I  must  do  what  I  can  where  I 
am ;  but  it  will  be  always  a  source  of  regret  to  me,  to 
think  that  I  might  perhaps  have  done  more  for  the  cause 
on  the  spot. 

u  Our  last  information  of  Captain  Rlaquiere  is  from 
Ancona,  where  he  embarked  with  a  fair  wind  for  Corfu, 
on  the  1 5th  ult. ;  he  is  now  probably  at  his  destination. 
My  last  letter  from  him  personally  was  dated  Rome;  he 
had  been  refused  a  passport  through  the  Neapolitan  ter- 
ritory, and  returned  to  strike  up  through  Romagna  for 
Ancona;— little  time,  however,  appears  to  have  been 
lost  by  the  delay. 

u  The  principal  material  wanted  by  the  Greeks  appears 
to  be,  first,  a  park  of  field-artillery — light,  and  fit  for 
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inountaia-service;  secondly,  (j^unpowder;  thirdly,  hoi- 
pital  or  medical  stores.  The  readiest  mode  of  transmit- 
sion  is,  I  hear,  hy  Idra,  addressed  to  Mr  Negri,  the  mi- 
nister. I  meant  to  send  up  a  certain  quantity  of  the 
two  latter— no  great  deal— hut  enough  for  an  individual 
to  show  his  good  wishes  for  the  Greek  succesa, — but  am 
pausing,  because,  in  case  I  should  go  myself,  I  can  take 
them  with  me.  I  do  not  want  to  limit  my  own  contri- 
bution to  tliis  merely,  but  more  especially,  if  I  can  get 
to  Greece  myself,  I  should  devote  whatever  resources  I 
can  muster  of  my  own,  to  advancing  the  great  object 
I  am  in  correspondence  with  Signor  Nicolas  Karrellat 
(well  known  to  Mr  Ilobhouse),  who  is  now  at  Pisa;  biit 
his  latest  advice  merely  stated,  that  the  Greeks  are  at 
present  employed  in  organizing  their  internal  govern- 
ment, and  the  details  of  its  administration;  this  would 
seem  to  indicate  security  ^  but  the  war  is  however  far  from 
being  terminated. 

u  The  Turks  are  an  obstinate  race,  as  all  former  wars 
have  proved  them,  and  will  return  to  the  charge  for 
years  to  come,  even  if  beaten,  as  it  is  to  be  hoped  they 
will  be.  But  in  no  case  can  the  labours  of  the  Committee 
be  said  to  be  in  vain,  for  in  the  event  even  of  the  Greeks 
being  subdued,  and  dispersed,  the  funds  which  could 
be  employed  in  succouring  and  gathering  together  the 
remnant,  so  as  to  alleviate  in  part  their  distresses,  and 
enable  them  to  find  or  make  a  country  (as  so  many  emi- 
grants of  other  nations  have  been  compelled  to  do), 
would '  bless  both  those  who  gave  and  those  who  took,* 
as  the  bounty  both  of  justice  and  of  mercy. 

(( With  regard  to  the  formation  of  a  brigade  (which 
Mr  Hobhouse  hints  at  in  his  short  letter  of  this  day's 
receipt,  enclosing  the  one  to  which  I  have  the  honour  to 
rep]y)f  I  would  presume  to  su^^est — but  merely  as  an 
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opinion,  resulting  rather  from  the  melancholy  experience 
•of  the  brigades  embarked  in  the  Columbian  service  than 
firom  any  experiment  yet  fairly  tried  in  Greece— that 
.  die  attention  of  the  Committee  had  better  perhaps  be 
directed  to  the  employment  of  officers  of  experience  than 
Ae  enrolment  of  raw  British  soldiers,  which  latter  are 
apt  to  be  unruly,  and  not  very  serviceaMe,  in  irregular 
warfare,  by  the  side  of  foreigners.  A  small  bod y  of  good 
officers,  especially  artillery;  an  engineer,  i^ith  quantity 
(such  as  the  Committee  might  deem  requisite)  of  stores, 
of  the  nature  which  Captain  Blaquiere  indicated  as  most 
wanted,  would,  I  should  conceive,  be  a  highly  useful 
accession.  Officers,  also,  who  had  previously  served  in 
the  Mediterranean  would  be  preferable,  as  some  know- 
ledge of  Italian  is  nearly  indispensable. 

« It  would  also  be  as  well  that  they  should  be  aware, 
that  they  are  not  going  ^  to  rough  it  on  a  beef-steak  and 
bottle  of  port,' — but  that  Greece — never,  of  late  years, 
very  plentifully  stocked  for  a  mess — is  at  present  the 
country  of  all  kinds  of  jprivations.  This  remark  may 
seem  superfluous;  but  I  have  been  led  to  it,  by  observing 
that  many  foreign  officers,  Italian,  French,  and  even 
Germans  {hut  fewer  of  the  latter\  have  returned  in  dis- 
gust, imagining  either  that  they  were  going  up  to  make 
a  party  of  pleasure,  or  to  enjoy  full  pay,  speedy  pro- 
motion, and  a  very  moderate  degree  of  duty.  They 
complain,  too,  of  having  been  ill  received  by  the  Go- 
vernment or  inhabitants;  but  numbers  of  these  com- 
plainants were  mere  adventurers,  attracted  by  a  hope 
of  command  and  plunder,  and  disappointed  of  both. 
Those  Greeks  I  have  seen  strenuously  deny  the  charge 
of  inhospitality,  and  declare  that  they  shared  their  pit- 
tance to  the  last  crum  with  their  foreign  volunteers* 

u  I  need  not  suggest  to  the  Committee  the  very  great        A 
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a(lvantag[e  which  must  accrue  to  Great  Britain  from  the 
success  of  the  Greeks,  and  their  probable  commercial 
relations  with  £D(jfland  in  consequence;  because  I  fied 
persuaded  that  the  first  object  of  the  Committee  is  their 
EMANCIPATION,  without  any  interested  views.  But  the 
consideratioQ  might  weigh  with  the  English  people  in 
general,  in  their  present  passion  for  every  kind  of  specn* 
lation, — they  need  not  cross  the  American  seas,  for  one 
much  better  worth  their  while,  and  nearer  home.  The 
resources  even  for  an  emigrant  population,  in  the  Greek 
islands  alone,  are  rarely  to  be  paralleled ;  and  the  cheap- 
ness of  every  kind,  of  not  only  necessary^  but  luxury^ 
(that  is  to  say,  luxury  of  nature)^  fruits,  wine,  oil,  etc.,  in 
a  state  of  peace,  are  far  beyond  those  of  the  Gape,  and 
Van  Diemen'sland,  and  the  other  places  of  refuge,  whid 
the  English  population  are  searching  for  over  the  wa- 
ters. 

u  I  beg  that  the  Committee  will  command  me  in  any 
and  every  way.  If  I  am  favoured  with  any  instructions, 
I  shall  endeavour  to  obey  them  to  the  letter,  whether 
conformable  to  my  own  private  opihion  or  not.  I  b^ 
leave  to  add,  personally,  my  respect  for  the  gentleman 
whom  I  have  the  honour  of  addressing, 

((  And  am,  sir,  your  obliged,  etc, 

u  P.S. — The  best  refutation  of  Gell  will  be  the  active 
exertions  of  the  Committee; — I  am  too  warm  a  contro- 
versialist; and  I  suspect  that  if  Mr  Hobhouse  have  taken 
him  in  hand,  there  will  be  little  occasion  for  me  to 
^  encumber  him  with  help.'  If  I  go  up  into  the  country, 
I  will  endeavour  to  transmit  as  accurate  and  impartial 
an  account  as  circumstances  will  permit. 

u  I  shall  write  to  Mr  Karrellas.  I  expect  intelligence 
from  Captain  Blaquiere,  who  has  promised  me  some 
earJy  intimation  from  tVve  ^at  of  the  Provisional  Go- 
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vernment.  I  gfave  him  a  letter  of  introduction  to  Lord 
Sydney  Osborne,  at  Corfu ;  but  as  Lord  S.  is  in  the  go- 
vernment service,  of  course  his  reception  could  only  be 
a  cautious  one.» 


LETTER  DXXL 

TO   MR  BOWRING. 

«  Genoa,  May  aist,  iSaS. 


u  SIR, 


« I  received  yesterday  the  letter  of  the  Committee, 
dated  the  i4th  of  March.  What  has  occasioned  the  delay, 
I  know  not.  It  was  forwarded  by  Mr  Galignani,  from 
Paris,  who  stated  that  he  had  only  had  it  in  his  charge 
four  days,  and  that  it  was  delivered  to  him  by  a  Mr  Grat- 
tan.  I  need  hardly  say  that  I  gladly  accede  to  the  pro- 
position of  the  Committee,  and  hold  myself  highly 
honoured  by  being  deemed  worthy  to  be  a  member.  I 
liave  also  to  return  my  thanks,  particularly  to  yourself, 
for  the  accompanying  letter,  which  is  extremely  flat- 
tering. 

«  Since  I  last  wrote  to  you,  through  the  medium  of 
Mr  Hobhouse,  I  )iave  received  and  forwarded  a  letter 
from  Captain  Blaquiere  to  me,  from  Corfu,  which  will 
show  how  he  gets  on.  Yesterday  I  fell  in  with  two  young 
Germans,  survivors,  of  General  Normann's  band.  They 
arrived  at  Genoa  in  the  most  deplorable  state — without 
food — without  a  sou — without  shoes.  The  Austrians 
had  sent  them  out  of  their  territory  on  their  landing  at 
Trieste ;  and  they  had  been  forced  to  come  down  to  Flo- 
rence, and  had  travelled  from  Leghorn  here,  with  four 
Tuscan  livres  (about  three  francs)  in  their  ^ocket&«    \. 
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have  given  tbem  twenty  Genoese  scudi  (aboat  a  hundred 
and  thirty-three  livres,  French  money),  and  new  shoes, 
which  will  enable  them  to  get  to  Switzerland,  when 
they  say  that  they  have  friends.  Alt  that  they  couU 
raise  in  Genoa,  besides,  was  thirty  sous.  They  do  not 
complain  of  the  Greeks,  but  say  that  they  have  sufFereJ 
more  since  their  landing  in  Italy. 

(( I  tried  their  veracity,  istly,  by  their  passports  and 

papers;  adly,  by  topography,  cross-qaestioning  them 

about  Arta,  Argos,  Athens,  Missolonghi,  Corinth,  etc.; 

and  3dly,  in  Romaic^  of  which  I  found  (one  of  them  at 

least)  knew  more  than  I  do.   One  of  them  (they  are  both 

of  good  families)  is  a  fine  handsome  young  fellow  of 

three-and-twenty — aWirtembergher,  and  has  a  look  of 

Sandt  about  him — the  other  a  Bavarian,  older  and  fla^ 

faced,  and  less  ideal,  but  a  great,  sturdy,  soldier-like 

personage.     The  Wirtembergher  was  in  the  action  at 

Arta,  where  the  Philhellenists  were  cut  to  pieces  after 

killing  six  hundred  Turks,  they  themselves  being  only  a 

hundred  and  fifty  in  number,  opposed  to  about  six  or 

seven  thousand;  only  eight  escaped,  and  of  them  about 

three  only  survived ;  so  that  General  Normann  *•  posted 

his  ragamuffins  where  they  were  well  peppered — not 

three  of  the  hundred  and  fifty  left  alive— and  they  are 

for  the  town's  end  for  life.' 

«  These  two  left  Greece  by  the  direction  of  the  Greeks. 
When  Churschid  Pacha  overran  the  Morea,  the  Greeks 
seem  to  have  behaved  well,  in  wishing  to  save  their 
allies,  when  they  thought  that  the  game  was  up  with 
themselves.  This  was  in  September  last  (1822)  :  they 
wandered  from  island  to  island,  and  got  from  Milo  io 
Smyrna,  where  the  French  consul  gave  them  a  passport, 
and  a  charitable  captain  a  passage  to  Ancona,  whence 
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ihey  got  to  Trieste,  and  Were  turned  back  by  the  Aus- 
trlans.  Tbey  complain  only  of  the  minister  (i^ho  has 
always  been  an  indifferent  character);  say  that  the 
Greeks  fight  very  well  in  their  own  way,  but  were  at 
first  afraid  to  fire  their  own  cannon — but  mended  with 
practice. 

a  Adolphe  (the  younger)  commanded  at  Navarino  for 
a  short  time ;  the  other ,  a  more  material  person,  '  the 
bold  Bavarian  in  a  luckless  hour,'  seems  chiefly  to  lament 
a  fast  of  three  days  at  Argos,  and  the  loss  of  twenty-five 
paras  a  day  of  pay  in  arrear,  and  some  baggage  at  Tri- 
politza ;  but  takes  his  wounds,  and  marches,  and  battles 
in  very  go  od  part.  Both  are  very  simple,  full  of  naivete, 
and  quite  unpretending  :  they  say  the  foreigners  quar- 
relled among  themselves,  particularly  the  French  with 
the  Germans,  which  produced  duels. 

«  The  Greeks  accept  muskets,  but  throw  away  bayonets^ 
and  will  not  be  disciplined.  When  these  lads  saw  two 
Piedmontese  regiments  yesterday,  they  said,  *  Ah,  if  we 
had  had  but  these  two,  we  should  have  cleared  the  Morea :' 
in  that  case  the  Piedmontese  must  have  behaved  better 
than  they  did  against  the  Austrians.  They  seem  to  lay 
great  stress  upon  a  few  regular  troops — say  that  the 
Greeks  have  arms  and  powder  in  plenty,  but  want  vic- 
tuals, hospital  stores,  and  lint  and  linen,  etc.,  and  mo- 
ney, very  much.  Altogether,  it  would  be  difficult  to 
show  more  practical  philosophy  than  this  remnant  of 
our  *  puir  hill  folk'  have  done;  they  do  not  seem  the 
least  cast  down,  and  their  way  of  presenting  themselves 
was  as  simple  and  natural  as  could  be.  They  said,  a 
Dane  here  had  told  them  that  an  Englishman,  friendly 
to  the  Greek  cause,  was  here,  and  that,  as  they  were 
reduced  to  beg  their  way  home,  they  thought  they  might 
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as  well  beg[in  with  me.     I  write  in  haste  to  snatch  the 
post. — Believe  me,  and  truly, 

uTour  obliged,  etc. 
u  P.S. — I  have,  since  I  wrote  this,  seen  them  again. 
Count  P.  Gamba  asked  them  to  breakfast.  One  of  them 
means  to  publish  hb  Journal  of  the  campaign.  The 
Bavarian  wonders  a  little  that  the  Greeks  are  not  quite 
the  same  with  them  of  the  time  of  Themistocles  (they 
were  not  then  very  tractable,  by  the  by),  and  at  the 
difficulty  of  disciplining  them;  but  he  is  a  ^bon  homme' 
and  a  tactician,  and  a  little  like  Dugald  Dalgetty,  who 
would  insist  upon  the  erection  of  ^  a  sconce  on  the  hill 
of  Drumsnab,'  or  whatever  it  was;— the  other  seems  to 
wonder  at  nothing. » 


LETTER  DXXII. 


TO  LADY  *  *  *  *. 


k 


«May  17th,  i8a3. 

a  My  voyage  to  Greece  will  depend  upon  the  Greek 
Committee  (in  England)  partly,  and  partly  on  the  in- 
structions which  some  persons  now  in  Greece  on  a  pri- 
vate mission  maybe  pleased  to  send  me.  I  am  a  member, 
lately  elected,  of  the  said  Committee;  and  my  object  in 
going  up  would  be  to  do  any  little  good  in  my  power; 
— but  as  there  are  some  pros  and  cons  on  the  subject, 
with  regard  to  how  far  the  intervention  of  strangers 
may  be  advisable,  I  know  no  more  than  I  tell  you :  but 
we  shall  probably  hear  something  soon  from  England 
and  Greece,  which  may  be  more  decisive. 

(( With  regard  to  the  late  person  (Lord  Londonderry), 
whom  you  hear  that  I  have  attacked,  I  can  only  say 
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that  a  bad  minister's  memory  is  as  mach  an  object  of 
investigfation  as  his  conduct  while  alive, — for  his  mea- 
sures do  not  die  with  him  like  a  private  individual's 
notions.  He  is  matter  of  history;  and,  wherever  I  find 
a  tyrant  or  91  villain,  I  will  mark  him,  I  attacked  him 
no  more  than  I  had  been  wont  to  do.  As  to  the  Li- 
beral,— it  was  a  publication  set  up  for  the  advantage  of 
a  persecuted  author  and  a  very  worthy  man.  But  it 
was  foolish  in  me  to  engage  in  it;  and  so  it  has  turned 
out — for  I  have  hurt  myself  without  doing  much  good 
to  those  for  whose  benefit  it  was  intended. 

<'  Do  not  defend  me — ^it  will  never  do — you  will  only 
make  /our^e//^  enemies. 

«  Mine  are  neither  to  be  diminished  nor  softened,  but 
they  may  be  overthrown;  and  there  are  events  which 
may  occur,  less  improbable  than  those  which  have 
happened  in  our  time,  that  may  reverse  the  present 
state   of  things — nous   verrons.        *        *        #        « 

K  I  send  you  this  gossip  that  you  may  laugh  at  it, 
which  is  all  it  is  good  for,  if  it  is  even  good  for  so  much. 
I  shall  be  delighted  to  see  you  again;  but  it  will  be 
melancholy,  should  it  be  only  for  a  moment. 

M  Ever  yours, 

aN.  B.« 

It  being  now  decided  that  Lord  Byron  should  proceed 
forthwith  to  Greece,  all  the  necessary  preparations  for 
his  departure  were  hastened.  One  of  his  first  steps  was  to 
write  to  MrTrelawney,  whowas  then  at  Rome,  to  request 
that  he  would  accompany  him .  a  You  must  have  heard,w 
he  says,  a  that  I  am  going  to  Greece — why  do  you  not 
come  to  me?  I  can  do  nothing  without  you,  and  am 
exceedingly  anxious  to  see  you.  Pray,  come,  for  I  am 
at  last  determined  to  go  to  Greece;— it  is  the  only  place 
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I  W35  evCT  contented  in.  I  am  serions;  and  did  noC 
write  UrK-re.  a*  I  mi^^Lt  have  given  you  a  joamev  for 
noihin.^.  TLey  all  »jy  I  can  be  of  use  to  Greece;  I  do 
net  know  how — nor  do  they:  but.  at  all  events,  let 

A  physician,  accpiainted  with  surgery,  being  oon- 
siderei  a  neces»ar\~  part  of  his  suite,  he  requested  of  his 
own  iDCrJical  attendant  at  Genoa,  Doctor  Alexander,  to 
provide  him  with  such  a  person:  and,  on  the  recom- 
mendation of  this  gentleman.  Doctor  Bruno,  a'Voiuie 
man  who  had  just  left  the  university  with  considerable 
reputation,  was  engaged.     Among  other  preparations 
for  his  exix-dition.  he  ordered  three  splendid  helmets  to 
be  made. — with  his  never  forgotten  crest  engraved  apon 
them, — for  himself  and  the  two  friends  who  were  to 
accoKipany  him.     In  this  little  circumstance  which,  in 
LngUnd  (where  the  ridiculous  is  so  much  better  un- 
derstood than  the  heroic)  excited  some  sneers  at  the  time, 
we  liave  one  of  the  many  instances  that  occur  amusingly 
throuf;b  his  life,  to  confirm  the  quaint  but,  as  apphed 
to  him,  true  observation,  that  u  the  child  is  father  to  the 
nianpi — the  characteristics  of  these  two  periods  of  life 
being  in  him  so  anomalously  transposed,  that  while 
the  passions  and  ripened  views  of  the  man  developed 
tliem>elves  in  his  boyhood,  so  the  easily  pleased  fancies 
and  vanities  of  the  boy  were  for  ever  breaking  out 
among  the  most  serious  moments  of  his  manhood.  The 
same  school l>oy  whom  we  found,  at  the  b^inning  of  the 
first  volume,  boasting  of  his  intention  to  raise,  at  some 
future  time,  a  troop  of  horse,  in  black  armour,  to  be 
called  Byron'sBlacks,  was  now  seen  trying  on  with  delight 
his  fine  crested  helmet,  and  anticipating  the  deeds  of 
glory  he  was  to  achieve  under  its  plumes. 
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At  the  end  of  May  a  letter  arrived  from  Mr  Blaquiere 
communicating  to  him  very  favourable  intelligence^ 
and  requesting  that  he  would,  as  much  as  possible, 
hasten  his  departure,  as  he  was  now  anxiously  looked 
for,  and  would  be  of  the  greatest  service.  However 
encouraging  this  summons,  and  though  Lord  Byron, 
thus  called  upon  from  all  sides,  had  now  determined  to 
give  freely  the  aid  which  all  deemed  so  essential,  it  is 
plain  from  his  letters  that,  in  the  cool,  sagacious  view 
which  he  himself  took  of  the  whole  subject,  so  far  from 
agreeing  with  these  enthusiasts  in  their  high  estimate 
of  his  personal  services,  he  had  not  yet  even  been  able 
to  perceive  any  definite  way  in  which  those  services 
could,  with  any  prospect  of  permanent  utility,  be 
applied. 

For  an  insight  into  the  true  state  of  his  mind  at  this 
crisis,  the  following  observations  of  one  who  watched 
him  with  eyes  quickened  by  anxiety  will  be  found,  per^ 
haps,  to  afford  the  clearest  and  most  certain  clue,  u  At 
this  time,)}  says  the  Gontessa  Guiccioli,  a  Lord  Byron 
again  [turned  his  thoughts  to  Greece ;  and,  excited  on 
€very  side  by  a  thousand  combining  circumstances, 
found  himself,  almost  before  he  had  time  to  form  a  de- 
cision, or  well  know  what  he  was  doing,  obliged  to  set 
out  for  that  country.  But,  notwithstanding  his  affec- 
tion for  those  regions — notwithstanding  the  conscious- 
ness of  his  own  moral  energies,  which  made  him  say 
always  that  ^  a  man  ought  to  do  something  more  for 
society  than  write  verses' — notwithstanding  the  attrac- 
tion which  the  object  of  this  voyage  must  necessarily 
have  for  his  noble  mind,  and  that,  moreover,  he  was 
resolved  to  return  to  Italy  within  a  few  months, — not- 
witfa^standing  all  this,  every  person  who  was  near  him  at 
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the  time  can  bear  witness  to  thestruQ^le  wbidi  his  mind 
underwent  (however  much  he  endeavoared  to  hide  it), 
as  the  period  fixed  for  his  departure  approached. »  ' 

In  addition  to  the  vagfueness  which  this  want  of  any 
defined  object  so  unsatisfactorily  threw  round  the  enter- 
prise before  him,  he  had  also  a  sort  of  ominous  pre* 
sentiment— natural,  perhaps,  to  one  of  his  temperament 
under  such  circumstances — that  he  was  but  ftdfiiling 
his  own  doom  in  this  expedition,  and  should  die  in 
Greece.  On  the  evening  before  the  departure  of  his 
friends.  Lord  and  Lady  B  '^  *,  from  Genoa,  he  called 
upon  them  for  the  purpose  of  taking  leave,  and  sate 
conversing  for  some  time.  He  was  evidently  in  low 
spirits,  and  after  expressing  his  regret  that  they  should 
leave  Genoa  before  his  own  time  of  sailing,  proceeded 
to  speak  of  his  intended  voyage  in  a  tone  full  of  des- 
pondence, u  Here,»  said  he,  u  we  are  all  now  together 
— but  when,  and  where,  shall  we  meet  again?  I  have  a 
sort  of  boding  that  we  see  each  other  for  the  last  time* 
as  something  tells  me  I  shall  never  again  return  from 
Greece. »  Having  continued  a  little  longer  in  this  me- 
lancholy strain,  he  leaned  his  head  upon  the  arm  of 
the  sofa  on  which  they  were  seated,  and,  bursting  into 
tears,  wept  for  some  minutes  with  uncontrollable  feeling. 

■  «  Fa  allora  che  Lord  Byron  rivobe  i  saoi  penrieri  alia  Grecia;  e  tti- 
molato  poi  da  ogni  parte  per  mille  combiDaBioDi  egU  si  troT6  quasi  senxa 
averlo  deciso,  e  senza  saperlo,  obbligato  di  partire  per  la  Grecia.  Ifa, 
non  ostante  il  suo  affetto  per  quelle  comrade, — non  ostante  il  •eniimenlo 
delle  sue  forze  morali  che  gli  faceya  dire  sempre  *cbe  an  oomo  i  obfali- 
gato  a  fare  per  la  socieUk  qualche  cosa  di  piili  che  dei  verti,* — non  oacante 
le  attrative  che  doveva  ayere  pel  nobile  suo  aoiaio  Toggetto  di  quel  Tiag- 
Hio, — e  non  ostante  che  egli  fosse  determinato  di  ritomare  in  Italia  fra 
non  roolti  mesi, — pure  in  quale  combattimento  si  trorasse  il  sao  caore 
uientre  si  avyaniava  Tepoca  della  sua  partenxa  (sebbeoe  ccrcasi*  occbI- 
tuiio)  ognuQO  che  lo  ha  ayyicinato  allora  pu&  dirlo.» 

Ik 
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Though  he  had  heen  talking  only  with  Lady  B  ^  *,  all 
who  were  present  in  the  room  observed,  and  were  af- 
fected by  his  emotion,  while  he  himself,  apparently 
ashamed  of  his  weakness,  endeavoured  to  turn  off  atten- 
tion from,  it  by  some  ironical  remark,  spoken  with  a 
sort  of  hysterical  laugh,  upon  the  effects  of  ((ner- 
vousness.)) 

He  had,  previous  to  this  conversation,  presented  to 
each  of  the'party  some  little  farewell  gift — a  book  to 
one,  a  print  from  his  bust  by  Bartolini  to  another,  and 
to  Lady  B**  a  copy  of  his  Armenian  Grammar,  which 
had  some  manuscript  remarks  of  his  own  on  the  leaves. 
In  now  parting  with  her,  having  begged  as  a  memorial 
some  trifle  which  she  had  worn,  the  lady  gave  him  one 
of  her  rings;  in  return  for  which  he  took  a  pin  from  his 
breast,  containing  a  small  cameo  of  Napoleon,  whicli 
he  said  had  long  been  his  companion,  and  presented  it 
to  her  ladyship. 

The  next  day  Lady  B**  received  from  him  the  fol- 
lowing note : 


TO   THE   COUNTESS   OF   B**. 


«  Albaro,  June  ad,  i8a3. 

((  MY  DEAR  LADY  B**, 

(( I  am  superstitious,  and  have  recollected  that  memo- 
rials with  a  point  are  of  less  fortunate  augury;  I  will, 
therefore,  request  you  to  accept,  instead  of  the  pin,  the 
enclosed  chain,  which  is  of  so  slight  a  value  that  you 
need  not  hesitate.  As  you  wished  for  something  wom^ 
I  can  only  say,  that  it  has  been  worn  oftener  and  longer 
than  the  other.  It  is  of  Venetian  manufacture;  and 
the  only  peculiarity  about  it  is,  that  it  could  only  be 
obtained  at  or  from  Venice*    At  Genoa  they  have  none 
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^'thp  samp  kind.  I  abio  enclose  a  ring;  which  I  woaid 
wish  Jlfrpd  to  keep:  it  is  coo  large  to  wear;  but  is  fomusd 
oi"  favcu  and  so  Far  adapted  to  the  the  of  his  yean  and 
character.  Yon  will  perhaps  hav^e  the  goochiesB  to 
arknowledfje  the  receipt  ol*'  this  note,  and  send  back  die 
pin  for  ."^ood  luck':)  sake*,  which  I  shall  valne  much 
more  tor  having  been  a  night  in  your  custody. 

.»  Ever  and  faithlnlly  your  obliged,  etc. 
.( P.S. —  I  hope  vour  nerves  are  well  to-day,  and  will 
continue  to  flourish.:' 

In  the  mean  time  the  preparations  for  his  romantic 
expedition  were  in  progress.  With  the  aid  of  his  ^"fc<^ 
and  very  sincere  friends.  Mr  Barry,  of  Genoa,  he  was 
enabled  to  raise  the  large  sums  of  money  necessary  for 
his  supply ; —  r  o,ooo  crowns  in  specie,  and 4o,ooo  crowns 
in  bills  of  exchange,  being  the  amount  of  what  he  took 
with  him,  and  a  portion  of  this  having  been  raised 
upon  his  ^rniture  and  books.,  on  which  Mr  Barry,  as  I 
understand,  advanced  a  sum  far  bevond  their  worth. 
An  English  brig,  the  Hercules,  had  been  freighted  to 
convey  himself  and  his  suite,  which  consisted,  at  this 
time,  of  Count  Gamba.  Mr  Trelawney,  Doctor  Bnmo, 
and  eight  domestics.  There  were  also  aboard  five 
horses,  sufficient  arms  and  ammunition  for  the  use  of  his 
own  party,  two  one-pounders  belonging  to  his  schoo- 
ner, the  Bolivar,  which  he  had  left  at  Genoa,  and  me- 
dicine enough  for  the  supply  of  a  thousand  men  for  a 
vear. 

The  following  letter  to  the  Secretary  of  the  Greek 
Committee  announces  his  approaching  departnre. 
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LETTER  DXXIII. 

TO   MR  BOWRING. 

«  July  7th,  1823. 

"We  sail  on  the  12th  for  Greece. — I  have  had  a 
letter  from  Mr  Blaquiere,  too  long  for  present  tran- 
scription, but  very  satisfactory.  The  Greek  Govern- 
ment expects  me  without  delay. 

« In  conformity  to  the  desires  of  Mr  B.  and  other 
correspondents  in  Greece,  I  have  to  suggest,  with  all 
deference  to  the  Committee,  that  a  remittance  of  even 
'  ten  thousand  pounds  only  (Mr  B.'s  expression)  would  be 
of  the  greatest  service  to  the  Greek  Government  at 
present.  I  have  also  to  recommend  strongly  the  attempt 
of  a  loan,  for  which  there  will  be  offered  a  sufficient 
security  by  deputies  now  on  their  way  to  England.  In 
the  mean  time,  I  hope  that  the  Committee  will  be 
enabled  to  do  something  effectual. 

« For  my  own  part,  I  mean  to  carry  up,  in  cash  or 
credits,  above  eight,  and  nearly  nine  thousand  pounds 
sterling,  which  I  am  enabled  to  do  by  funds  I  have  in 
Italy,  and  credits  in  England.  Of  this  sum  I  must 
necessarily  reserve  a  portion  for  the  subsistence  of 
myself  and  suite;  the  rest  I  am  willing  to  apply  in  the 
manner  which  seems  most  likdiy  to  be  [useful  to  the 
cause — having  of  course  some  guarantee  or  assurance, 
that  it  will  not  be  misapplied  to  any  individual  specu- 
lation. 

u  If  I  remain  in  Greece,  which  will  mainly  depend 
upon  the  presumed  probable  utility  of  my  presence 
there,  and  of  the  opinion  of  the  Greeks  themselves  as  to 
its  propriety—in  short,  if  I  am  welcome  to  them,  I  shall 


>rj\,  vrrri*  ar 


(  I  Lvre  Unfr  koaooBr  fo  be 

•  F«S.  — Gt»^  inz:<tT  ri  exprcMcd  for  a  iwiuiiiig.pKig 
»fe-i  tjpet.  «^.  I  have  iK»i  dhe  time  to  ptoride  tbem, 
J>rjt  r^.omixieni  iLit  to  tlie  oocice  of  the  Commhtee. 
I  p'^mrn^  l(*« trpei  moit.  partly  at  lea^t,  be  Greek:  they 
xuh  t/>puLJji}j  ;»»|>&rk.  and  perfaapft  a  loonoial,  probably 
in  Romaic;,  with  Italian  traaslatioiis.v 


Ail  w;»%  now  readv:  and  on  tbe  i3diof  Jolv 
and  bit  whole  party  «lept  on  board  the  Hercules.  Abont 
MiunM:  the  next  mominf^  tbey  facoeeded  in  clearing  the 
pr/rt;  hut  tl»ere  waft  little  wind,  and  they  remained  in 
ftif^ht  of  Genoa  the  whole  day.  The  night  was  a  bright 
rnfKinlif^ht,  hut  the  wind  had  become  stormy  and  ad- 
verM",  and  they  were,  for  a  short  time,  in  serious  danger. 
l^m\  Myron,  who  remained  on  deck  during  the  storm, 
was  employed  anxiously,  with  the  aid  of  such  of  his 
suitn  ns  were  not  disabled  by  sea-sickness  from  helping 
him,  in  preventing  further  mischief  to  the  horses,  whicb, 
having  been  badly  secured,  had  broken  loose  and  in- 
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jured  each  other.  After  making  head  against  the  wind 
for  three  or  four  hours,  the  captain  was  at  last  obliged 
to  steer  back  to  Genoa,  and  re-entered  the  port  at  six 
in  the  morning.  On  landing  again^  after  this  un- 
promising commencement  of  his  voyage,  Lord  Byron 
(says  Count  Gamba)  "appeared  thoughtful,  and  re- 
marked that  he  considered  a  had  beginning  a  favourable 
omen.i) 

It  has  been  already,  I  believe,  mentioned  that,  among 
the  superstitions  in  which  he  chose  to  indulge,  the 
supposed  unluckiness  of  Friday,  as  a  day  for  the  com- 
mencement of  any  work,  was  one  by  which  he,  almost 
always,  allowed  himself  to  be  influenced.  Soon  after  his 
arrival  at  Pisa,  a  lady  of  his  acquaintance  happening  to 
meet  him,  on  the  road  from  her  house  as  she  was  herself 
returning  thither,  and  supposing  that  he  had  been  to 
make  her  a  visit,  requested  that  he  would  go  back  with 
her.-  «I  have  not  been  to  your  house;>t  he  answered, 
«  for,  just  before  I  got  to  the  door,  I  remembered  that  it 
was  Friday;  and,  not  liking  to  make  my  flrst  visit  on  a 
Friday,  I  turned  back.))  It  is  even  related  of  hini  that 
he  once  sent  away  a  Genoese  tailor  who  brought  him 
home  a  new  coat  on  the  same  ominous  day. 

"With  all  this,  strange  to  say,  he  set  sail  for  Greece  on 
a  Friday : — and  though,  by  those  who  have  any  leaning 
to  this  superstitious  fancy,  the  result  may  be  thought 
but  too  sadly  confirmatory  of  the  omen,  it  is  plain  that 
either  the  influence  of  the  superstition  over  his  own 
mind  was  slight,  or,  in  the  excitement  of  self-devotion 
under  which  he  now  acted,  was  forgotten.  In  truth 
notwithstanding  his  encouraging  speech  to  Count 
Gamba,  the  forewarning  he  now  felt  of  his  approaching 
doom  seems  to  have  been  far  too  deep  and  serious  to 
need  the  aid  of  any  such  accessory.    Having  ex^rcis^<^d. 

VOL.  IV.  \^ 
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a  wish,  on  relanding,  to  visit  his  own  palace,  which  he 
liad  left  to  the  care  of  Mr  Barry  during  his  absence, 
and  from  which  Madame  Guiccioli  had  early  that 
morning;  departed,  he  now  proceeded  thither,  accom- 
panied by  Count  Gamba  alone.  uHis  conversation,!! 
says  this  gentleman,  uwas  somewhat  melancholy  on 
our  way  to  Albaro :  he  spoke  much  of  his  past  life,  and 
of  the  uncertainty  of  the  future.  ^ Where,'  said  he, 
'shall  we  be  in  a  yearf — It  looked  (adds  hb  friend)  like 
a  melancholy  foreboding;  for,  on  the  same  day,  of  the 
same  month,  in  the  next  year,  he  was  carried  to  the 
tomb  of  his  ancestors.!) 

It  took  nearly  the  whole  of  the  day  to  repair  the 
damages  of  their  vessel ;  and  the  greater  part  of  this 
interval  was  passed  by  Lord  Byron,  in  company  with 
Mr  Barry,  at  some  gardens  near  the  city.  Here  his 
conversation,  as  this  gentleman  informs  me,  took  the 
same  gloomy  turn.  That  he  had  not  fixed  to  go  to  Eng- 
land, in  preference,  seemed  one  of  his  deep  regrets;  and 
so  hopeless  were  the  views  he  expressed  of  the  whole  en?- 
terprise  before  him,  that,  as  it  appeared  to  Mr  Barry, 
nothing  but  a  devoted  sense  of  duty  ^nd  honour  could 
have  determined  him  to  persist  in  it. 

In  the  evening  of  that  day  they  set  sail; — and  now^ 
fairly  launched  in  the  cause,  and  disengaged,  as  it  were, 
from  his  former  state  of  existence,  the  natural  power  of 
his  spirit  to  shake  off  pressure,  whether  from  within  or 
without,  began  instantly  to  display  itself.  According 
to  the  report  of  one  of  his  fellow-yoyagers,  though  so 
clouded  while  on  shore,  no  sooner  did  he  find  himself, 
once  more,  bounding  over  the  waters,  than  all  the  light 
and  life  of  his  better  nature  shone  forth.  In  the  breeze 
that  now  bore  him  towards  his  beloved  Greece,  the  voice 
of  bis  youth  seemed  again  to  s^eak.     Before  the  titles 
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of  hero,  of  benefactor,  to  which  he  now  aspired,  that  of 
poet,  however  pre-eminent,  faded  into  nothing.  His 
love  of  freedom,  his  generosity,  his  thirst  for  the  new 
and  adventurous, — all  were  re-awakened  ;  and  even  the 
bodings  that  still  lingered  at  the  bottom  of  his  heart  but 
made  the  course  before  him  more  precious  from  his 
consciousness  of  its  brevity,  and  from  the  high  and  self* 
ennobling  resolution  he  had  now  taken  to  turn  what 
yet  remained  of  it  gloriously  to  account. 

Parte,  e  porta  un  desio  d*eterna  ed  alma 

Gloria,  che  a  nbbil  cuor  e  sferza  e  sprone ; 

A  magnanime  imprese  intenta  ha  Talma, 

Ed  insolite  cose  oprar  dispone. 

Gir  fra  i  nemici — ivi  o  cipresso  o  palma 

Arquistar. 

After  a  passage  of  five  days,  they  reached  Leghorn, 
at  which  place  it  was  thought  necessary  to  touch,  for  the 
purpose  of  taking  on  board  a  supply  of  gunpowder,  and 
other  English  goods  noi  to  be  had  elsewhere.  / 

It  would  have  been  the  wish  of  Lord  Byron,  in  the 
new  path  he  had  now  marked  out  for  himself,  to  dis- 
connect firom  his  name,  if  possible,  all  those  poetical  as- 
sociations, which,  by  throwing  a  character  of  romance 
over  the  step  he  was  now  taking,  might  have  a  tendency, 
as  he  feared,  to  impair  its  practical  utility;  and  it  is, 
perhaps,  hardly  saying  too  much  for  his  sincere  zeal  in 
the  cause  to  assert,  that  he  would  willingly  at  this  mo- 
ment have  sacrificed  his  whole  fame,  as  poet,  for  even 
the  prospect  of  an  equivalent  renown,  as  philanthropist 
and  liberator.  How  vain^  however,  was  the  thought 
that  he  could  thus  supersede  kis  own  glory,  or  cause  the 
fame  of  the  lyre  to  be  forgotten  in  that  of  the  sword, 
was  made  manifest  to  bim  by  a  mark  of  homage  wKlcU^ 
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reached  him,  while  at  Le^om,  from  the  hands  of  one 
ot  rhe  oaly  two  meoof  the  age  who  could  coatead  with 
him  ill  the  uni versa litv  of  his  literary  Caiine. 

Already,  as  has  been  seen,  an  eichan^  of  courte- 
sies, founded  upon  matual  admiration,  had  taken  place 
between  Lord  Byron  and  the  great  poet  of  German v, 
Goethe.  Of  this  intercourse  between  two  sach  men, — 
the  former  as  brief  a  light  in  the  world's  eyes,  as  the  latter 
has  been  Ion;;  and  steadily  luminous, — an  account  has 
been  by  the  venerable  survivor  put  on  record,  which,  as 
a  tit  prelimiaar\'  to  the  letter  I  am  about  to  give,  I  shall 
here  insert  in  as  faithful  a  translation  as  it  has  been  in 
mv  pi^wer  to  procure. 

-  GOETHE  ON  BYRON. 

..  The  German  poet  who.  down  to  die  latest  period  of 
his  long  life,  had  been  always  anxious  to  acknowledge 
the  merits  of  his  literary  predecessors  and  contempora- 
ries, because  he  has  alwavs  considered  this  to  be  the  sur- 
est means  of  cultivatin;j  his  own  powers,  could  not  but 
have  his  attention  attracted  to  the  great  talent  of  the 
noble  lord  almost  from  his  earliest  appearance,  and 
uninterruptedly  watched  the  pnigress  of  his  mind 
throughout  the  great  works  which  he  unceasingly  pro- 
iluced.  It  was  immediately  perceived  by  him  that  the 
public  af^reciation  of  his  poetical  merits  kept  pace  with 
the  rapid  succession  of  his  writings.  The  joyful  sym- 
])athv  of  others  would  have  been  perfSect,  had  not  the 
poet,  by  a  life  marked  by  sdf-dissatisfaction,  and  the 
indulgpnce  of  strong  passions,  disturbed  the  enjoyment 
which  his  infinite  genius  produced.  But  his  German 
admirer  was  not  led  astray  by  this,  or  prevented  from 
'following  with  close  attention  both  his  works  and  his 
life  in  all  their  eccenUvcVtv.    These  astonished  him  the 
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more,  as  he  found  in  the  experience  of  past  ages  no  ele<- 
ment  for  the  calculation  of  so  eccentric  an  orhit. 

u  These  endeavours  of  the  German  did  not  remain 
unknown  to  the  Englishman,  of  which  his  poems  con- 
tain unambiguous  proofs,  and  he  also  availed  himself 
of  the  means  afforded  by  various  travellers,  to  forward 
some  friendly  salutation  to  his  unknown  admirer.  At 
length  a  manuscript  Dedication  of  Sardanapaius,  in  the 
most  complimentary  terms,  was  forwarded  to  him,  with 
an  obliging  inquiry  whether  it  might  be  prefixed  to  the 
tragedy.  The  German,  who,  a^his  advanced  age,  was 
conscious  of  his  own  powers  and  of  their  effects,  oould 
only  gratefully  and  modestly  consider  this  Dedication 
as  the  expression  of  an  inexhaustible  intellect,  deeply 
feeling  and  creating  its  own  object.  He  was  by  no 
means  dissatisfied  when,  after  a  long  delay,  Sardanapa- 
lus  appeared  without  the  Dedication;  and -was  made 
happy  by  the  possession  of  a  fac-simile  of  it,  engraved 
on  stone,  which  he  considered  a  precious  memorial. 

((The  noble  lord,  however,  did  not  abandon  ^his 
purpose  of  proclaiming  to  the  world  his  valued  kind- 
ness towards  his  German  contemporary  and  brother 
poet,  a  precious  evidence  of  which  was  placed  in  front 
of  the  tragedy  of  Werner.  It  will  be  readily  believed, 
when  so  unhoped  for  an  honour  was  conferred  upon  the 
German  poet — one  seldom  experienced  in  life,  and  that 
too  from  one  himself  so  highly  distinguished — he  was 
by  no  means  reluctant  to  express  the  high  esteem  and 
sympathising  sentiment  with  which  his  unsurpassed 
contemporary  had  inspired  him.  The  task  was  difficult, 
and  was  found  the  more  so,  the  more  it  was  contemplat- 
ed ; — for  what  can  be  said  of  one,  whose  unfathomable 
qualities  are  not  to  be  reached  by  words?  But  when  a 
young  gentleman,  Mr  Sterling,  of  pleasing  \^et$Av\.  ^\A 
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excellent  character,  in  the  spring  of  i823,  on  a  joomey 
from  Genoa  to  Weimar,  delivered  a  few  lines  under  the 
hand  of  the  great  man  as  an  introduction;  and  when  the 
report  was  soon  after  spread  that  the  noble  peer  was 
about  to  direct  his  great  mind  and  various  power  to 
deeds  of  sublime  daring  beyond  the  ocean,  there  ap- 
peared to  be  no  time  left  for  further  delay,  and  the 
following  lines  were  hastily*written :' 

Eio  freandlich  Wort  kommt  eines  nach  dem  andem 
Von  SiideD  her  and  bringt  nns  frohe  Standen  ; 
Es  ruft  uns  auf  znm  Edelsten  zu  wandern, 
I9icht  ist  der  Geist,  doch  i^t  der  Pass  gebunden. 

Wie  soil  ich  dem,  den  ich  so  lang  hegleitet, 
Mun  etwas  Traulich's  in  die  Feme  sagen? 
Ihm  der  sich  selbst  im  Inncrsten  bestreitet, 
StaHc  angewohnt  das  tiefste  Web  za  tragen. 

Wohl  sey  ihm  doch,  wenn  er  sich  selbst  empfindet ! 
Er  wage  selbst  sich  hoch  begliickt  za  nennen, 
Wenn  Musenkraft  die  Scbmerzen  iiberwindet, 
Und  wie  ich  ihn  erkannt  mog*  er  sich  keonen. 

«The  verses  reached  Genoa,  but  the  excellent  friend 
to  whom  tliey  were  addressed  was  already  gone,  and  to 
a  distance,  as  it  appeared,  inaccessible.  Driven  back, 
however,  by  storms,  he  landed  at  Leghorn,  where  these 
cordial  lin^s  reached  him  just  as  he  was  about  to  embark, 
on  the  24th  July,  1823.  He  had  barely  time  to  answer 
by  a  well  filled  page,  which  the  possessor  has  preserved 
amonghis  most  precious  papers,  as  the  worthiest  evidence 
of  the  connexion  that  had  been  formed.  Affecting  and 
deli^jhtful  as  was  such  a  document,  and  justifying  the 
most  lively  hopes,  it  has  acquired  now  the  greatest, 
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*  I  insert  the  verses  in  the  original  language,  as  an  English  version  gives 
a  very  imperl'ect  notioa  ol  vVieVt  mevitvm^. 
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though  most  painful,  value,  from  the  untimely  death 
of  the  lofty  writer,  which  adds  dr  peculiar  edge  to  the 
g^ief  felt  generally  throughout  the  whole  moral  and 
poetical  world  at  his  loss :  for  we  were  warranted  in  hop- 
ing, that  when  his  great  deeds  should  have  heen  achiev- 
ed, we  might  personally  have  greeted  in  him  the  pre« 
eminent  intellect,  the  happily  acquired  friend,  and  the 
most  humane  of  conquerors.  At  present  we  can  only 
console  ourselves  with  the  conviction  that  his  country 
will  at  last  recover  from  that  violence  of  invective  and 
reproach  which  has  heen  so  long  raised  against  him, 
and  will  learn  to  understand  that  the  dross  and  lees  of 
the  age  and  the  individual,  out  of  which  even  the  hest 
have  to  elevate  themselves,  are  hut  perishable  and  tran- 
sient, while  the  wonderful  gloiy  to  which  he  in  the  pre- 
sent and  through  all  future  ages,  has  elevated  his  coun- 
try, will  be  as  boundless  in  its  splendour,  as  it  is  incal^ 
culable  in  its  consequences.  Nor  can  there  be  any  doubt 
that  the  nation,  which  can  boast  of  so  many  great  names, 
will  class  him  among  the  first  of  those  through  whom 
she  has  acquired  such  glory.)) 

The  following  is  Lord  Byron's  answer  to  the  commu- 
nication above-mentioned  from  Goethe. 


LETTER  DXXIV. 

TO  GOETHE. 

•>  Leghorn,  July  a4^li,  i8a^. 
«  ILLUSTRIOUS  SIR, 

u  I  cannot  thank  you  as  you  ought  to  be  thanked  for 
the  lines  which  my  young  friend,  Mr  Sterling,  sent  me    j 
of  yours;  and  it  would  but  ill  become  me  to  i;^ret.ewdtj^fl 
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^^c^zrirv-  -r^TFr^  -vrth  nm  -vbo.  tor  Sftv  vesTSi,  has  beett 
-He- iiK:i?-"^Tiie.i --^vr-TTK.m  >r  EiiroptKi a  literature-  Yoa 
nii^f  iirr^r.^n*  :i  ■-•oi  .n^  nn**  sincere  ackno^vietl^menti 
u  tr*'.*e—  ji.L  a  i.«^r*  ir^r^tuo:  tiirl  jm  atpresentoa 
3i\-  -nv/Lse  o  -n>rL\.-  lui  e  niire.  xad  aurrouiuied  by 
jLu —  ma  j.isUr.  Tiucn  jardlr  lilo^  a  momeiit  evea 
X  .rvnniiir  uia  uimmaoa  zo  express  thenueires. 

~  -.Tii&*.i  T'iin  ^moaT^imeiLivs  Ji^.  W3j  driTen  back 
jv  I  :...e  T  vua.  inii  Jiive  ^lace  jailed  a^ia  and  ar- 
-/■■-.i  irr*.  Lc-r^.i'n.  diis  sominij.  to  receive  onboard 
?vmt»    -t--raL  -ia??T?niy*T*  Tir  dieir  imi^ji^in^  coancrv. 

.  .-ti-r^  ti?«i  I  :•  iLQii  t  iur  ines  ind  Mr  Sceriin^'a  letter, 
iai.L  I  .'MUiii  3<^r  Jil^''•*  Jad  i  more  tivoarable  omen,  a 
aii.'i"e  ii^ree.i'j ii*  'in~:r.ie-  :iiaa  a  "^ord  of  Goethe  written 

j«-  Jis    "va.   IJLIld. 

« I  nu  r-'ar-in.-r  "c  »j-reefe-  to  «e  if  I  can  be  of  any 
.ime  -iMi  :Iier  *  -:"  i^-^r  I  .-jme  back.  I  will  pay  a  visit  to 
V:»;:uar. " '  'rf».*r  ije  ?i:iji:ere  lionuf^e  of  one  of  the  many 
x...".io:s   :c  "i-r  iti-nuers.     I  have  the  honour  to  be, 

«  Your  obliged. 

'  XoEL  Braosr.a 

Fr  *  r.".  IjT-rhorn.  ^hr^re  hia  lordship  was  joined  bv  Mr 
H.*r.-...:.-n  Erowr.r-.  he  "?et  s^il  on  the  24th  of  Julv.  and 
af-r^r  a'r.out  ten  day=  ot  m«>5t  favourable  weather,  cast 
an.  r.'.r  at  Ar;;o-st.jli.  tbe  chief  port  of  Cephalonia. 

It  li3'i  been  thou.^ht  expedient  that  Lord  Byron  should, 
T(  irVi  the  view  of  informin;^  himself  correctly  respectin{; 
Orffce.  direct  his  course,  in  the  first  instance,  to  one  of 
the  Ionian  islands,  from  whence,  as  from  a  post  of  ob- 
servation, he  might  be  able,  to  ascertain  the  exact  posi- 
tion of  affairs  before  he  landed  on  the  continent.  For 
this  purpose  it  had  been  recommended  that  either  Zante 
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or  Gephalonia  should  be  selected,  and  his  choice  was 
chiefly  determined  towards  the  latter  island  by  his 
knowledge  of  the  talents  and  liberal  feelings  of  the  Re- 
sident, Colonel  Napier.  Aware,  however,  that  in  the 
yet  doubtful  aspect  of  the  foreign  policy  of  England,  his 
arrival  thus  on  an  expedition  so  declaredly  in  aid  of  in- 
surrection might  have  the  effect  of  embarrassing  the 
existing  authorities,  he  resolved  to  adopt  such  a  line  of 
conduct  as  would  be  the  least  calculated  either  to  com- 
promise or  offend  them.  It  was  with  this  view  he  now 
thought  it  prudent  not  to  land  at  Argostoli,  but  to  await 
on  board  his  vessel  such  information  from  the  Govern- 
ment of  Greece  as  should  enable  him  to  decide  upon  his 
further  movements. 

The  arrival  of  a  person  so  celebrated  at  Argostoli  ex- 
cited naturally  a  lively  sensation,  as  well  among  the 
Greeks  as  the  English  of  that  place ;  and  the  first  ap- 
proaches towards  intercourse  between  the  latter  and  their 
noble  visitor  were  followed  instantly,  on  both  sides,  by 
that  sort  of  agreeable  surprise  which,  from  the  false  no- 
tions they  had  preconceived  of  each  other^  was  to  be  ex- 
pected. His  countrymen,  who  from  the  exaggerated 
stories  they  had  so  often  heard  of  his  misanthropy  and 
especial  horror  of  the  English,  expected  their  courtesies 
to  be  received  with  a  haughty,  if  not  insulting  coldness, 
found,  on  the  contrary,  in  all  his  demeanour,  a  degree 
of  open  and  cheerful  affability  which,  calculated,  as  it 
was,  to  charm  under  any  circumstances,  was  to  them, 
expecting  so  much  the  reverse,  peculiarly  fascinating.; 
— while  he,  on  his  side,  even  still  more  sensitively  pre- 
pared, by  a  long  course  of  brooding  over  his  own  fan- 
cies, for  a  cold  and  reluctant  reception  from  his  coi 
try  men,  found  himself  greeted  at  once  with  a  welcoi 
so  cordial  and  respectful  as  not  onl^  suti^^\vid^xA 
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tered  but,  it  was  evidedt,  sensibly  toucbed  him.  Among 
other  hospitalities  accepted  by  bim  was  a  dinner  with  ,1 
the  officers  of  the  garrison,  at  which,  on  his  health  betng 
drunk,  he  is  reported  to  have  said,  in  returning  thanks, 
that  u  he  was  doubtful  whether  he  could  express  his  seme 
of  the  obligation  as  he  ought,  having  been  so  long[in 
the  practice  of  speaking  a  foreign  language  that  it  was 
with  some  difficulty  he  could  convey  the  whole  force  of 
what  lie  felt  in  his  own.n 

Having  despatched  messengers  to  GorCu  and  Misso- 
longhi  in  quest  of  information,  he  resolved ,Nirhile  wait* 
ing  their  return,  to  employ  his  time  in  a  jolimey  to 
Ithaca,  which  island  is  separated  from  that  of  Cepha* 
Ionia  but  by  a  narrow  strait.  On  his  way  to  Vathi,  the 
chief  city  of  the  island,  to  wliiclr  place  he  had  been  in- 
vited, and  his  journey  hospitably  facilitated,  by  the 
Resident,  Captain  Knox,  he  paid  a  visit  to  the  mountain- 
cave  in  which,  according  to  tradition,  Ulysses  deposited 
the  presents  of  the  Phaeacians.  «Lord  Byron  (says 
Count  Gamba)  ascended  to  the  grotto,  but  the  steepness 
and  height  prevented  him  from  reaching  the  remains  of 
tlie  Castle.  I  my sel f  ex perienced  considerable  difficulty 
in  gaining  it.  Lord  Byron  sat  reading  in  the  grotto, 
but  fell  asleep.  I  awoke  him  on  my  return,  and  he  said 
that  I  had  interrupted  dreams  more  pleasant  than  ever 
he  had  before  in  his  life.» 

Though  unchanged,  since  he  first  visited  these  re- 
gions, in  his  preference  of  the  wild  charms  of  Nature  to 
all  the  classic  associations  of  Art  and  History,  he  yet 
joined  with  much  interest  in  any  pilgrimage  to  those 
places  which  tradition  had  sanctified.  At  the  Fountain 
of  Arethusa,  one  of  the  spots  of  this  kind  which  he  visit- 
ed, a  repast  had  been  prepared  for  himself  and  his  party 
by  the  Resident*,  and  alvVie^ViooV^C  Uocner^ — as  some 
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remains  beyond  Ghioni  are  called, — he  met  with  an 
old  refu(jee  bishop,  whom  he  had  known  thirteen  years 
before  in  Livadia^  and  with  whom  he  now  conversed  of 
those  times  with  a  rapidity  and  freshness  of  recollection 
with  which  the  memory  of  the  old  bishop  could  but  i\l> 
keep  pacfe.  Neither  did  the  traditional  Baths  of  Pene- 
lope escape  his  research,  and  a  however  sceptical  (says- 
a  lady  who,  soon  after,  followed  his  footsteps)  he  might 
have  been  as  to  these  supposed  localities,  he  never  of- 
fended the  natives  by  any  objection  to  the  reality  of 
their  fancies.  On  the  contrary,  his  politeness  and 
kindness  won  the  respect  and  admiration  of  all  those 
Greek  gentlemen  who  saw  him;  and  to  me  they  spoke 
of  him  with  enthusiasm.)) 

Those  benevolentviews  by  which,  even  more,  perhaps, 
than  by  any  ambition  of  renown,  he  proved  himself  to 
be  actuated  in  his  present  course,  had,  during  his  short 
'  stay  at  Ithaca,  opportunities  of  disclosing  themselves^ 
On  learning  that  a  number  of  poor  families  had  filed 
thither  from  Scio,  Patras,  and  other  parts  of  Greece,, he 
not  only  presented  to  the  Commandant  three  thousand 
piastres  for  their  relief,  but  by  his  generosity  to  one  fa-^ 
mily  in  particular,  which  had  once  been  in  a  state  of 
affluence  at  Patras,  enabled  them  to  repair  their  cir- 
cumstances and  again  live  in  comfort,  u  The  eldest 
girl  (says  the  lady  whom  I  have  already  quoted)  became 
afterwards  the  mistress  of  tlie  school  formed  at  Ithaca  ; 
and  neither  she,  her  sister,  or  mother,  could  ever  speak 
of  Lord  Byron  without  the  deepest  feeling  of  gratitude 
and  of  regre^  for  his  too  premature  death.)) 

After  occupying  in  this  excursion  about  eight  days, 
he  had  again  established  himself  on  board  the  Hercules, 
when  one  of  the  messengers  whom  he  had  despatched 
returned,  bringing  a  letter  to  him  fromtibk^  bwi^^^x^^^ 
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Botzari,  whom  he  had  left  amobg  the  mountains  of 
A^rafa,  preparing;  for  that  attack  in  which  he  so  glori-  i 
ously  fell.     The  following;  are  the  terms  in  which  this  ; 
heroic  chief  wrote  to  Lord  Byron.  ' 

«  Your  letter,  and  that  of  the  venerable  Ignabio,  have 
filled  me  with  joy.  Your  Excellency  is  exactly  the  per- 
son of  whom  we' stand  in  need.  Let  nothing  prevent 
you  from  coming  into  this  part  of  Greece.  The  enemy 
threatens  us  in  great  number ;  but,  by  the  help  of  God 
and  your  Excellency,  they  shall  meet  a  suitable  resist- 
ance. I  shall  have  something  to  do  to-night  against  a 
corps  of  six  or  seven  thousand  Albanians,  encamped 
close  to  this  place.  The  day  after  to-morrow  I  will  set 
out,  with  a  few  chosen  companions,  to  meet  your  Ex- 
cellency. Do  not  delay.  1  thank  you  for  the  good 
opinion  you  have  of  my  fellow-citizens,  which  God  grant 
you  will  not  find  ill-founded ;  and  I  thank  you  still  more' 
for  the  care  you  have  so  kindly  taken  of  them. 

u  Believe  me,  etc.w 

In  the  expectation  that  Lord  Byron  would  proceed 
forthwith  to  Missolonghi,  it  had  been  the  intention  of 
Botzari,  as  the  above  letter  announces,  to  leave  the  armv, 
and  hasten,  with  a  few  of  his  brother  warriors,  to  receive 
their  noble  ally  on  his  landing,  in  a  manner  worthy  of 
the  generous  mission  on  which  he  came.  The  above 
letter,  however,  preceded  but  by  a  few  hours  his  death. 
That  very  night  he  penetrated,  with  but  a  handful  of 
followers,  into  the  midst  of  the  enemy's  camp,  whose 
force  was  eight  thousand  strong,  and  after  leading  his 
heroic  band  over  heaps  of  dead,  fell,  at  last,  close  to  the 
tent  of  the  Pasha  himself. 

The  mention  made  m  \Vi\%  \jitw^  &\iUote's  letter  of 
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Lord  Byron's  care  of  his  fellow-citizens  refers  to  a  po- 
pular act  done  recently  by  the  noble  poet  at  Gephalonia 
in  taking  into  his  pay,  as  a  body-guard,  forty  of  this 
now  homeless  tribe^  On  finding;,  however,  that  for 
want  of  employment  they  were  becoming;  restless  and 
turbulent,  he  despatched  them  off  soon  after,  armed 
and  provisioned,  to  join  in  the  defence  of  Missolonghi, 
which  was  at  that  time  besieged  on  one  side  by  a  consi- 
derable force,  and  blockaded  on  the  other  by  a  Turkish 
squadron.  Already  had  he,  with  a  view  to  the  succour 
of  this  place,  made  a  generous  offer  to  the  Government, 
which  he  thus  states  himself  in  one  of  his  letters,  u  I 
offered  to  advance  a  thousand  dollars  a  month  for  the 
succour  of  Missolonghi,  and  the  Suliotes  under  Botzari 
(since  killed),  but  the  Government  have  answered  me, 
that  they  wish  to  confer  with  me  previously,  which  is  in 
fact  saying  they  wish  me  to  expend  my  money  in  some 
o#her  direction.  I  will  take  care  that  it  is  for  the  public 
cause,  otherwise  I  will  not  advance  a  para.  The  oppo- 
sition say  they  want  to  cajole  me,  and  the  party  in  power 
say  the  others  wish  to  seduce  me,  so  between  the  two  I 
have  a  difficult  part  to  play;  however,  I  will  have  no- 
thing to  do  with  the  factions  unless  to  reconcile  them  if 
possible.); 

In  thesej[last  few  sentences  is  described  briefly  the  po- 
sition in  which  Lord  Byron  was  now  placed,  and  in 
which  the  coolness,  foresight,  and  self-possession  he  dis- 
played sufficiently  refute  the  notion  that  even  the  high- 
est powers  of  imagination,  whatever  effect  they  may 
sometimes  produce  on  the  moral  temperament,  are  at 
all  incompatible  with  the  souyd  practical  good  sense, 
the  steadily-balanced  views,  which  the  business  of  active 
life  requires. 
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The  g;reat  di faculty,  to  an  observer  of  the  stale  of 
Greece  at  this  crisis,  ^as  to  be  able  clearly  to  distin^ish 
betweea  what  was  real  and  what  was  merely  apparent 
in  those  tests  by  which  the  probability  of  her  future  aii> 
cess  or  failure  was  to  be  judg^ed.     With  a  Governmeat 
little  more  than  nominal,  having  neither  authoritynor 
resources,  its  executive  and  le^slative  branches  beio^ 
openly  at  variance,  and  the  supplies  that  ought  to  fill 
its  exchequer  being  intercepted  by  the  military  Chie6 
who,  being,  in  most  places,  collectors  of  the  revenue, 
were  able  to  rob  by  authority; — with  that  curse  of  all 
popular  enterprises,  a  multiplicity  of  leaders,  each  sel- 
fishly pursuing  his  own  objects,  and  ready  to  make  the 
sword  the  umpire,  of  their  claims;-:- with  a  fleet  furnish- 
ed by  private  adventure,  and,  therefore,  precarious; and 
an  army  belonging  rather  to  its  Chiefs  than  to  the  Go- 
vernment, and,  accordingly,  trusting  more  to  plunder 
than  to  pay; — with  all  these  principles  of  mischief,  ai^ 
as  it  would  seem,  ruin  at  the  very  heart  of  the  strugj^ 
it  had  yet  persevered,  which  was  in  itself  victory,  through 
three  trying  campaigns;  and  at  this  moment  presentttl, 
in  the  midst  of  all  its  apparent  weakness  and  distraction, 
some  elements  of  success  which  both  accounted  for  what 
had  hitherto  been  effected,  and  gave  a  hope,  with  more 
favouring  circumstances,  of  something  nobler  yet  to 
come. 

Besides  the  never-failing  encouragement  which  the 
incapacity  of  their  enemies  afforded  them,  the  Greeks 
derived  also  from  the  geographical  conformation  of 
their  country  those  same  advantages  with  which  nature 
had  blessed  their  great  ancestors,  and  which  had  con- 
tributed mainly  perhajjs  to  the  formation,  as  well  as 
maintei^ance,  of  their  high  national  character.  Island- 
ers and  mountaineers,  they  were,  by  their  very  position, 
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heirs  to  the  blessings  of  freedom  and  commerce,  and 
never,  throughout  their  long  slavery  and  sufferings,  had 
the  spirit  of  either  died  away  within  them.  They  had 
a}so,  luckily,  in  a  political  as  well  as  religious  point  of 
view,  preservqd  that  sacred  line  of  distinction  between 
themselves  and  their  conquerors,  which  a  fond  fidelity 
to  an  ancient  church  alone  could  have  maintained  for 
them;  and  thus  kept  holi}y  in  reserve,  against  the  hour 
of  struggle,  that  most  stirring  of  all  the  excitements  to 
which  Freedom  can  appeal  when  she  points  to  her  flame 
rising  out  of  the  censer  of  Religion.  In  addition  to 
these^  and  all  the  other  moral  advantages  included  in 
them,  for  whid^  the  Greeks  were  indebted  to  their  own 
nature  and  position,  is  to  be  taken  into  account  also  the 
aid  and  sympathy  they  had  every  right  to  expect  from 
others,  as  soon  as  their  exertions  in  their  own  cause 
should  justify  the  confidence  that  it  would  not  be  the 
mere  chivalry  of  generosity  to  assist  them.' 

Such  seem  to  have  been  the  chief  features  of  hope 
which  the  state  of  Greece,  at  this  moment,  presented. 
But  though  promising,  perhaps,  a  long  continuance  of  the 
struggle,  they,  in  that  very  promise,  postponed  indefin- 
itely the  period  of  its  success;  and  checked  and  counter- 
acted as  such  auspicious  appearances  were  by  the 
manifold  and  inherent  evils  above  enumerated, — by  a 
consideration,  too,  of  the  resources  and  obstinacy  of  the 
still  powerful  Turk,  and  of  the  little  favour  with  which 
it  was  at  all  probable  that  the  Courts  of  Europe  would, 
now  or  ever,  r^ard  the  attempt  of  any  people,  under 
any  circumstances,  to  be  their  own  emancipators, — none 

*  For  a  clear  andxoncUe  sketch  of  the  stale  of  Greece  at  this  crisis,  ex- 
ecuted ^rith  all  that  comroand  of  the  subject  which  a  long  residence  in  the 
coontry  alone  conld  give,  see  Colonel  Leake's  «  Historical  Ontline  of  the 
Greek  Revolution.* 
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but  a  sanguine  spirit  could  induce  in  the  dream  tbat 
Greece  would  be  able  to  work  out  her  own  liberation,  or 
that  au^ht,  indeed,  but  a  fortuitous  concurrence  of  poli- 
tical circumstances  could  ever  accomplish  it.  Like 
many  other  such  contests  between  right  and  might,  it 
was  a  cause  destined,  all  felt,  to  be  successful,  but  at  its 
own  ripe  hour; — a  cause  which  individuals  might  keep 
alive,  but  which  events^  wholly  independent  of  them, 
alone  could  accomplish,  and  which,  after  the  hearts,  and 
hopes,  and  lives  of  all  its  bravest  defenders  had  been 
wasted  upon  it,  would  at  last,  to  other  hands,  and  to 
means  least  contemplated,  perhaps,  by  its  first  cham- 
pions, owe  its  completion. 

That  Lord  Byron,  on  a  nearer  view  of  the  state  of 
Greece,  saw  it  much  in  the  light  I  have  here  regarded  it 
in,  his  letters  leave  no  room  to  doubt.  Neither  was  the 
impression  he  had  early  received  of  the  Greeks  them* 
selves  at  all  improved  by  the  present  renewal  of  his 
acquaintance  with  them.  Though  making  full  allow- 
ance for  the  causes  that  had  produced  their  degeneracy, 
he  still  saw  that  they  were  grossly  degenerate,  and  must 
be  dealt  with  and  counted  upon  accordingly.  « I  am 
of  St  Paul's  opinion,))  said  he,  m  tbat  there  is  no  diffe- 
rence between  Jews  and  Greeks, — the  character  of  both 
being  equally  vile.n  With  such  means  and  materials, 
the  work  of  regeneration,  he  knew,  must  be  slow;  and 
the  hopelessness  he  therefore  felt  as  to  the  chances  of 
ever  connecting  his  name  with  any  essential  or  perma- 
nent beneBt  to  Greece,  gives  to  the  sacrifice  he  now 
made  of  himself  a  far  more  touching  interest  than  had 
the  consciousness  of  dying  for  some  great  object  been  at 
once  his  incitement  and  reward.  He  but  looked  upon 
himself, — to  use  a  favourite  illustration  of  his  own — as 
one  of  the  man^'  \s'aNe%  \.Vv^\\\\>isl  break  and  die  upon 
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the  shore,  before  the  tide  they  help  to  aJvyce  can  reach 
its  full  mark.  «  What  signifies  Self,n  was  his  generous 
thought,  u  if  a  single  spark  of  that  which  would  be  wor- 
thy of  the  past  can  be  bequeathed  unquenchedly  to  the 
future?)?'  Such  was  the  devoted  feeling  with  which  he 
embarked  in  the  cause  of  Italy ;  and  these  words,  which, 
had  they  remained  only  words,  the  unjust  world  would 
have  pronounced  but  an  idle  boast,  have  now  received 
from  his  whole  course  in  Greece  a  practical  comment, 
which  gives  them  all  the  right  of  truth  to  be  engraved 
solemnly  on  his  tomb. 

Though  with  so  little  hope  of  being  able  to  serve, 
signally,  the  cause,  the  task  of  at  least  lightening,  by  his 
interposition,  some  of  the  manifold  mischiefs  that  press- 
ed upon  it  was  yet,  he  thought,  within  his  reach.  To 
convince  the  Government  and  the  Chiefs  of  the  paralys- 
ing effect  of  their  dissensions; — to  inculcate  that  spirit 
of  union  among  themselves  which  alone  could  give 
strength  against  their  enemies; — to  endeavour  to  huma- 
nize the  feelings  of  the  belligerents  on  both  sides,  so  as 
to  take  from  the  war  that  character  of  barbarism  which 
deterred  the  more  civilised  friends  of  freedom  through 
Europe  from  joining  in  it; — such  were,  in  addition  to 
the  now  essential  aid  of  his  money,  the  great  objects 
which  be  proposed  to  effect  by  his  interference;  and  to 
these  he  accordingly,  with  all  the  candour,  clear-sight- 
edness, an«l  courage,  which  so  pre-eminently  distin- 
guished his  great  mind,  a|9plied  himself. 

Aware  that,  to  judge  deliberately  of  the  stale  of  par- 
ties, he  must  keep  out  of  their  vortex,  and  warned,  by 

•  Diary  dfiSii, — The  same  distrustfol  and,  as  it  turned  out, just  view 
of  the  chances  of  success  were  taken  by  him  also  on  ihat  occasion ; — «  I 
»hall  not,*  he  says,  <•  fall  back; — though  I  don't  think  them  in  force  or 
heart  sufficient  to  make  much  of  it.» 
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the  very  impatience  and  rivalry  with  which  die  difFerent 
Chiefs  courted  his  presence,  of  the  risk  he  should  run 
by  connecting  himself  with  any,  he  resolved  to  remain, 
for  some  time  long^er,  in  his  station  at  Gephalonia,  and 
there  avail  himself  of  the  facilities  afforded  by  the  po- 
sition for  collecting  information  as  to  the  real  slate  of 
affairs,  and  ascertaining;  in  what  quarter  bis  own  pre- 
sence and  money  w^ould  be  most  available.  During  tbe 
six  weeks  that  bad  elapsed  since  his  arrival  at  Gephalo- 
nia,  he  had  been  livin^^  in  the  most  comfortless  manner, 
pent  up  with  pigs  and  poultry,  on  board  tbe  vessel  which 
brought  him.  Having  now  come,  however,  to  the  de-. 
termination  of  prolonging  his  stay,  he  decided  also 
upon  fixing  his  abode  on  shore;  and,  for  the  sake  of 
privacy,  retired  to  a  small  village,  called  Metaxata,  about 
seven  miles  from  Argostoli,  where  he  continued  to  reside 
during  the  remainder  of  his  stay  on  the  island. 

Before  this  change  of  residence,  he  had  despatched 
Mr  Hamilton  Browne  and  Mr  Trelawney  with  a  letter 
to  the  existing  Government  of  Greece,  explanatory  of 
his  own  views  and  those  of  the  Committee  whom  he  re- 
presented; and  it  was  not  till  a  month  after  his  removal 
to  Metaxata  that  intelligence  from  these  gentlemen 
reached  him.  The  picture  they  gave  of  the  state  of  the 
country  was,  in  most  respects,  confirmatory  of  what 
has  already  been  described  as  his  own  view  of  it; — in- 
capacity and  selfishness  at  tbe  head  of  affairs,  disorga- 
nisation throughout  the  whole  body  politic,  but  still, 
with  all  this,  the  heart  of  the  nation  sound,  and  bent  on 
resistance.  Nor  could  he  have  failed  to  be  struck  with 
the  close  family  resemblance  to  the  ancient  race  of 
the  country  which  this  picture  exhibited; — that  great 
people,  in  the  very  midst  of  their  own  endless  dissen- 
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sions,  having;  been  ever  ready  to  face  round  in  concert 
against  ihe  foe. 

.  His  lordship's  ag^ents  had  been  received  with  all  due 
welcome  by  the  Government,  who  were  most  desirous 
that  he  should  set  out  for  the  Morea  ^thout  delay;  and 
pressing  letters  to  the  same  purport,  both  from  the  l^e- 
gislative  and  Executive  bodies,  accompanied  those  which 
reached  hiu  from  Messrs  Browne  and  Trelawney.  He 
■was,  however,  determined  not  to  move  till  his  own  se- 
lected time,  having;  seen  reason,  the  farther  insig;ht  he 
obtained  into  their  intrigues,  to  congratulate  himself 
but  the  more  on  his  prudence  in  not  plunging  into  the 
maze  without  being  first  furnished  with  those  guards 
against  deception  which  the  information  he  was  now 
acquiring  supplied  him.  «' 

To  give  an  idea,  as  briefly  as  possible,  of  the  sort  of 
conflicting  calls  that  were,  from  various  scenes  of  action, 
reaching  him  in  his  retirement,  it  may  be  sufficient  to 
mention  that,  while  by  Metaxa,  the  present  governor  of 
Missolonghi,  he  was  entreated  earnestly  to  hasten  to  the 
relief  of  that  place,  which  the  Turks  were  now  blockad- 
ing both  by  land  and  by  sea,  the  head  of  the  military 
chiefs,  Golocotroni,  was  no  less  earnestly  urging  that  he 
should  present  hinjself  at  the  approaching  congress  of 
Salamis,  where,  under  the  dictation  of  these  rude  war- 
riors, the  affairs  of  the  country  were  to  be  settled, — 
while,  at  the  same  time,  from  another  quarter,  the  great 
opponent  of  these  Chieftailk,  Mavrocordato,  was,  with 
more  urgency,  as  well  as  more  ability  than  any,  endea- 
vouring to  impress  upon  him  his  own  views,  and  im- 
ploring his  presence  at  Hydra,  whither  he  himself  had 
just  been  forced  to  retire. 

The  mere  knowledge,  indeed,  that  a  noble  English- 
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man  had  arrived  in  those  regions,  so  unprepossessed  by 
any  party  as  to  inspire  a  hope  of  his  alliance  in  all,  ai^ 
with  money,  by  common  rumour,  as  abundant  as  the 
imaginations  of  the  needy  chose  to  make  it,  was,  in  itsdfr 
fully  sufficient,  without  any  of  the  more  elevated  daims 
of  his  name,  to  attract  towards  him  all  thoughts,  a  It 
is  easier  to  conceive,»  says  Count  Gamba,  u  than  to 
relate  the  various  means  employed  to  engagi^him  in  one 
faction  or  the  other:  letters,  messengers^  intrigues,  au^ 
recriminations, — nay,  each  faction  had  its  agents  exert* 
ing  every  art  to  degrade  its  opponent.^  He  then  adds  a 
circumstance  strongly  illustrative  of  a  peculiar  feature 
in  the  noble  poet's  character: — «  He  occupied  himself 
in  discovering  the  truth,  hidden  as  it  was  under  these 
iatrigues,  and  amused  himself  in  confronting  the  agenis 
of  the  different  factions, » 

During  all  these  occupations  he  went  on  pursuing  his 
usual  simple  and  uniform  course  of  life, — rising,  how- 
ever, for  the  despatch  of  business,  at  an  early  hour, 
which  showed  how  capable  he  was  of  conquering  even 
long  habit  when  necessary.  Though  so  much  occupied, 
too,  he  was,  at  all  hours,  accessible  to  visitors;  and  the 
facility  with  which  he  allowed  even  the  dullest  people  to 
break  in  upon  him  was  exemplified,,!  am  told,  strongly 
in  the  case  of  one  of  the  officers  of  the  garrison,  who, 
without  being  able  to  understand  any  thing  of  the  poet 
but  his  good-nature,  used  to  say,  whenever  he  found 
his  time  hang  heavily  on  Ms  hands, — a  I  think  I  shall 
ride  out  and  have  a  little  talk  with  Lord  Byron.n 

The  person,  however,  whose  visits  appeared  to  give 
him  most  pleasure,  as  well  from  the  interest  he  took 
in  the  subject  on  which  they  chiefly  conversed,  as 
from  the  opportunities,  sometiniQS,  of  pleasantry  which 
the  peculiarities  otiais  N\%\tov  afforded  him,  was  a  nie- 
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dical  gentleman,  named  Kennedy,  who,  from  a  strong 
sense  of  the  value  of  religion  to  himself,  had  taken  up 
the  benevolent  task  of  communicating  his  own  light  to 
others.  The  first  origin  of  their  intercourse  was  an 
undertaking,  on  the  part  of  this  gentleman,  to  convert 
to  a  firm  belief  in  Christianity  some  rather  sceptical 
friends  of  his,  then  at  Argostoli.  Happening  to  hear  of 
the  meeting;  appointed  for  this  purpose.  Lord  Byj*on 
begged  that  he  might  be  allowed  to  attend,  saying  to 
the  person  through  whom  he  conveyed  his  request, 
ii  You  know  I  am  reckoned  a  black  sheep, — yet,  after 
all,  not  so  black  as  the  world  believes  me.n  He  had 
promised  to  convince  Doctor  Kennedy  that,  u  though 
wanting,  perhaps,  in  faith,  he  at  least  had  patience ;» 
but'the  process  |of  so  many  hours  of  lecture, — no  less 
than  twelve,  without  interruption,  being  stipulated  for, 
— was  a  trial  beyond  his  strength ;  and,  very  early  in 
the  operation,  as  the  Doctor  informs  us,  he*  began  to 
show  evident  signs  of  a  wish  to  exchange  the  part  of 
hearer  for  that  of  speaker.  Notwithstanding  this,  how- 
ever, there  was  in  atl  his  deportment,  both  as  listener 
and  talker,  such  a  degree  of  courtesy,  candour,  and  sin- 
cere readiness  to  be  taught,  as  excited  interest,  if  not 
hope,  for  his  future  welfare  in  the  good  Doctor ;  and 
though  he  never  after  attended  the  more  numerous 
meetings,  his  conferences,  on  tne  same  subject,  with 
Dr  Kennedy  alone,  were  not  infrequent  during  the  re- 
mainder of  his  stay  at  GephJilonia. 

These  curious  Conversations  have  just  been  pub- 
lished, and  to  the  value  which  they  possess  as  a  sim- 
ple and  popular,  exposition  of  the  chiief  evidences 
of  Christianity,  is  added  the  charm  that  must  ever  dwell 
round  the  character  of  one  of  the  interlocutors,  and  the 
almost  fearful  interest  attached  to  every  word  that^ovL     4 
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such  a  subject,  he  utters.  In  the  course  of  the  first 
conversation,  it  will  be  seen  that  Lord  Byron  expressly 
disclaimed  being;  one  of  those  infidels  u  who  deny  the 
Scriptures  and  wish  to  remain  in  unbelief.ii  On  the 
contrary,  be  professed  himself  u  desirous  to  believe ;  as 
he  experienced  no  happiness  in  havings  his  religions 
opinions  so  unBxed.»  He  was  unable,  Jhowever,  he 
added,  « to  understand  the  Scriptures.  Those  who  con- 
scientiously believed  them  he  could  always  respect,  and 
was  always  disposed  to  trust  in  them  more  than  in 
others ;  but  he  had  met  with  so  many  whose  condoct 
differed  from  the  principles  which  they  professed,  and 
who  seemed  to  profess  those  principles  either  because 
they  were  paid  to  do  so,  or  from  some  other  motive 
which  an  intimate  acquaintance  with  their  character 
would  enable  one  to  detect,  that  altogether  he  had  seen 
few,  if  any,  whom  he  could  rely  upon  as  truly  and  con- 
scientiously believing  the  Scriptures. » 

We  may  take  for  granted  that  these  conversations, — 
more  especially  the  first,  from  the  number  of  persons 
present  who  would  report  the  proceedings, — excited 
considerable  interest  among  the  society  of  Argostoli. 
It  was  said  that  Lord  Byron  had  displayed  such  a  pro- 
found knowledge  of  the  Scriptures  as  astonished,  and 
even  puzzled,  the  polemic  Doctor;  while  in  all  the 
eminent  writers  on  theological  subjects  he  had  shown 
himself  far  better  versed  than  his  more  pretending  op- 
ponent. All  this  Doctor  Kennedy  strongly  denies;  and 
the  truth  seems  to  be,  that  on  neither  side  'were  there 
much  stores  of  theological  learning.  The  confession  of 
the  lecturer  himself,  that  he  had  not  read  the  works  of 
Stillingfleet  or  Barrow,  shows  that,  in  his  researches  after 
orthodoxy,  he  had  not  allowed  himself  any  very  exten- 
sive range;  while  the  alleged  familiarity  of  Lord  Byron 
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\¥itli  the  same  authorities  must  be  taken  with  a  similar 
abatement  of  credence  and  wonder  to  that  which  his 
own  account  of  his  youthful  studies  requires; — a  rapid 
eye  and  retentive  memory  havings  enabled  him,  on  this 
as  on  most  other  subjects,  to  catchy  as  it  were,  the  salient 
points  on  the  surface  of  knowledge,  and  the  recollections 
he  thus  gathered  beings,  perhaps,  the  livelier  from  his 
not  havings  encumbered  himself  with  more.  To  any 
regular  train  of  reasoning,  even  on  this  his  most  favourite 
topic,  it  was  not  possible  to  lead  him.  He  would  start 
objections  to  the  arguments  of  others,  and  detect  their 
fallacies;  but  of  any  consecutive  ratiocination  on  his 
own  side  he  seemed,  if  not  incapable,  impatient.  In 
this,  indeed,  as  in  many  other  peculiarities  belonging  to 
him, — his  caprices,  fits  of  weeping,  sudden  affections 
and  dislikes, — may  be  observed  striking  traces  of  a  fe- 
minine cast  of  character; — it  being  observable  that  the 
discursive  faculty  is  rarely  exercised  by  women;  but 
that,  nevertheless,  by  the  mere  instinct  of  truth  (as  was 
the  case  with  Lord  Byron),  they  are  often  enabled  at 
once  to  light  upon  the  very  conclusion  to  which  man, 
through  all  the  forms  of  reasoning,  is,  in  the  mean  time, 
puzzling  and,  perhaps,  losing  his  way : — 

And  strikes  each  point  with  native  force  of  mind, 
While  puzzled  logic  blunders  far  behind. 

Of  the  Scriptures,  it  is  certain  that  Lord  Byron  was  a 
frequent  and  almost  daily  reader, — the  small  pocket- 
bible  which,  on  his  leaving  England,  had  been  given 
him  by  his  sister,  being  always  near  him.  How  much, 
in  addition  to  his  natural  solicitude  on  the  subject  of 
religion,  the  taste  of  the  poet  influenced  him  in  this  line 
of  study,  may  be  seen  in  his  frequently  expressed  admi- 
ration of  u  the  ghost-scene,))  as  he  called  it,  in  Sammel^ 
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and  his  comparison  of  this  supernatural  appearance  with 
the  Mephistopheles  of  Goethe.  In  the  same  manner, 
his  inia^ination  appears  to  have  heen  mucb  struck  by 
the  notion  of  his  lecturer,  that  the  circumstance  men- 
tioned in  Job  of  the  Almighty  summoning  Satan  into 
his  presence  was  to  be  interpreted,  not,  as  be  thougirt, 
allegorically  and  poetically,  but  literally.  More  than 
once  we  find  him  expressing;  to  Doctor  Kennedy,  ci  how 
much  this  belief  of  the  real  appearance  of  Satan  to  hear 
and  obey  the  commands  of  God  added  to  his  views  of 
the  grandeur  and  majesty  of  the  Creator. » 

On  the  whole,  the  interest  of  these  Conversations,  as 
far  as  regards  Lord  Byron,  arises  not  so  much  from  any 
new  or  certain  lights  they  supply  us  with  on  the  subject 
of  his  religious  opinions,  as  from  the  evidence  they 
afford  of  his  amiable  facility  of  intercourse,  the  total 
absence  of  bigotry  or  prejudice  from  even  his  most  fa- 
vourite notions,  and — what  may  be  accounted,  perhaps, 
the  next  step  in  conversion  to  belief  itself — his  disposi- 
tion to  believe.  As  far,  indeed,  as  a  frank  submission 
to  the  charge  of  being  wrong  may  be  supposed  to  imply 
an  advance  on  the  road  to  being  right,  few  persons,  it 
must  be  acknowledged,  under  a  process  of  proselytism 
ever  showed  more  of  this  desired  symptom  of  change 
than  Lord  Byron,  u  I  own,»  says  a  witness  to  one  of 
these  conversations,'  a  I  felt  astonished  to  hear  Lord 
Byron  submit  to  lectures  on  his  life,*'his  vanity,  and  the 
uselessness  of  his  talents,  which  made  me  stare. » 

As  rao5t  persons  will  be  tempted  to  refer  to  the  work 
itself,  there  are  but  one  or  two  other  opinions  of  bis 
lordship  recorded  in  it  which  I  shall  think  necessary  to 
notice  here.    A  frequent  question  of  his  to  Doctor  Ken- 
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nedy  was — « What,  then,  you  think  me  in  a  very  bad 
way  ?« — the  usual  answer  to  which  being  in  the  affirma- 
tive, he,  on  one  occasion,  replied, — « I  am  now,  how- 
ever, in  a  fairer  way.  I  already  believe  in  predestina- 
tion, which  I  know  you  believe,  and  in  the  depravity  of 
the  human  heart  in  general,  and  of  my  own  in  particu- 
lar:— thus  you  see  there  are  two  points  in  which  we 
agree.  I  shall  get  at  the  others  by  and  by ;  but  you 
cannot  expect  me  to  become  a  perfect  Christian  at  once.» 
On  the  subject  of  Dr  Southwood's  amiable  and,  it  is  to  be 
hoped  for  the  sake  of  Christianity  and  the  human  race, 
orthodox  work  on  a  the  Divine  Government,©  he  thus 
spoke:  ul  cannot  decide  the  point;  but  to*  my  present 
apprehension  it  would  be  a  most  desirable  thing  could 
it  be  proved,  that  ultimately  all  created  beings  were  ta 
be  happy.  This  would  appear  to  be  most  consistent 
with  God,  whose  power  is  omnipotent,  and  whose  chief 
attribute  is  Love.  I  cannot  yield  to  your  doctrine  of 
the  eternal  duration  of  punishment.  This  author^s 
opinion  is  more  humane,  and  I  think  he  supports  it 
very  strongly  from  Scripture. » 

I  shall  now  insert,  with  such  explanatory  remarks  as 
they  may  seem  to  require,  some  of  the  letters,  official 
as  well  as  private,  which  his  lordship  wrote  while  at 
Cephalonia ;  and  from  which  the  reader  may  collect,  in 
a  manner  far  more  interesting  than  through  the  medium 
of  any  narrative,  a  knowledge  both  of  the  events  now 
passing  in  Greece,  and  of  the  views  and  feelings  with 
which  they  were  regarded  by  Lord  Byron. 

To  Madame  Guiccioli  he  wrote  frequently,  but  briefly, 
and,  for  the  first  time,  in  English;  adding  always  a  few 
lines  in  herbrotherPietro'fl  letters  to  her.  The  following 
are  extracts. 

VOL.  IV.  \') 
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«  October  j^ 
u  Pietro  has  told  you  all  the  gossip  of  the  island,— 
our  earthquakes,  our  politics,  and  present  abode  in  a 
pretty  village.  As  his  opinions  and  mine  on  the  GreAt 
are  nearly  similar,  1  need  say  little  on  that  subject  I 
was  a  fool  to  come  hiere;  but,  being  here,  I  most  see 
what  is  to  be  done.n 

« October  . 

uWe  are  still  in  Gephalonia,  waiting  for  news  of  a 
more  accurate  description;  for  all  is  contradiction  and 
division  in  the  reports  of  the  state  of  the  Greeks.  I  shall 
fulfil  the  object  of  my  mission  from  the  Committee,  and 
then  return  into  Italy.  For  it  does  not  seem  likely  that, 
as  an  individual,  I  can  be  of  use  to  them; — at  least  no 
other  foreigner  has  yet  appeared  to  be  so,  nor  does  it 
seem  likely  that  any  will  be  at  present. 

u  Pray  be  as  cheerful  and  tranquil  as  you  can;  and 
be  assured  that  there  is  nothing  here  that  can  excite 
any  thing  but  a  wish  to  be  with  you  again, — though  we 
are  very  kindly  treated  by  the  English  here  of  ail  de- 
scriptions. Of  the  Greeks,  I  can't  say  much  good 
hitherto,  and  I  do  not  like  to  speak  ill  of  them,  though 
they  do  of  one  another. » 

«  October  39tli. 
(t  You  may  be  sure  that  the  moment  I  can  join  you 
again  will  be  as  wdcome  to  me  as  at  any  period  of  our 
recollection.  There  is  nothing  very  attractive  here  to 
divide  my  attention;  but  I  must  attend  to  the  Greek 
cause,  both  from  honour  and  inclination.  Messrs  B. 
and  T.  are  both  in  the  Morea,  where  they  have  been 
very  well  received,  and  both  of  them  write  in  good  spi- 
rits and  hopes.    1  aia  9aax\o\x*^\&  V«m  W^  the  Spanish 
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cause  will  be  arranged,  as  I  think  it  m^y  have  an  in- 
fluence on  the  Greek  contest.  I  wish  that  both  were 
fairly  and  favourably  settled,  that  I  might  return  to 
Italy,  and  talk  over  with  you  our,  or  rather  Pietro's  ad- 
ventures, someof  which  are  rather  amusing,  as  also  some 
of  the  incidents  of  our  voyages  and  travels.  But  I  re- 
serve them,  in  the  hope  that  we  may  laugh  over  them 
together  at  no  very  distant  period. » 


LETTER  DXXV. 

TO  MR  BOWRIN6. 

«9bre  29tb,  1823. 

«  This  letter  will  be  presented  to  you  by  Mr  Hamilton 
Browne,  who  precedes  or  accompanies  the  Greek  de- 
puties. He  is  both  capable  and  desirous  of  rendericig 
any  service  to  the  cause,  and  information  to  the  Com- 
mittee. He  has  already  been  of  considerable  advan- 
tage to  both,  of  my  own  knowledge.  Lord  Archibald 
Hamilton,  to  whom  he  is  related,  will  add  a  weightier 
recommendation  than  mine. 

«  Corinth  is  taken,  and  a  Turkish  squadron  said  to 
be  beaten  in  the  Archipelago.  The  public  progress  of 
the  Greeks  is  considerable,  but  their  internal  dissen- 
sions still  continue.  On  arriving  at  the  seat  of  Govern- 
ment, I  shall  endeavour  to  mitigate  or  extinguish  them 
— though  neither  is  an  easy  task.  I  have  remained 
here  till  now,  partly  in  expectation  of  'the  squadron  in 
relief  of  Missolonghi,  partly  of  Mr  Parry's  detachment, 
and  partly  to  receive  from  Malta  or  Zante  the  sum  of 
four  thousand  pounds  sterling,  which  I  have  advanced 
for  the  payment  of  the  expected  squadtou^    TVsk&Vk^^i&& 


388  NOTICES  OF  THE  a.  d.  i8i3. 

are  negotiating,  and  will  be  cashed  io  a  short  time,  as 
they  would  have  been  immediately  in  any  other  mart; 
but  the  miserable  Ionian  merchants  have  little  money, 
and  no  great  credit,  and  are,  besides,  politically  shy  on 
this  occasion;  for,  although  I  had  letters  of  Messis 
Webb  (one  of  the  strongest  houses  of  the  Mediterranean], 
and  also  of  Messrs  Ransom,  there  is  no  business  to  be 
done  on  fair  terms  except  through  English  merchants. 
These,  however,  have  proved  both  able  and  willing,— 
and  upright,  as  usual.' 

u  Colonel  Stanhope  has  arrived,  and  will  proceed 
immediately;  he  shall  have  my  co-operation  in  all  his 
endeavours^  but  from  every  thing  that  I  can  learn,  the 
formation  of  a  brigade  at  present  will  be  extremely 
difficult,  to  say  the  least  of  it.  With  r^ard  to  the  re- 
ception of  foreigners, — at  least  of  foreign  officers,— I 
refer  you  to  a  passage  in  Prince  Mavrocordato's  recent 
letter,  a  copy  of  which  is  enclosed  in  my  packet  sent  to 
the  Deputies.  It  is  my  intention  to  proceed  by  sea  to 
Napoli  di  Romania  as  soon  as  I  have  arranged  this  busi- 
ness for  the  Greeks  themselves — I  mean  the  advance  of 
two  hundred  thousand  piastres  for  their  fleet. 

«  My  time  here  has  not  been  entirely  lost, — as  you 
will  perceive  by  some  former  documents  that  any  ad- 
vantage from  my  then  proceeding  to  the  Morea  was 
doubtful.  We  have  at  last  moved  the  Deputies  and  I 
have  made  a  strong  remonstrance  on  their  divisions  to 
Mavrocordato,  which,  I  understand,  was  forwarded  by 
the  Legislative  to  the  Prince.    With  a  loan  they  mety  do 

I  The  Eoglish  merchants  whom  he  thus  so  justly  describes  are  Messn 
BarfiF  and  Hancock,  of  Znnte,  whose  conduct,  not  ouly  in  the  ins^nce  of 
Lord  Byron,  but  throughout  the  whole  Greek  struggle,  has  been  oni- 
foroily  most  zea\ou«  voA  disinterested. 
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much,  which  is  all  that  J,  for  particular  reasons,  can 
say  on  the  subject. 

a  I  regret  to  hear  from  Colonel.  Stanhope  that  the 
Committee  have  exhausted  their  funds.  Is  it  supposed 
that  a  brigade  can  be  formed  without  them?  or  that 
three  thousand  pounds  would  be  sufficient?  It  is  true 
that  money  will  go  farther  in  Greece  than  in  most 
countries;  but  the  regular  force  must  be  rendered  a 
national  concern^  and  paid  from  a  national  fund;  and 
neither  individuals  nor  committees,  at  least  with  the 
usual  means  of  such  as  now  exist,  will  find  the  expe- 
riment practicable. 

«  I  beg  once  more  to  recommend  my  friend,  Mr  Ha- 
milton Browne,  to  whom  I  have  also  personal  obligations 
for  his  exertions  in  the  common  cause,  and  have  the 
honour  to  be 

«  Yours  very  truly. » 

His  remonstrance  to  Prince  Mavrocordato,  here  men- 
tioned, was  accompanied  by  another,  addressed  to  the 
existing  Government;  and  Colonel  Stanhope,  who  was 
about  to  proceed  to  Napoli  and  Argos,  was  made  the 
bearer  of  both.  The  wise  and  noble  spirit  that  per- 
vades these  two  papers  must,  of  itself,  without  any 
further  comment,  be  appreciated  by  all  readers.* 

LETTER  DXXVI. 

TO   THE   GENERAL   GOVERNMENT   OF   GREECE. 

«  Cephalonia,  Noyember  3othy  i833. 
a  The  affair  of  the  Loan,  the  expectation  so  long  and 
vainly  indulged  of  the  arrival  of  the  Gredi  fleet,  and 

■  The  originals  of  both  are  in  Italian. 
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the  danger  to  which  Missolonghi  is  still  e^rposed,  hate 
detained  me  here,  and  will  still  detain  tne  till  some  ti 
them  are  removed.  But  trhen  the  money  shall  be  ad- 
vanced for  the  fleet,  I  will  start  for  the  Morea,  if  ot  know* 
ing,  however,  of  what  use  my  presence  can  be  in  th^ 
present  state  of  things.  We  have  h^rd  some  mmonn 
of  new  dissensions,*  nay,  of  the  existence  of  a  civil  war. 
With  all  my  heart,  I  pray  that  these  reports  may  be  fake 
or  exaggerated;  for  I  can  imagine  no  calamity  more  se- 
rious than  this;  and  I  must  frankly  confess,  that  un- 
less union  and  order  are  established,  all  hopes  of  a  Loan 
will  be  vain;  and  all  the  assistance  which  the  Gredu 
could  expect  from  abroad-^an  assistance  neither  trifling 
nor  worthless — will  be  suspended  or  destroyed;  and 
what  is  worse,  the  great  powers  of  Europe,  of  whom  no 
one  was  an  enemy  to  Greece,  but  seemed  to  favour  her 
establishment  of  an  independent  power,  will  be  per- 
suadecf  that  the  Greeks  are  unable  to  govern  themselves, 
and  will,  perhaps,  themselves  undertake  to  settle  your 
disorders  in  such  a  way  as  to  blast  the  brightest  huopes 
of  yourselves  and  of  your  friends. 

«  Allow  me  to  add,  once  for  all, — I  desire  the  well- 
being  of  Greece,  and  nothing  else;  I  will  do  all  I  can  to 
secure  it;  but  I  cannot  consent,  I  never  will  consent, 
that  the  English  public,  or  English  individuals,  should 
be  deceived  as  to  the  real  state  of  Greek  affairs.  The 
rest,  gentlemen,  depends  on  you.  You  have  fought 
gloriously; — act  honourably  towards  your  fellow-ci- 
tizens and  the  world,  and  it  will  then  no  more  be  said, 
as  has  been  repeated  for  two  thousand  years  with  the 
Roman  historians,  that  Philopoemen  was  the  last  of  the 
Grecians.  Let  not  calumny  itself  (and  it  is  difficult,  1 
own,  to  guard  against  it  in  so  arduous  a  struggle)  com- 
pare the  patriot  OreeV,N«iWxkTesXYCi^^^K^\EL  his  labours, 
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to  the  Turkish  pacha,  whom  his  victories  have  exter- 
minated. 

M I  pray  you  to  accept  these  my  sentiments  as  a  sin- 
cere proof  of  my  attachment  to  your  real  interests,  and 
to  believe  that  I  am,  and  always  shall  be, 

«  Yours,  etc.)) 

LETTER  DXXVII. 

TO   PRINCE    MAVROCORDATO. 

«  Gephalonia,  ad  Dec.  i833. 
«  PRINCE, 

M  The  present  will  be  put  into  your  hands  by  Colonel 
Stanhope,  son  of  Major- General  the  Earl  of  Harringf- 
ton,  etc.  etc.  He  has  arrived  from  London  in  fifty  days, 
after  having  visited  all  the  Committees  of  Germany. 
He  is  charged  by  our  Committee  to  act  in  concert  with 
me  for  the  liberation  of  Greece.  I  conceive  that  his 
name  and  his  mission  will  be  a  sufficient  recommenda- 
tion, without  the  necessity  of  any  other  from  a  foreign- 
er, although  one  who,  in  common  with  all  Europe,  re- 
spects and  admires  the  courage,  the  talents,  and  above 
all,  the  probity  of  Prince  Mavrocordato. 

a  I  am  very  uneasy  at  hearing  that  the  dissensions  of 
Greece  still  continue,  and  at  a  moment  when  she  might 
triumph  over  every  thing  in  general,  as  she  has  already 
triumphed  in  part.  Greece  is,  at  present,  placed  be- 
tween three  measures :  either  to  reconquer  her  liberty, 
to  become  a  dependence  of  the  sovereigns  of  Europe,  or 
to  return  to  a  Turkish  province.  She  has  the  choice 
only  of  these  three  alternatives.  Civil  war  is  but  a  road 
which  leads  to  the  two  latter.  If  she  is  desirous  of  the 
fate  of  Walachia  and  the  Crimea,  she  may  obtain  it  to- 


\ 
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morrow,  if  of  that  of  Italy,  the  day  after ;  bat  if  she 
wishes  to  become  truly  Greece,  free  and  independent, 
she  must  resolve  to-day,  or  she  will  never  again  have 
the  opportunity. 

u  I  am,  with  all  respect, 

tt  Your  Higfhness's  obedient  servant, 

«N.B. 
«  P.S. — Your  Highness  will  already  have  known  that  I 
have  sought  to  fulfil  the  wishes  of  the  Greek  govern- 
ment, as  much  as  it  lay  in  my  power  to  do  so;  but  I 
should  wish  that  the  fleet  so  long  and  so  vainly  ex- 
pected were  arrived,  or,  at  least, that  it  were  on  the  way; 
and  especially  that  your  Highness  should  approach 
these  parts,  either  on  board  the  fleet,  with  a  public  mis- 
sion, or  in  some  other  manner.* 


LETTER  DXXVIII. 

TO   Ma   BOWRING. 

« lobre  7th,  i8a3. 
u  I  confirm  the  above  ^ '  it  is  certainly  my  opinion 
that  Mr  Millingen  is  entitled  to  the  same  salary  with 
Mr  Tindall,  and  his  service  is  likely  to  be  harder. 

*  He  here  allades  to  a  letter,  forwarded  with  his  own,  frookMr  Bdillingeo, 
who  was  about  to  join,  in  his  medical  capacity,  the  Suliotes,  near  Patras, 
and  requested  of  the  Committee  an  increase  of  pay.  This  genllemao, 
having  mentioned  in  his  letter  «  that  the  retreat  of  the  Turks  from  before 
Missolonghi  had  rendered  unnecessary  the  appearance  of  the  Greek 
fleet, »  Lord  Byron,  in  a  note  on  this  passage,  says,  «By  the  special  pro- 
vidence of  the  Deity,  the  Mussulmans  were  seized  with  a  panic,  and  fled; 
but  no  thanks  to  the  fleet,  which  ought  to  have  been  here  months  ago, 
and  has  no  excuse  to  the  contrary,  lately — at  least  since  I  had  the  money 
ready  to  pay.» 

On  another  passage,  in  ^ViVcSv^JAx  M.\Uin^en  complains  that  his  hope 
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«  I  have  written  to  you  (as  to  Mr  Hobhouse  for 
your  perusal)  by  various  opportunities,  mostly  pri- 
vate; also  by  the  Deputies,  and  by  Mr  Hamilton 
Browne. 

«  The  public  success  of  the  Greeks  has  been  consider- 
able,—Corinth  taken, Missolonghi  nearly  safe,  and  some 
ships  in  the  Archipelago  taken  from  the  Turks ;  but  there 
is  not  only  dissension  in  the  Morea,  but  civil  war^  by  the 
latest  accounts ;'  to  what  extent  we  do  not  yet  know, 
but  hope  trifling. 

u  For  six  weeks  I  have  been  expecting  the  fleet,  which 
has  not  arrived^  though  I  have,  at  the  request  of  the  Greek 
Government,  advanced — that  is,  prepared,  and  have  in 
hand  two  hundred  thousand  piastres  (deducting  the 
commission  and  bankers'  charges)  of  my  own  monies 
to  forward  their  projects.  The  Suliotes  (now  in  Acar- 
nania)  are  very  anxious  that  I  should  take  them  under 
my  directions,  and  go  over  and  put  things  to  rights  in 
the  Morea,  which,  without  a  force,  seems  impracticable; 
and  really,  though  very  reluctant  (as  my  letters  will  have 
shown  you)  to  take  such  a  measure,  there  seems  hardly 
any  milder  remedy.  However,  I  will  not  do  any  thing 
rashly,  and  have  only  continued  here  so  long  in  the 
hope  of  seeing  things  reconciled,  and  have  done  all  in 
my  power  thereto.     Had  /  gone  sooner  they  would  have 


of  any  remaneration  from  the  Greeks  has  «  turned  out  perfectly  chime- 
rical,* Lord  Byron  remarks,  in  a  note,  «aud  will  do  so,  tilt  they  obtain 
a  Loan.  They  have  not  a  rap,  nor  credit  (in  the  islands)  to  raise  one.  A 
medical  man  may  succeed  better  than 'others;  bat  all  these  penniless  of- 
ficers had  better  have  staid  at  home.  Much  money  may  not  be  required, 
but  some  must.» 

^  The  Legislative  and  Executive  bodies  having  been  for  some  time  at 
variance,  the  latter  had  at  length  resorted  to  violence,  and  some  skir- 
mishes had  already  taken  place  between  the  Actions. 
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forced  me  into  one  parly  or  other,  and  I  donbt  as  modi 
now ;  but  we  will  do  our  best. 

«  Tours,  etc.* 

LETTER  DXXIX. 

TO    MR    fiOWRING. 

« October  loth,  i8a3. 

a  Colonel  Napier  will  present  to  you  this  letter.  Of 
his  military  character  it  were  superfluous  to  speak ;  of 
his  personal,  I  can  say,  j&om  my  own  knowledge,  as  well 
as  from  all  public  rumour,  or  private  report,  that  it  is 
as  excellent  as  his  military:  in  short, a  better  or  a  braver 
man  is  not  easily  to  be  found.  He  is  our  man  to  lead 
a  regular  force,  or  to  organize  a  national  one  for  the 
Greeks.  Ask  the  army — ask  any  one.  He  is  besides  a 
personal  friend  of  both  Prince  Mavrocordato,  C!olonel 
Stanhope,  and  myself,  and  in  such  concord  with  all 
three  that  we  should  all  pull  together — an  indispensa- 
ble, as  well  as  a  rare  point,  especially  in  Greece  at  pre- 
sent. 

II  To  enable  a  regular  fbrce  to  be  properly  organized, 
it  will  be  requisite  for  the  loan-holders  to  set  apart  at 
least  £5o,ooo  sterling  for  that  particular  purpose — per- 
haps more — but  by  so  doing  they  will  guarantee  their 
own  monies,  '  and  make  Assurance  doubly  sure.'  They 
can  appoint  commissioners  to  see  that  part  properly  ex- 
pended— and  I  recommend  a  similar  precaution  for  the 
whole. 

ti  I  hope  that  the  Deputies  have  arrived,  as  well  as 
some  of  my  various  dispatches  (chiefly  addressed  to  Mr 
Hobhouse)  for  the  Committee.  Colonel  Napier  will  tell 
you  the  recent  special  mtet^osltion  of  the  gods  in 
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half  of  the  Greeks-^Trho  seem  to  have  no  enemies  in 
heaven  or  on  earth  to  be  dreaded  hut  their  own  ten- 
dency to  discord  amongst  themselves.  But  these,  too, 
it  is  to  be  hoped,  will  be  mitigated,  and  then  we  can 
take  the  field  on  the  offensive,  instead  of  being  reduced 
to  the  petite  guerre  of  defending  the  same  fortresses  year 
after  year,  and  taking  a  few  ships,  and  starving  out  a 
castle,  and  making  more  fuss  about  them  than  Alex- 
ander in  his  cups,  or  Buonaparte  in  a  bulletin.  Our 
friends  have  done  something  in  the  way  of  the  Spartans 
—(though  not  one-tenth  of  what  is  told) — but  have  not 
yet  inherited  their  style. 

M  Believe  me  yours,  etc.» 


LETTER  DXXX. 

TO  MR  BOWRING. 

«  October  i3th,  i8a3. 
«  Since  I  wrote  to  you  on  the  i  oth  instant,  the  long- 
desired  squadron  has  arrived  in  the  waters  of  Misso- 
longhi  and  intercepted  two  Turkish  corvettes — ditto 
transports — destroying  or  taking  all  four — except  some 
of  the  crews  escaped  on  shore  in  Ithaca — and  an  un- 
armed vessel,  with  passengers,  chased  into  a  port  on  the 
opposite  side  of  Gephalonia.  The  Greeks  had  fourteen 
sail,  the  Turks  four — but  the  odds  don't  matter— the  vic- 
tory will  make  a  very  good  puff^  and  he  of  some  advan- 
tage besides.  I  expect  momentarily  advices  from  Prince 
Mavrocordato,  who  is  on  board,  and  has  (I  understand) 
dispatches  From  the  Legislative  for  me;  in  consequence 
of  which,  after  paying  the  squadron  (^for  which  I  have 
prepared,  and  am  preparing),  I  shall  probably  join  him 
at  sea  or  on  shore. 
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a  I  aidd  the  above  communication  to  my  letter  by  GoL 
Napier,  who  will  inform  the  Gonunittee  of  every  thing 
in  detail  much  better  than  I  can  do. 

«  The  mathematical,  medical,  and  musical  prepara- 
tions of  the  Committee  have  arrived,  and  in  good  con* 
dition,  abating  some  damage  from  wet,  and  some  ditto 
from  a  portion  of  the  letter-press  being  spilt  in  landing — 
(I  ought  not  to  have  omitted  the  press — but  forgot  it  a 
moment— excuse  the  same) — they  are  excellent  of  thdr 
kind,  but  till  we  have  an  engineer  and  a  trumpeter  (we 
have  chirurgeons  already)  mere  *  pearls  to  swine,'  as  the 
Greeks  are  quite  ignorant  of  mathematics,  and  have  a 
bad  ear  for  our  music.  The  maps,  etc.  I  will  put  into 
use  for  them,  and  take  care  that  all  (with  proper  cau- 
tion) are  turned  to  the  intended  uses  of  the  Committee 
— but  I  refer  you  to  Colonel  Napier,  who  will  tell  you, 
that  much  of  your  really  valuable  supplies  should  be 
removed  till  proper  persons  arrive  to  adapt  them  to  ac- 
tual service. 

u  Believe  me,  my  dear  sir,  to  be,  etc. 

«  P.S. — Private, — I  have  written  to  our  friend  Douglas 
Kinnaird  on  my  own  matters,  desiring  him  to  send  me 
out  all  the  further  credits  I  can  command, — and  I  have 
a  year's  income,  and  the  sale  of  a  manor  besides,  he 
tells  me,  before  me, — for  till  the  Greeks  get  their  Loan, 
it  is  probable  that  I  shall  have  to  stand  partly  paymaster 
— as  far  as  I  am  '  good  upon  Change^  that  is  to  say.  I 
pray  you  to  repeat  as  much  to  A/m,  and  say  that  I  must 
in  the  interim  draw  on  Messrs  Ransom  most  formidably. 
To  say  the  truth,  I  do  not  grudge  it,  now  the  fellows 
have  begun  to  fight  a^ain — and  still  more  welcome 
shall  they  be  if  they  will  go  on.  But  they  have  had, 
or  are  to  have,  some  four  thousand  pounds  (besides 
some  private  exttaot^uiaiYft^  ^o\  -wv^^^s^  ^x^hans^ 
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fugees,  and  rascals  of  all  descriptions)  of  mine  at  one 
'  swoop ;'  and  it  is  to  be  expected  the  next  will  be  at 
least  as  much  more.  And  how  can  I  refuse  it  if  they 
will  fight? — and  especially  if  I  should  happen  ever  to 
be  in  their  company?  I  therefore  request  and  require 
that  you  should  apprise  my  trujsty  and  trustworthy 
trustee  and  banker,  and  crown  and  sheet  anchor,  Dou- 
glas Kinnaird  the  Honourable,  that  he  prepare  all 
monies  of  mine,  including  the  purchase-money  of  Roch- 
dale manor  and  mine  income  for  the  year  ensuing, 
A,  D.  1824,  to  answer,  or  anticipate,  any  orders  or 
drafts  of  mine  for  the  good  cause^  in  good  and  lawful 
money  of  Great  Britain,  etc.  etc.  May  you  live  a  thou- 
sand years!  which  is  999  longer  than  the  Spanish 
Cortes  Constitution.)) 


LETTER  DXXXI. 

TO  THE  HONOURABLE  MR  DOUGLAS  KINNAIRD. 

« Gephalonia,  December  33d,  iSaB. 

u  I  shall  be  as  saving  of  my  purse  and  person  as  you 
recommend,  but  you  know  that  it  is  as  well  to  be  in 
readiness  with  one  or  both,  in  the  event  of  either  being 
required. 

a  I  presume  that  some  agreement  has  been  concluded 
with  Mr  Murray  about '  Werner.'  Although  the  copy- 
right should  only  be  worth  two  or  three  hundred  pounds, 
I  will  tell  you  what  can  be  done  with  them.  For  three 
hundred  pounds  I  can  maintain  in  Greece,  at  more 
than  the  fullest  pay  of  the  Provisional  Government, 
rations  included,  one  hundred  armed  men  for  three 
months.  You  may  juclge  of  this  when  I  tell  you,  that 
the  four  thousand  pounds  advanced  b^  xsi^  x^  ^^ 
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Greeks  is  likely  to  s^  a  fleet  and  an  army  in  motion  fa 
some  months. 

u  A  Greek  vessel  has  arrived  from  the  squadron  to 
convey  me  to  Missolonghi,  where  Mavrocordata  now  iS| 
and  has  assumed  the  command,  so  that  I  expect  to 
embark  immediately.  Still  address,  however,  to  Gepha- 
Ionia,  through  Messrs  Welch  and  Barry  of  Genoa,  as 
usual ;  and  get  together  all  the  means  and  credit  (tf 
mine  you  can,  to  face  the  war  establishment,  for  it  b 
^  in  for  a  penny,  in  for  a  pound,'  and  I  must  do  all  that 
I  can  for  the  ancients. 

(cl  have  been  labouring  to  reconcile  these  parties, 
and  there  is  now  some  hope  of  succeeding.  Their  public 
affairs  go  on  well.  The  Turks  have  retreated  from 
Acarnania  without  a  battle,  after  a  few  fruitless  attempts 
on  Anatoliko.  Corinth  is  taken,  and  the  Greeks  ha?e 
gained  a  battle  in  the  Archipelago.  The  squadron  here, 
too,  has  taken  a  Turkish  corvette  with  some  money  and 
a  cargo.  In  short,  if  they  can  obtain  a  Loan,  I  am  of 
opinion  that  matters  will  assume  and  preserve  a  steady 
and  favourable  aspect  for  their  independence. 

a  In  the  mean  time  I  stand  paymaster,  and  what  not; 
and  lucky  it  is  that,  from  the  nature  of  the  warfare  and 
of  the  country,  the  resources  even  of  an  individual  can 
be  of  a  partial  and  temporary  service. 

u  Col.  Stanhope  is  at  Missdlonghi.  Probably  we  shall  at- 
tempt Patras  next.  The  Suliotes,  who  are  friends  of  mine, 
seem  anxious  to  have  me  with  them,  and  so  is  Mavro- 
cordato.  If  I  can  but  succeed  in  reconciling^  the  two 
parties  (and  I  have  left  no  stone  unturned)  it  will  be 
something;  and  if  not,  we  must  go  over  to  the  Morea 
with  the  Western  Greeks — who  are  the  bravest,  and  at 
present  the  strongest,  having  beaten  back  the  Tui^s— 
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and  try  the  effect  of  a  little  physical  advice,  should  they 
persist  in  rejecting  moral  persuasion. 

a  Once  more  recommending  to  you  the  reinforcement 
of  my  strong-hox  and  credit  from  all  lawful  sources  and 
resources  of  mine  to  their  practicable  extent — for,  after 
all,  it  is  better  playing  at  nations  than  gaming  at 
Almack's  or  Newmarket — and  requesting  you  to  write 
to  me  as  often  as  you  can, 

u  I  remain  ever,  etc.» 

The  squadron,  so  long  looked  for,  having  made  its 
appearance  at  last  in  the  waters  of  Missolonghi,  and  Ma- 
vrocordato,  the  only  leader  of  the  cause  worthy  the  name 
of  statesman,  having  been  appointed^  with  full  powers,  to 
organize  Western  Gr^ece,the  fit  moment  for  Lord  Byron's 
presence  on  the  scene  of  action  seemed  to  have  arrived. 
The  anxiety,  indeed,  with  which  he  was  expected  at 
Missolonghi  was  intense,  and  can  be  best  judged  from 
the  impatient  language  of  the  letters  written  to  hasten 
him.  « I  need  not  tell  you,  my  lord,w  says  Mavrocor- 
dato,  a  how  much  I  long  for  your  arrival,  to  what  a 
pitch  your  presence  is  desired  by  every  body,  or  what  a 
prosperous  direction  it  will  give  to  all  our  affairs.  Your 
counsels  will  be  listened  to  like  oracles. »  Colonel  Stan- 
hope, with  the  same  urgency,  writes  from  Missolonghi, 
— «  The  Greek  ship  sent  for  your  lordship  has  returned; 
your  arrival  was  anticipated,  and  the  disappointment 
has  been  great  indeed.  The  Prince  is  in  a  state  of  anxi- 
ety, the  Admiral  looks  gloomy,  and  the  sailors  grumble 
aloud .  n  He  adds  at  the  end,  u  I  walked  along  the  streets 
this  evening,  and  the  people  asked  me  after  Lord  By- 
ron!!!)) In  a  letter  to  the  London  Committee  of  the 
same  date,  Colonel  Stanhope  says,  u  All  are  looking  for- 
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ward  to  Lord  Byron's  arrival,  as  they  inrould  to  the  com- 
ing of  a  3Iessiah.» 

Of  this  anxiety,  no  inconsiderable  part  is  doubtless  to 
be  attributed  to  their  great  impatience  for  the  possession 
of  the  loan  which  he  had  promised  them,  and  on  which 
they  wholly  depended  for  the  payment  of  the  fleet  :— 
i:  Prince  Mavrocordato  and  the  Admiral  (says  the  same 
gentleman)  are  in  a  state  of  extreme  perplexity;  they,  it 
seems,  relied  on  your  loan  for  the  payment  of  the  fleet; 
that  loan  not  having  been  received,  the  sailors  will  depart 
immediately.  This  will  be  a  fatal  event  indeed,  as  it 
will  place  Missolonghi  in  a  state  of  blockade;  and  will 
prevent  the  Greek  troops  from  acting  against  the  for- 
tresses of  Nepacto  and  Patras.n 

In  the  mean  time  Lord  Byron  was  preparing  busily 
for  his  departure,  the  postponement  of  which  latterly 
had  been,  in  a  great  measure,  owing  to  that  repugnance 
to  any  new  change  of  place  which  had  lately  so  much 
grown  upon  him,  and  which  neither  love,  as  we  have 
seen,  nor  ambition,  could  entirely  conquer.  There  had 
been  also  considerable  pains  taken  by  some  of  his  friends 
at  Argostoli  to  prevent  his  fixing  upon  a  place  of  resi- 
dence so  unhealthy  as  Missolonghi;  and  Mr  Muir^ a  wer)' 
able  medical  officer,  on  whose  talents  he  had  much  de- 
pendence, endeavoured  most  eamesdy  to  dissuade  him 
from  such  an  imprudent  step.  His  mind,  however,  was 
made  up, — the  proximity  of  that  port,  in  some  degree, 
tempting  him, — and  having  hired,  for  himself  and  suite, 
a  light,  fast-sailing  vessel,  called  a  Mistico,  with  a  boat 
for  part  of  his  baggage,  and  a  larger  vessel  for  the  re- 
mainder, the  horses,  etc.,  he  was,  on  the  26th  of  Decem- 
ber, ready  to  sail.  The  wind,  however,  being  contrary, 
he  was  detained  two  days  longer,  and  in  this  interval  the 
following  letters  were  written. 
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LETTER  DXXXII. 

TO  MR  BOWRING. 

« io*»'«  26tb,  i8a3. 

u  Little  need  be  added  to  the  enclosed,  which  arrived 
this  day,  except  that  I  embark  to-morrow  for  Misso- 
longhi.  The  intended  operations  are  detailed  in  the 
annexed  documents.  I  have  only  to  request  that  the 
Committee  will  use  every  exertion  to  forward  our  views  * 
by  all  its  influence  and  credit.  ^ 

it  I  have  also  to  request  you  personally  from  myself  to 
urge  my  friend  and  trustee,  Douglas  Kinnaird  (from 
whom  I  have  not  heard  these  four  months  nearly),  to 
forward  to  me  all  the  resources  of  my  own  we  can  muster 
for  the  ensuing  year,  since  it  is  no  time  to  manager 
purse,  or,  perhaps,  person.  I  have  advanced,  and  am 
advancing,  all  that  I  have  in  hand,  but  I  shall  require 
all  that  can  be  got  together — and  (if  Douglas  has  com- 
pleted the  sale  of  Rochdale,  thai  and  my  year's  income 
for  next  year  ought  to  form  a  good  round  sum) — as  you 
may  perceive  that  there  will  be  little  cash  of  their  own 
amongst  the  Greeks  (unless  they  get  the  Loan),  it  is  the 
more  necessary  that  those  of  their  friends  who  have  any 
should  risk  it. 

u  The  supplies  of  the  Committee  are,  some,  useful,  and 
all  excellent  in  their  kind^  but  occasionally  hardly  prac- 
tical enough,  in  the  present  state  of  Greece ;  for  instance, 
the  mathematical  instruments  are  thrown  away — none 
of  the  Greeks  know  a  problem  from  a  poker — we  must 
conquer  first,  and  plan  afterwards.  The  use  of  the 
trumpets  too  may  be  doubted,  unless  Constantinople 
were  Jericho,  for  the  Hellenists  have  no  ears  for  bugles, 
and  you  must  send  us  somebody  to  listen  to  them.  ^ 
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u  We  wiU  do  oar  best — and  I  pray  yoa  to  sdr  yoar 
English  hearts  at  home  to  more  general  exertion ;  for  my 
part,  I  will  stick  by  the  cause  while  a  plank  remains 
which  can  be  honourably  dang  to.  If  I  qnit  it,  it  will 
be  by  the  Greeks'  conduct,  and  not  the  Holy  Allies  or  the 
holier  Mussulmans — Hut  let  us  hope  better  things. 

ttEver  yours^ 

a  P.S. — I  am  happy  to  say  that  Colonel  Leicester  Stan- 
hope and  myself  are  acting  in  perfect  harmony  toge- 
ther—4ie  is  likely  to  be  of  great  service  both  to  the  cause 
and  to  the  Committee,  and  is  publicly  as  well  as  person- 
ally a  very  valuable  acquisition  to  our  party  on  evory 
account.  He  came  up  (as  they  all  do  who  haye  not  been 
in  the  country  before)  with  some  high-flown  notions  of 
the  6th  form  at  Harrow  or  Eton,  etc. ;  but  Col.  Napier 
and  1  set  him  to  rights  on  those  points,  which  is  abso- 
lutely necessary  to  prevent  disgust,or  perhaps  return; 
but  now  we  can  set  our  shouldei's  soberly  to  the  wheels 
without  quarreUing  with  the  mud  which  may  clog  it 
occasionally. 

(( I  can  assure  you  that  Col.  Napier  and  myself  are  as 
decided  for  the  cause  as  any  German  student  of  them 
all;  but  like  men  who  have  seen  the  country  and  human 
life,  there  and  elsewhere,  we  must  be  permitted  to  view 
it  in  its  truth,  with  its  defects  as  well  as  beauties, — more 
especially  as  success  will  remove  the  former  gradually. 

«N.  B. 

«  P.S. — As  much  of  this  letter  as  you  please  is  for  the 
Committee,  the  rest  may  be '  entre  nous.^) 
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LETTER  DXXXIII. 

TO    MR   MOORE. 

«Gephaloiiia,  December  a 7th,  1823. 

«  I  received  a  letter  from  you  some  time  ago.  I  have 
been  too  much  employed  latterly  to  write  as  I  could 
wish,  and  even  now  must  write  in  haste. 

u  I  embark  for  Missolonghi  to  join  Mavrocordato  in 
four-and-»twenty  hours.  The  state  of  parties  (but  it  were 
a  long  story)  has  kept  me  here  till  now;  but  now  that 
Mavrocordato  (their  Washington,  or  their  Kosciusko)  is 
employed  again,!  can  act  with  a  safe  conscience,  I  carry 
money  to  pay  the  squadron,  etc.,  and  I  have  influence 
with  the  Suliotes,  supposed  sufficient  to  keep  them  in 
harmony  with  some  of  the  dissentients; — for  there  are 
plenty  of  differences,  but  trifling. 

a  It  is  imagined  that  we  shall  attempt  either  Patras, 
or  the  castles  on  the  Straits;  and  it  seenis,  by  most  ac- 
counts, that  the  Greeks, — at  any  rate,  the  Suliotes,  who 
are  in  affinity  with  me  of '  bread  and  salt,' — expect  that 
I  should  march  with  them,  and — be  it  even  so!  If  any 
thing  in  the  way  of  fever,  fatigue,  famine,  or  otherwise, 
should  cut  short  the  middle  age  of  a  brother  warbler, 
^-like  Garcilasso  de  la  Vega,  Kleist,  Korner,  Kutofifski 
(a  Russian  nightingale — see  Rowring's  Anthology),  or 
Thersander,  or, — or,  somebody  else — but  nevermind — 
I  pray  you  to  remember  me  in  your  '  smiles  and  vnne.' 

u  I  have  hopes  that  the  cause  will  triumph ;  but  whe- 
ther it  does  or  no,  still  ^  Honour  must  be  minded  as 
strictly  as  a  milk  diet.'     I  trust  to  observe  both. 

tcEver,  etc." 
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It  is  hardly  necessary  to  direct  the  attention  of  the 
reader  to  the  sad,  and  but  too  true  anticipation  expressed 
in  this  letter — the  last  but  one  I  was  ever  to  receive  from 
my  friend.  Before  we  accompany  him  to  the  closing 
scene  of  all  his  toils,  I  shall  here,  as  briefly  as  possible, 
Q\ye  a  selection  from  the  many  characteristic  anecdota 
told  of  him,  while  at  Gephalonia,  where  (to  use  the  wordi 
of  Colonel  Stanhope,  in  a  letter  from  thence  to  the  Greek 
Committee)  he  was  u  beloved  by  Cephalonians,  by  Ed^ 
lish,  and  by  Greeks ;»  and  where,  approached  as  he  was 
familiarly  by  persons  of  all  classes  and  countries^  nOi 
an  action,  not  a  word  is  recorded  of  him  that  does  not 
bear  honourable  testimony  to  the  benevolence  and 
soundness  of  his  views,  his  ever  ready  but  discriminat- 
ing generosity,  and  the  clear  insight,  at  once  minate 
and  comprehensive,  which  he  had  acquired  into  the 
character  and  wants  of  the  people  and  the  cause  he  came 
to  serve,  u  Of  all  those  who  came  to  help  the  Greeks,! 
says  Colonel  Napier  (a  person  himself  the  most  qualified 
to  judge,  as  well  from  long  local  knowledge,  as  from  the 
acute,  straightforward  cast  of  his  own  mind),  a  I  never 
knew  one,  except  Lord  Byron  and  Mr  Gordon,  that 
seemed  to  have  justly  estimated  their  character.  All 
came  expecting  to  find  the  Peloponnesus  filled  with 
Plutarch's  men,  and  all  returned  thinking  the  inhabit- 
ants of  Newgate  more  moral.  Lord  Byron  judged  them 
fairly ;  he  knew  that  half-civilised  men  are  fiill  of  vices, 
and  that  great  allowance  must  be  made  for  emancipated 
slaves.  He,  therefore,  proceeded,  bridle  in  hand,  not 
thinking  them  good,  but  hopingto  make  them  better.'^ 

'  A  similar  tribute  was  paid  to  him  by  Count  Delladecima,  a  gentlenuni 
of  some  literary  acquirements,  of  whom  he  saw  a  good  deal  at  Cephalonia, 
•od  to  whom  he  was  attracted  by  that  sympathy  which  Dcver  failed  to 

iline  him  towards  lVo%e  NA\o\a^\xt«dL^V^<&VA,\sA«l£^  under  any  personal 
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In  speaking  of  the  foolish  charge  of  avarice  brought 
against  Lord  Byron  by  some  who  resented  thus  his  not 
suffering  them  to  impose  on  his  generosity,  Colonel 
Napier  says  u  I  never  knew  a  single  instance  of  it  while 
he  was  h^re.  I  saw  only  a  judicious  generosity  in  all 
that  he  did.  He  would  not  allow  himself  to  be  robbed^ 
but  he  gave  profusely  where  he  thought  he  was  doing 
good.  It  was,  indeed,  because  he  would  not  allow  him- 
self to  be  fleeced,  that  he  was  called  stingy  by  those  who 
are  always  bent  upon  giving  money  from  any  purses 
but  their  own.  Lord  Byron  had  no  idea  of  this;  and 
would  turn  sharply  and  unexpectedly  on  those  who 
though  t  their  game  sure. .  He  gave  a  vast  deal  of  money 
to  the  Greeks  in  various  ways.» 

Among  the  objects  of  his  bounty  in  this  way  were 
many  poor  refugee  Greeks  from  the  Continent  and  the 
Isles.  He  not  only  relieved  their  present  distresses,  but 
allotted  a  certain  sum  monthly  to  the  most  destitute. 
« A  list  of  these  poor  pensioners,))  says  Dr  Kennedy, 
u  was  given  me  by  the  nephew  of  Professor  Bambas.)) 

One  of  the  instances  mentioned  of  his  humanity  while 
at  Cephalonia  will  show  how  prompt  he  was  at  the  call 
of  that  feeling,  and  how  unworthy,  sometimes,  were 
the  objects  of  it.  A  party  of  workmen  employed  upoa 
one  of  those  fine  roads  projected  by  Colonel  Napier 
having  imprudently  excavated  a  high  bank,  the  earth 
fell  in  and  overwhelmed  nearly  a  dozen  persons;  the 
news  of  which  accident  instantly  reaching  Metaxata, 
Lord  Byron  despatched  his  physician  Bruno  to  the  spot, 

defects.  «  Of  all  the  men,*  said  this  gentleman,  •  whom  I  have  had  ao 
opportunity  of  conversing  with,  on  the  means  of  establishing  the  inde- 
pendence of  Greece,  and  regenerating  the  character  of  the  natives. 
Lord  Byron  appears  to  entertain  the  most  enlightened  and  correct 
views. » 
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and  followed,  with  Count  Gamba,  as  soon  as  their  hones 
could  be  saddled.  They  found  a  crowd  of  women  anj 
children  wailing^  round  the  ruins;  while  the  workmen, 
who  had  just  dug  out  three  or  four  of  their  maimed 
companions,  stood  resting  themselves  unconcernedly, 
as  if  nothing  more  was  required  of  them  ;  and  to  Loid 
Byron's  inquiry  whether  there  were  not  still  some  other 
persons  below  the  earth,  answered  coolly  that  « they  did 
not  know,  but  believed  that  there  were.»  Enraged  at 
this  brutal  indifference,  he  sprung  from  his  horse,  and 
seizing  a  spade  himself,  began  to  dig  with  all  his  strength; 
hut  it  was  not  till  after  being  threatened  with  the  hors& 
whip  that  any  of  the  peasants  could  be  broug^ht  to  follow 
his  example,  a  I  was  not  present  at  this  scene  myself," 
says  Colonel  Napier,  in  the  Notices  with  which  he  has 
favoured  me^  u  but  was  told  that  Lord  Byron's  attention 
seemed  quite  absorbed  in  the  study  of  the  faces  and  ges- 
ticulations of  those  whose  friends  were  missing.  The 
sorrow  of  the  Greeks  is,  in  appearance,  very  frantic, 
and  they  shriek  and  bowl,  as  in  Ireland. » 

It  was  in  alluding  to  the  above  incident  that  the  noble 
poet  is  stilted  to  have  said  that  he  had  come  out  to  the 
Islands  prejudiced  against  Sir  T.  Maitland's  government 
of  the  Greeks  :  «but,))  he  added,  «  I  have  now  changed 
my  opinion.  They  are  such  barbarians,  that  if  I  had 
the  government  of  them,  I  would  pave  these  very  roads 
with  them. » 

While  residing  at  Metaxata,  he  received  an  account 
of  the  illness  of  his  daughter  Ada,  which  umade  him 
anxious  and  melancholy  (says  Count  Gamba)  for  several 
days.»  Her  indisposition  he  understood  to  have  been 
caused  by  a  determination  of  blood  to  the  head;  and  on 
his  remarking  to  Dr  Kennedy,  as  curious,  that  it  was  a 
complaint  to  wVvvcVi  Vie  \ivni<^\iyi^^  sub^ect^  the  physician 
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replied,  that  he  should  have  been  inclined  to  infer  so, 
not  only  from  his  habits  of  intense  and  irregular  study, 
but  from  the  present  state  of  his  eyes, — the  right  eye 
appearing  to  be  inflamed.  I  have  mentioned  this  latter 
circumstance  as  perhaps  justifying  the  inference  that 
there  was  in  Lord  Byron's  state  of  health  at  this  moment 
a  predisposition  to  the  complaint  of  which  he  afterwards 
died.  To  Doctor  Kennedy  he  spoke  frequently  of  his 
wife  and  daughter,  expressing  the  strongest  affection 
for  the  latter  and  respect  towards  the  former,  and  while 
declaring  as  usual  his  perfect  ignorance  of  the  causes 
of  the  separation,  professing  himself  fully  disposed  to 
welcome  any  prospect  of  reconcilement. 

The  anxiety  with  which,  at  all  periods  of  his  life,  but 
particularly  at  the  present,  he  sought  to  repel  the  notion 
that,  except  when  under  the  actual  inspiration  of  writ-^ 
ing,  he  was  at  all  influenced  by  poetical  associations, 
very  frequently  displayed  itself.  «  You  must  have  been 
highly  gratified  (said  a  gentleman  to  him)  by  the  classi- 
cal remains  and  recollections  which  you  met  with  in 
you r  visit  to  Ithaca. »  «  You  quite  mistake  me, »  answer- 
ed Lord  Byron, — « I  have  no  poetical  humbug  about 
me ;  I  am  too  old  for  that.  Ideas  of  that  sort  are  con- 
fined to  rhyme. w 

For  the  two  days  during  which  he  was  delayed  by 
contrary  winds,  he  took  up  his  abode  at  the  house  of 
Mr  Hancock,  his  banker,  and  passed  the  greater  part  of 
the  time  in  company  with  the  English  authorities  of  the 
island.  At  length  the  wind  becoming  fair,  he  prepared 
to  embark,  ul  called  upon  him  to  take  leave, »  says 
Dr  Kennedy,  u  and  found  him  alone  reading  Quentin 
Durward.  He  was,  as  usual,  in  good  spirits.))  In  a  few 
hours  after  the  party  set  sail, — Lord  Byron  himself  on 
board  the  Mistico,  and  Count  Gamba,  with  the  ho^^v 
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and  heavy  baggage,  in  the  larger  vessel,  or  Bombaidi. 
After  touching  at  Zante  ibr  the  purpose  of  some  pen- 
niary  arrangements  with  Mr  Barff,  and  taking  on  bond 
a  considerable  sum  of  money  in  specie,  they  on  the  efoi- 
ing  of  the  29th  proceeded  towards  Missolonghi.  Thdr 
last  accounts  from  that  place  having  represented  the 
Turkish  fleet  as  still  in  the  Gulf  of  Lepanto,  there  ap- 
peared not  the  slightest  grounds  for  apprehending  any 
interruption  in  their  passage.  Besides,  knowing  diit 
the  Greek  squadron  was  now  at  anchorage  near  the  en- 
trance of  the  Gulf,  they  had  little  doubt  of  soon  falliiif 
in  with  some  friendly  vessel,  either  in  search,  or  waidng 
for  them. 

u  We  sailed  together,^  says  Count  Gamba,  in  ahigUr 
picturesque  and  affecting  passage,  a  till  after  ten  at  night; 
the  wind  favourable — a  clear  sky,  the  air  fresh  but  not 
sharp.  Our  sailors  sang  alternately  patriotic  songs, 
monotonous  indeed,  but  to  persons  in  our  situatioa  ex- 
tremely touching,  and  we  took  part  in  them.  We  were 
all,  but  Lord  Byron  particularly,  in  excellent  spirits.  The 
Mistico  sailed  the  fastest.  When  the  waves  divided  U9| 
and  our  voices  could  no  longer  reach  each  other,  we  made 
signals  by  firing  pistols  and  carabines — ^  To  morrow  we 
meet  at  Missolonghi — to-morrow.'  Thus,  full  of  confi- 
dence and  spirits,  we  sailed  along.  At  twelve  we  were 
out  of  sight  of  each  other,» 

In  waiting  for  the  other  vessel,  having  more  than  once 
shortened  sail  for  that  pur^iose,  the  party  on  board  the 
Mistico  Were  upon  the  point  of  being  surprised  into  an 
encounter  which  might,  in  a  moment,  have  changed  the 
future  fortunes  of  Lord  Byron.  Two  or  three  hours  ' 
before  daybreak,  while  steering  towards  Missolonghi, 
they  found  themselves  close  under  the  stem  of  a  large 
vessel  whicVi  tbev  aA.  ^t?»\.  look  to  be  Greek,  but  which, 
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-when  within  pistol-shot,  they  discovered  to  be  a  Turkish 
frigate.     By  good  fortune,  they  were  themselves,  as  it 
appears,  mistaken  for  a  Greek  brulot  by  the  Turks,  who 
therefore  feared  to  fire,  but  with  loud  shouts  frequently 
hailed  them,  while  those  on  board  Lord  Byron's  vessel 
maintained  the  most  profound  silence ;  and  even  the  dogs 
(as  I  have  heard  his  lordship's  valet  mention),  though 
they  had  never  ceased  to  bark  during  the  whole  of  the 
night,  did  not  utter,  while  within  reach  of  the  Turkish 
frigate,  a  sound ; — a  no  less  lucky  than  curious  accident, 
as,  from  the  information  the  Turks  had  received  of  all 
the  particulars  of  his  lordship's  departure  from  Zante, 
the  barking  of  the  dogs,  at  that  moment,  would  have 
been  almost  certain  to  betray  him.     Under  the  favour  of 
these  circumstances,  and  the  darkness,  they  were  enabled 
to  bear  away  without  further  molestation,  and   took 
shelter  among  the  Scrofes,  a  cluster  of  rocks  but  a  few 
hours'  sail  from  Missolonghi.     From  this  place  the  fol^ 
lowing  letter,  remarkable,  considering  his  situation  at 
the  moment,  for  the  light,  careless  tone  that  pervades  it, 
was  despatched  to  Colonel  Stanhope. 


LETTER  DXXXIV. 

TO   THE   HONOURABLE   COLONEL    STANHOPE. 

«  Scrofer  (or  some  such  name),  on  board  a  Cephaloniote 
Mistico,  December  3ist,  1828. 

«  MY  DEAR  STANHOPE, 

u  We  are  just  arrived  here,  that  is,  part  of  my  people 
and  I,  with  some  things,  etc.  and  which  it  may  be  as 
well  not  to  specify  in  a  letter  (which  has  a  risk  of  being 
intercepted,  perhaps); — but  Gamba,  and  ixv^  Wx^^?*^ 

VOL,  IV.  V^ 
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ne{;ro.  steward,  and  the  press,  and  all  the  Commitlef 
things,  also  some  ei[jht  thousand  dollars  of  mine  (but 
never  mind,  we  have  more  left,  do  you  understand?)  an 
taken  by  the  Turkish  (:ri{jates,  and  my  partv  and  m^^, 
in  another  boat,  have  had  a  narrow  escape  last  nigfat 
(bein(r  close  under  their  stern  and  hailed,  but  we  wouU 
not  answer,  and  bore  away),  as  well  as  this  morning. 
Here  we  are,  with  sun  and  clearin(j  weather,  witbiaa 
pretty  little  port  enough;   but  whether   our  Turkish 
friends  may  not  send  in  their  boats  and  take  us  out  (for 
we  have  no  arms  except  two  carbines  and  some  pistols, 
and,  I  suspect,  not  more  than  four  fig^htingr  people  on 
board)  is  another  question,  especially  if  we  remain  long 
here,  since  we  are  blocked  out  of  Missolong^hi  bv  the 
direct  entrance. 

«  You  had  better  send  my  friend  Georgre  Drake  (Draco\ 
and  a  body  of  Suliotes,  to  escort  us  by  land  or  by  the 
canals,  with  all  convenient  speed.  Ganiba  and  cor 
Bombard  are  taken  into  Patras,  I  suppose;  and  we  must 
take  a  turn  at  the  Turks  to  get  them  out :  but  where  the 
devil  is  the  fleet  gone?  -the  Greek,  I  mean;  leaving  us 
to  get  in  without  the  least  intimation  to  take  heed  that 
the  Moslems  were  out  again. 

«  Make  my  resj^ects  to  Mavrocordato,  and  say  that  I 
am  here  at  his  disposal.  I  am  uneasy  at  being  here: 
not  so  much  on  my  own  account  as  on  that  of  a  Greek 
boy  with  me,  for  you  know  what  his  fate  would  be  •  and 
I  would  sooner  cut  him  in  pieces  and  myself  too  than 
have  him  taken  out  by  those  barbarians.  We  are  all 
very  well. 

«  N.  B. 
u  The  Bombard  was  twelve  miles  out  when  taken  •  at 
least,  so  it  appeared  to  us  (if  taken  she  actually  he  for  it 
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is  not  certain) ;  and  we  had  to  escape  from  another  vessel 
that  stood  right  between  us  and  the  port.» 

Finding  that  his  position  among  the  rocks  of  the 
Scrofes  would  be  untenable  in  the  event  of  an  attack  by 
armed  boats,  he  thought  it  right  to  venture  out  again, 
and,  making  all  sail,  got  safe  to  DragOmestri,  a  small 
sea-port  town  on  the  coast  of  Acarnania;  from  whence  the 
annexed  letters  to  two  of  the  most  valued  of  his  Cepha- 
lonian  friends  were  written. 


LETTER  DXXXV. 

TO   MR    MUIR. 

«  Dragomestri,  January  ad,  i834' 


•c  MT  DEAR  MUIR, 


« I  wish  you  many  returns  of  the  season  and  hap- 
piness therewithal.  Gamba  and  the  Bombard  (there  is 
a  strong  reason  to  believe)  are  carried  into  Patras  by  a 
Turkish  frigate,  which  we  saw  chase  them  at  dawn  on 
the  3 1  St;  we  had  been  close  under  the  stern  in  the  night, 
believing  her  a  Greek  till  within  pistol-shot,  and  only 
escaped  by  a  miracle  of  all  the  Saints  (our  captain  says), 
and  truly  I  am  of  his  opinion,  for  we  should  never  have 
got  away  of  ourselves.  They  were  signalizing  their  con- 
sort with  lights,  and  had  illuminated  the  ship  between 
decks,  and  were  shouting  like  a  mob; — but  then  why 
did  they  not  fire?  Perhaps  they  took  us  for  a  Greek 
brulot,  and  were  afraid  of  kindling  us — they  had  no 
colours  flying  even  at  dawn  nor  after. 

u  At  daybreak  my  boat  was  on  the  coast,  but  the  wind 
unfavourable  for  the  port; — a  large  vessel  with  the  "wuvd 
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in  her  favour  standing  between  us  and  the  Gulf,  and 
another  in  chase  of  the  Bombard  about  m  miles  off  or 
so.     Soon  after  they  stood  (i.  6.  the  Bombard  and  fin- 
gate)  apparently  towards  Patras,  and  a  Zantiote  boat 
making  signals  to  us  from  the  shore  to  get  away.  Away 
we  went  before  the  wind,  and  ran  into  a  creek  called 
Scrofes,  I  believe,  where  I  landed  Luke '  and  another  (as 
Luke's  life  was  in  most  danger),  with  some  money  for 
themselves,  and  a  letter  for  Stanhope,  and  sent  them  up 
the  country  to  Missolonghi,  where  they  would  be  in 
safety,  as  the  place  where  we  were  could  be  assailed  by 
armed  boats  in  a  moment,  and  Gamba  had  all  our  arms 
except  two  carbines,  a  fowling-piece,  and  some  pistols, 

a  In  less  than  an  hour  the  vessel  in  chase  nearedu, 
and  we  dashed  out  again,  and  showing  our  stem  (our 
boat  sails  very  well)  got  in  before  night  to  Dragomestri, 
where  we  now  are.  But  where  is  the  Greek  fleet?  1 
don't  know— do  you?  I  told  our  master  of  the  boat 
that  I  was  inclined  to  think  the  two  large  vessels  (there 
were  none  else  in  sight)  Greeks.  But  he  answered  'they 
are  too  large — why  don't  they  show  their  colours?  aod 
his  account  was  confirmed,  be  it  true  or  false,  by  several 
boats  which  we  met  or  passed,  as  we  could  not  at  aov 
rate  have  'got  in  with  that  wind  without  beating  about 
for  a  long  time;  and  as  there  was  much  property,  and 
some  lives  to  risk  (the  boy's  especially)  without  anv 
means  of  defence,  it  was  necessary  to  let  our  boatmen 
have  their  own  way. 

u  I  despatched  yesterday  another  messenger  to  Misso- 
longhi for  an  escort,  but  we  have  yet  no  answer.  We 
are  here  (those  of  my  boat)  for  the  fifth  day  without 

1  A  Greek  youth  whom  he  had  brought  with  him,  in  his  laite  from 
Ccphalonia. 
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taking  our  clothes  off,  and  sleeping  on  deck  in  all 
weathers,  but  are  all  very  well,  and  in  good  spirits.  It 
is  to  be  supposed  that  the  Government  will  send^  for 
their  own  sakes,  an  escort,  as  I  have  16,000  dollars  on 
board,  the  greater  part  for  their  service.  I  had  (besides 
personal  property  to  the  amount  of  about  5,ooo  more) 
8,000  dollars  in  specie  of  my,  own,  without  reckoning 
the  Committee's  stores,  so  that  the  Turks  will  have  a 
good  thing  of  it,  if  the  prize  be  good. 

u  I  regret  the  detention  of  Gamba,  etc.  but  the  rest 
we  can  make  up  again,  so  tell  Hancock  to  set  my  bills 
into  cash  as  soon  as  possible,  and  Corgialegno  to  pre- 
pare the  remainder  of  my  credit  with  Messrs.  Webb  to 
be  turned  into  monies.  I  shall  remain  here,  unless 
something  extraordinary  occurs,  till  Mavrocordato 
sends,  and  then  go  on,  and  act  according  to  circum- 
stances. My  respects  to  the  two  colonels,  and  remem- 
brances to  all  friends.  Tell  '  Ultima  anaiise^^  that  his 
friend  Raidi  did  not  make  his  appearance  with  the  brig, 
though  I  think  that  he  might  as  well  have  spoken  with 
us  in  or  off  Zante,  to  give  us  a  gentle  hint  of  what  we 
had  to  expect. 

u  Yours  ever  affectionately, 

«  N.  B. 

«  P.S. — Excuse  my  scrawl  on  account  of  the  pen  and 
the  frosty  morning  at  daybreak.  I  write  in  haste,  a 
boat  starting  for  Kalamo.  I  do  not  know  whether  the 
detention  of  the  Bombard  (if  she  be  detained,  for  I 
cannot  swear  to  it,  and  I  can  only  judge  from  appear- 
ances, and  what  all  these  fellows  say)  be  an  affair  of 
the  Government,  and  neutrality,  and,  etc. — but  she  was 

*  Count  Delladecima,  to  whom  he  gives  this  Dame  in  consequeoce  of  a 
habit  which  that  gentleman  had  of  using  the  phrase  »  in  ultima  anaHse» 
frequently  in  conyersation. 
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says  Count  Gaiuba,  u  the  sailors^  losing  all  hope  of 
saving  the  vessel,  be^jan  to  think  of  their  own  safiety. 
But  Lord  fiyron  persuaded  them  to  remain;  aud  by  his 
firmness,  and  no  small  share  of  nautical  skill,  got  them 
out  of  danger,  and  thus  saved  the  vessel  and  several 
lives,  with  25,ooo  dollars,  the  greater  part  in  specie.!) 

The  wind  still  blowing  right  against  their  course  t) 
Missolonghi,  they  again  anchored  between  two  of  die 
numerous  islets  by  which  tliis  part  of  the  coast  is  lined; 
and  here  Lord  Byron,  as  well  for  refreshment  as  ablu- 
tion, found  himself  tempted  into  an  indulgence  whicl 
it  is  not  improbable  may  have  had  some  share  in  pro- 
ducing the  fatal  illness  that  followed.  Having  put  of: 
in  a  boat  to  a  small  rock  at  some  distance,  he  sent  bad 
a  messenger  for  the  nankeen  trowsers  which  he  usualh 
wore  in  bathin(j,  and,  though  the  sea  was  rough  ani 
the  night  cold,  it  being  then  the  3d  of  January,  swan 
back  to  the  vessel,  u  I  am  fully  persuaded, »  says  hk 
valet,  in  relating  this  imprudent  freak,  u  that  it  injured 
my  lord's  health.  He  certainly  was  not  taken  ill  at  the 
time,  but  in  the  course  of  two  or  three  days  his  lordshif 
complained  of  a  pain  in  all  his  bones,  which  continued,  ' 
more  or  less,  to  the  time  of  his  death. » 

Setting  sail  again  next  morning  with  the  hope  a* 
reaching  Missolonghi  before  sunset,  they  were  stik 
baffled  by  adverse  winds,  and,  arriving  late  at  night  in 
the  port,  did  not  land  till  the  morning  of  the  5th. 

The  solicitude,  in  the  mean  time,  of  all  at  Missolonghi^ 
knowing  that  the  Turkish  fleet  was  out,  and  I^rd  Byron 
on  his  way,  may  without  difficulty  be  conceived,  and 
is  most  livelily  depicted  in  a  letter  written,  during  the 
suspense  of  that  moment,  by  an  eye-witness.  uThe 
Turkish  fleet,))  says  Colonel  Stanhope,  uhas  ventured 
^^  out,  and  is,  attViis  moiaevvvOE^W.^^^vck^^*^  ^ort.  Beyond 
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these  again  are  seen  the  Greek  ships,  and  among  the 
rest  the  one  that  was  sent  for  Lord  Byron.  Whether  he 
is  on  hoard  or  not  is  a  question.  You  will  allow  that 
this  is  an  eventful  day.))  Towards  the  end  of  the  letter, 
he  adds,  «Lord  Byron's  servants  have  just  arrived;  he 
himself  will  he  here  to-morrow.  If  he  had  not  come, 
wcf  had  need  have  prayed  for  fair  weather;  for  both 
fleet  and  army  are  hungry  and  inactive.  Parry  has  not 
appeared.  Should  he  also  arrive  to-morrow,  all  Mis- 
solonghi  will  go  mad  with  pleasure.)) 

The  reception  their  nobl&  visitor  experienced  on  his 
arrival  was  such  as  from  the  ardent  eagerness  with  which 
he  had  been  looked  for  might  be  expected.  The  whole 
population  of  the  place  crowded  to  the  shore  to  welcome 
him ;  the  ships  anchored  off  the  fortress  fired  a  salute  as 
he  passed,  and  all  the  troops  and  dignitaries  of  the  place, 
civil  and  military,  with  the  Prince  Mavrocordato  at 
their  head,  met  him  on  his  landing,  and  accompanied 
him,  amidst  the  mingled  din  of  shouts,  wild  music,  and 
discharges  of  artillery,  to  the  house  that  had  been  pre- 
pared for  him.  «  I  cannot  easily  describe,))  says  Count 
Gamba,  u  the  emotions  which  such  a  scene  excited.  I 
could  scarcely  refrain  from  tears.w 

After  eight  days  of  fatigue  such  as  Lord  Byron  had 
endured,  someshort  interval  of  rest  might  fairly  have  been 
desired  by  him.  But  the  scene  on  which  he  had  now 
entered  was  one  that  precluded  all  thoughts  of  repose. 
He  on  whom  the  eyes  and  hopes  of  all  others  were 
centred,  could  but  little  dream  of  indulging  any  care 
for  himself.  There  were,  at  this  particular  moment, 
too,  collected  within  the  precincts  of  that  town  as  great 
an  abundance  of  the  materials  of  unquiet  and  misrule 
as  had  been  ever  brought  together  in  so  small  a  space. 
In  every  quarter,  both  public  and  i^rivate^  dU^v^^\!iXL^- 
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tion  and  dissatisfaction  presented  themselves.  Of  the 
fourteen  brigs  of  war  which  had  come  to  the  succour  of 
Missolon(|;hi,  and  which  had  for  some  time  actually 
protected  it  against  a  Turkish  fleet  double  its  number, 
nine  had  already,  hopeless  of  pay,  returned  to  Hydra, 
while  the  sailors  of  the  remaining  five,  from  the  same 
cause  of  complaint,  had  just  quitted  their  ships,  and 
were  murmuring  idly  on  shore.  The  inhabitants  seeing 
themselves  thus  deserted,  or  preyed  upon  by  their  de- 
fenders, with  a  scarcity  of  provisions  threatening  them 
and  the  Turkish  fleet  before  their  eyes,  were  no  less 
ready  to  break  forth  into  riot  and  revolt;  while,  at  the 
same  moment,  to  complete  the  confusion,  a  General 
Assembly  was  on  the  point  of  being  held  in  the  town, 
for  the  purpose  of  organising  the  forces  of  "Western 
Greece,  and  to  this  meeting  all  the  wild  mouutain-chiefis 
of  the  province,  ripe,  of  course,  for  dissension,  were 
now  flocking  with  their  followers.  Mavrocordato  him- 
self, the  President  of  the  intended  Congress,  had  brought 
in  his  train  no  less  than  5ooo  armed  men,  who  were 
at  this  moment  in  the  town.  Ill  provided,  too,  with 
either  pay  or  food  by  the  Government,  this  large  mili- 
tary mob  were  but  little  less  discontented  and  destitute 
than  the  sailors;  and  in  short,  in  every  direction,  the 
entire  population  seems  to  have  presented  such  a  fer- 
menting mass  of  insubordination  and  discord  as  was 
far  more  likely  to  produce  warfare  among  themselves 
than  with  the  enerny. 

Such  was  the  state  of  affairs  when  Lord  Byron  arrived 
at  Missolonghi; — such  the  evils  he  had  now  to  en- 
counter, with  the  formidable  consciousness  that  to  him, 
and  him  alone,  all  looked  for  the  removal  of  them. 

Of  his  proceedings  during  the  first  weeks  after  his 
arrival,  the  fo\\oYjVi\^\ei\Xet^  \.^Mx  Hancock  (which  by 
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the  great  kindness  of  that  g^entleman  I  am  enabled  to 
give)  will,  assisted  by  a  few  explanatory  notes,  supply  a 
sufBciently  ample  account. 

LETTER  DXXXVII. 

TO   MR    CHARLES    HANCOCK. 

A  Missolonghi,  January  i3tli,  1834* 
((DEAR  SIR, 

«  Many  thanks  for  yours  of  the  5th ;  ditto  to  Muir  for 
his.  You  will  have  heard  that  Gamba  and  my  vessel 
got  out  of  the  hands  of  the  Turks  safe  and  intact;  nobody 
knows  well  how  or  why,  for  there's  a  mystery  in  the 
story  somewhat  melodramatic.  Captain  Valsamachi 
has,  I  take  it,  spun  a  long  yarn  by  this  time  in  Argostoli. 
I  attribute  their  release  entirely  to  St  Dionisio,  of 
Zante,  and  the  Madonna  of  the  Rock,  near  Cephalonia. 

"The  adventures  of  my  separate  luck  were  also  not 
finished  at  Dragomestri;  we  were  conveyed  out  by  some 
Greek  gunboats,  and  found  the  Leonidas  brig-of-war  at 
sea  to  look  after  us.  But  blowing  w^eather  coming  on, 
we  were  driven  on  the  rocks  twi<€  in  the  passage  of  the 
Scrophes,  and  the  dollars  had  another  narrow  escape. 
Two-thirds  of  the  crew  got  ashore  over  the  bowsprit : 
the  rocks  were  rugged  enough,  but  water  very  deep 
close  in  shore,  so  that  she  was,  after  much  swearing  and 
some  exertion,  got  off  again,  and  away  we  went  with  a 
third  of  our  crew,  leaving  the  rest  on  a  desolate  island, 
where  they  might  have  been  now,  had  not  one  of  the 
gunboats  taken  them  off,  for  we  were  in  no  condition 
to  take  them  off  again. 

a  Tell  Muir  that  Dr  Bruno  did  not  show  much  fight  on 
the  occasion,  for  besides  stripping  to  his  fla.uw^V'^'^'^v 
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coat  and  running  about  like  a  rat  in  an  einei^ency. 
when  I  was  talkin(][  to  a  Greek  boy  (the  brother  of  the 
Greek  g^irls  in  Ar(jostoli),  and  tellings  him  of  the  fact  that 
there  was  no  dan^^er  for  the  passeng^ers,  ^whateverthefc 
mi^^ht  be  for  the  vessel,  and  assuring^  him  that  I  conU 
save  both  him  and  myself  without  difficulty*  (though  he 
can't  swim),  as  the  water,  though  deep,  was  not  very 
rough,— the  wind  not  blowing  right  on  shore  (it  was  a 
blunder  of  the  Greeks,  who  missed  stays), — the  Doctor 
exclaimed,  ^Save  Ami,  indeed!  by  G — d!  save  me  rather 
— I'll  be  first  if  I  can' — a  piece  of  egotism  which  he  pro- 
nounced with  such  emphatic  simplicity  as  to  set  all  who 
had  leisure  to  hear  him  laughing,*  and  in  a  niinuteafter 
the  vessel  droveoff  again  after  striking  twice.  She  sprung 
a  small  leak,  but  nothing  further  happened,  except  that 
the  captain  was  very  nervous  afterwards. 

uTo  be  brief,  we  had  bad  weather  almost  always, 

*  He  .meant  to  have  taken  the  boy  on  his  shoalders  and  sworn  irith 
him  to  shore.  This  feat  would  have  been  but  a  repetition  of  one  of  hit 
early  sports  at  Harrow ;  where  it  was  a  frequent  practice  of  his  thus  to 
mount  one  of  the  smaller  l)oys  on  his  shoalders  and,  much  to  the  alarm 
of  the  urchin,  dive  with  hira  into  the  water. 

'  In  the  Doctor's  own  account  this  scene  is  described,  as  might  be  ex- 
pected, somewhat  differently: — aMa  nel  di  lui  passaggio  marittimo  ana 
fregataTurca  inse{;uila  di  lui  nave,  obbligandola  di  ricoverarsi  dentro  le 
ScrtyJi'Sf  dove  per  I'impeto  dei  venti  fi!l  gettata  sopra  gli  scogli :  totti  i  mari- 
nari  dell'  equipaggio  saltarono  a  terra  per  salvare  la  lore  vita  :  Milord 
solo  col  di  lui  Medico  Dotior  Bruno  rimasero  salla  nave  che  oquudo  vedeva 
colare  a  foudo  :  nia  dupo  qualche  tempo  non  essendosi  visto  che  ci6  av- 
vcniva,  le  persone  fuggite  a  terra  respinsero  la  nave  nell*  arque  :  ma  il 
tempestoso  mare  la  riba8t6  una  seconda  volta  contro  gli  scogli,  ed  allora 
siavcva  per  certochela  nave  coll'  illustre  personaggio,  una  grandc  quaa- 
tita  di  denari,  e  molti  preziosi  effetti  per  i  Greci  anderebbero  a  fondo. 
Tuttavia  Lord  Byron  non  si  perturb6  per  nulla ;  anzi  dissc  al  di  lui  me- 
dico che  voleva  gettarsi  a  nuoto  onde  raggiungere  la  spiaggia :  *  non  ab- 
bandonate  la  nave  ^ncU^  abhiamo  forze  per  diriggcrla:  aliorcb^  saremo 
coperti  dalV  acque,  aWota  ^e\.\ave^v^^Te,OsitV»^\v^x^i:» 
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tlioug;h  not  contrary ;  slept  on  deck  in  the  wet  generally 
for  seven  or  eight  nights,  but  never  was  in  better  health 
(I  speak  personally) — so  much  so,  that  I  actually  bathed 
for  a  quarter  of  an  hour  on  the  [evening  of  the  fourth 
instant  in  the  sea  (to  kill  the  fleas,  and  other  etc.)  aiid 
was  all  the  better  for  it. 

«  We  were  received  at  Missolonghi  with  all  kinds  of 
kindness  and  honours;  and  the  sight  of  the  fleet  salut- 
ing, etc.  and  the  crowds  and  different  costumes,  was 
really  picturesque.  We  think  of  undertaking  an  expe- 
dition soon,  and  I  expect  to  be  ordered  with  the  Suliotes 
to  join  the  army. 

«  All  well  at  present.  We  found  Gamba  already  ar- 
rived, and  every  thing  in  good  condition.  Remember 
me  to  all  friends. 

a  Yours  ever, 
«N.B. 

«  P.S. — You  will,  I  hope,  use  every' exertion  to  realize 
the  assets.  For  besides  what  I  have  already  advanced,  I 
have  undertaken  to  maintain  the  Suliotes  for  a  year 
(and  will  accompany  them  either  as  a  Chief,  or  which- 
ever is  most  agreeable  to  the  Government),  besides  sun- 
dries. I  do  not  understand  Brown's  ^letters  of  credit.^ 
I  neither  gave  nor  ordered  a  letter  of  credit  that  I  know 
of ;  and  though  of  course,  if  you  have  done  i  t,  I  will  be 
responsible,  I  was  not  aware  of  any  thing,  except  that 
I  would  have  backed  his  bills,  which  you  said  was  un- 
necessary. As  to  orders — I  ordered  nothing  but  some 
red  cloth  and  oil  cloths^  both  of  which  I  am  ready  to  re- 
ceive; but  if  Gamba  has  exceeded  my  commission,  the 
other  things  must  be  sent  back,  for  I  cannot  permit  *any 
thing  of  the  kind,  nor  will.  The  servants'  journey  will  of 
course  be  paid  for,  though  that  is  exorbitant.  As  for 
Brown's  letter,  I  do  not  know  any  thing  more  than  I 
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hare  said,  and  I  really  caDoot  defirav  the  cliar]gn  ef 
half  Greece  and  the  Fnnk  adventurers  besides.  MrBaifF 
must  send  us  some  dollars  sood«  fortlie  expenses  fall  on 
me  for  the  present. 

•  January  i^iK  i834- 
■  P.S. — Will  you  tell  Saint  !]Jew)  Geronimo  Gorgii- 
legno  that  I  mean  to  draw  for  the  balance  of  mv  cndit 
with  Messrs  Webb  and  Co.  I  shall  draw  for  two  thoosand 
dollars  'that  beinn  about  the  amount,  more  or  less),  bat 
to  facilitate  the  business.  I  shall  make  the  draft  pavaUe 
also  at  Messrs  Ransom  and  G).,  Pall-Mall  East,  Londoo. 
I  believe  I  already  showed  you  my  letters  (but  if  not,! 
have  them  to  show^,  by  which,  besides  the  credits  nov 
realisin^^,  you  will  have  perceived  that  I  am  not  limited 
to  any  particular  amount  of  credit  with  mv  banken. 
llie  Honourable  Douglas,  my  friend  and  trustee,  is  a 
principal  partner  in  that  house,  and  having  the  dirco 
tion  of  my  affairs,  is  av^-are  to  what  extent  mv  present 
resources  may  go,  and  the  letters  in  question  ivere  from 
him.  I  can  merely  say,  that  within  theci/rrenf  vear,  1824, 
besides  the  money  already  advanced  to  the  Greek  Go- 
vernment, and  the  credits  now  in  your  hands  and  your 
partner's  (Mr  Barff),  which  are  all  from  the  income  of 
1823, 1  have  anticipated  nothing  from  that  of  the  pre- 
sent year  hitherto.     I  shall  or  ought  to  have  at  my  dis- 
position upwards  of  one  hundred  thousand  dollars  (in- 
cluding my  income,  and  the  purchase-monies  of  a  ma- 
nor lately  sold),  and  perhaps  more,  without  infringing 
on  my  income  for  1825,  and  not  including  the  remain- 
ing balance  of  182.H. 

«  Yours  ever, 

«N.  B.n 
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LETTER  DXXXVTII. 

« 

TO  MR  CHARLES  HANCOCK. 

«  Mlssolon^i,  January  17th,  i8a4* 

«  I  have  answered,  at  some  length,  your  obliging  let- 
ter, and  trust  that  you  have  received  my  reply  by  means 
of  Mr  Tindal.  I  will  also  thank  you  to  remind  Mr  Tin- 
dal  that  I  would  thank  him  to  furnish  you,  on  my  ac- 
count, with  an  order  of  the  Committee  for  one  hundred 
dollars,  which  I  advanced  to  him  on  their  account 
throug^h  Signor  Corgialegno's  agency  at  Zante  on  his 
arrival  in  October,  as  it  is  but  fair  that  the  said  Com- 
mittee should  pay  their  own  expenses.  An  order  will 
be  sufficient,  as  the  money  might  be  inconvenient  for 
Mr  T.  at  present  to  disburse. 

<c  I  have  also  advanced  to  Mr  Blackett  the  sum  of  fifty 
dollars,  which  I  will  thank  Mr  Stevens  to  pay  to  you, 
on  my  account,  from  monies  of  Mr  Blackett,  now  in 
his  hands.     I  have  Mr  B.'s  acknowledgment  in  writing. 

«  As  the  wants  of  the  State  here  are  still  pressing,  and 
there  seems  very  little  specie  stirring  except  mine,  I 
still  stand  paymaster,  and  must  again  request  you  and 
Mr  Barffto  forward  by  disafe  channel  (if  possible)  all  the 
dollars  you  can  collect  on  the  bills  now  negotiating.  I 
have  also  written  to  Corgialegno  for  two  thousand  dol- 
lars, being  about  the  balance  of  my  separate  letter  from 
IMessrs  Webb  and  Co.,  making  the  bills  also  payable  at 
Hansom's  in  I^ndon. 

« Things  are  going  on  better,  if  not  well;  there  is 
some  order  and  considerable  preparation.  I  expect  to 
accompany  the  troops  on  an  expedition  shortly,  which 
makes  me  particularly  anxious  for  the  remaining  re- 
mittance, as  '  money  is  the  sinew  of  war^'  acid  oC  ^^'d^o^^^ 
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too,  as  far  as  I  can  see,  for  I  am  sure  there  would  be  no 
peace  here  without  it.  Plowever,  a  little  does  go  a  good 
wav,  which  is  a  comfort.  The  Government  of  theBAoRi 
and  of  Candia  have  written  to  me  for  a  further  advance 
from  my  own  peculium  of  20  or  3o,ooo  dollars,  to 
which  I  demur  for  the  present  (having  undertaken  to 
pay  the  Suhotes  as  a  free  gift  and  other  things  alreadr, 
besides  the  loan  which  I  have  already  advanced),  till  I 
receive  letters  from  England,  which  I  have  reason  to 
expect. 

u  When  the  expected  credits  arrive,  I  hope  that  yov 
w^ill  bear  a  hand,  otherwise  I  must  have  recourse  to  Mal- 
ta, which  will  be  losing  time  and  taking  trouble;  botl 
do  not  wish  you  to  do  more  than  is  perfectly  agreeable  to 
Mr  Barff  and  to  yourself.  I  am  very  well,  and  have  00 
reason  to  be  dissatisfied  with  my  persona]  treatment,  tf 
with  the  posture  of  public  affairs — others  must  speak  for 
themselves. 

«  Yours  ever  and  truly,  etc. 

«  P.S. — Respects  to  Colonels  Wright  and  Duffie,  and 
the  officers  civil  and  military ;  also  to  my  friends  Mnir 
and  Stevens  particularly,  and  to  Delladecima.n 


LETTER  DXXXIX. 

TO  MR  CHARLES  HANCOCK. 

« Missolonghi,  January  19th,  1824. 
a  Since  1  wrote  on  the  17th,  I  have  received  a  letter 
from  Mr  Stevens,  enclosing  an  account  from  Corfu, 
which  is  so  exaggerated  in  price  and  quantity^  that  I  am 
at  a  loss  whether  most  to  admire  Gamba's  folly,  or  the 
merchant's  knavery.  All  that  /  requested  Gamba  to  order 
was  red  cloth,  ervou^Vi  to  make  a  jacket^  and  some  oil- 
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skin  for  trowsers,etc. — the  latter  has  not  hcen  sent — the 
i^hole  could  not  have  amounted  to  5o  dollars.     The  ac- 
count is  645 ! ! !  I  will  guarantee  Mr  Stevens  against  any 
loss,  of  course,  hut  I  am  not  disposed  to  take  the  articles 
(which  I  never  ordered),  nor  to  pay  the  amount.    I  will 
take  100  dollars'  worth  ;  the  rest  may  he  sent  back,  and 
I  will  make  the  merchant  an  allowance  of  so  much  per 
cent.;  or  if  that  is  not  to  be  done,  you  must  sell  the  whole 
by  auction  at  what  price  the  things  may  fetch,  for  I 
would  rather  incur  the  dead  loss  of  part,  than  be  en- 
cumbered with  a  quantity  of  things,  to  me  at  present 
superfluous  or  useless.     Why,  I  could  have  maintained 
3oo  men  for  a  month  for  the  sum  in  Western  Greece ! 
«  When  the  dogs,  and  the  dollars,  and  the  negro,  and 
the  horses,  fell  into  the  hands  of  the  Turks,  I  acquiesced 
with  patience,  as  you  may  have  perceived,  because  it  was 
the  work  of  the  elements  of  war,  or  of  Providence ;  hut 
this  is  a  piece  of  mere  human  knavery  or  folly,  or  both, 
and  I  neither  can  nor  will  submit  to  it.'     I  have  occa- 

*  We  have  here  as  striking  an  instance  "as  could  be  adduced  of  that 
peculiar  feature  of  his  character  which  shallow  or  malicious  observers 
have  misrepresented  as  avarice,  but  which  in  reality  was  the  result  of  a 
strong  sense  of  justice  and  fairness,  and  an  indignantimpatience  of  being 
stultified  or  overreached.  Colonel  Stanhope,  in  referring  to  the  circum- 
stance mentioned  above,  has  put  Lord  Byron's  angry  feeling  respecting 
it  in  the  true  light. 

«  He  was  constantly  attacking  Count  Gamba,  sometimes,  indeed,  play- 
fully, but  more  often  with  the  bitterest  satire,  for  having  purchased  for 
the  use  of  his  family,  while  in  Greece,  5oo  dollars' worth  of  cloth.  This 
he  used  to  mention  as  an  instance  of  the  Count's  imprudence  and  extra- 
vagance. Lord  Byron  told  me  one  day,  with  a  tone  of  great  gravity,  that 
this  5oo  dollars  would  have  been  most  serviceable  in  promoting  the  siege 
of  Lepanto;  and  that  he  never  would,  to  the  last  moment  of  his  existence, 
forgive  Garoba,  for  having  squandered  away  his  money  in  the  purchase 
of  cloth.  No  one  will  suppose  that  Lord  Byron  could  be  s^erious  in  such 
a  denunciation ;  he  entertained,  in  reality,  the  highest  opinion  of  Count 
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sion  for  every  dollar  I  can  muster  to  keep  the  Gre^ 
tog;ether,  and  I  do  not  grudge  any  expense  for  the  cause; 
but  to  throw  away  as  much  as  would  equip,  or  at  least 
maintain,  a  corps  of  excellent  ragamuffins  with  arms  in 
their  hands, to  furnish  Gamba  and  the  doctor  with  blank 
bills  [(see  list),  broad  cloth,  Hessian  boots,  and  ho^8^ 
whips  (the  tatter  I  own  that  they  have  richly  earned),  is 
rather  beyond  my  endurance,  though  a  pacific  person, 
as  all  the  world  knows,  or  at  least  my  acquaintances.  1 
pray  you  to  try  to  help  me  out  of  this  damnable  com- 
mercial speculation  of  Gamba's,  for  it  is  one  of  those 
pieces  of  impudence  or  folly  which  1  don't  forgive  him 
in  a  hurry.  1  will  of  course  see  Stevens  free  of  expense 
out  of  the  transaction  ; — by  the  way,  the  Greek  of  a 
Corfiote  has  thought  proper  to  draw  a  bill,  and  get  it 
discounted  at  24  dollars ;  if  I  had  been  there,  it  should 
have  been  protested  also. 

u  Mr  Blackett  is  here  ill,  and  will  soon  set  out  for  Ce- 
phalonia.  He  came  to  me  for  some  pills,  and  I  gave 
him  some  reserved  for  particular  friends,  and  which  I 
never  knew  any  body  recover  from  under  several 
months;  but  he  is  no  better,  and,  what  is  odd,  no  worse; 
and  as  the  doctors  have  had  no  better  success  with  him 
than  I,  he  goes  to  Argostoli  sick  of  the  Greeks  and  of  a 
constipation. 

u  I  must  reiterate  my  request  for  specicy  and  that  spee- 
dily, otherwise  public  affairs  will  be  at  a  stand-still  here. 
I  have  undertaken  to  pay  the  Suliotes  for  a  year,  to  ad- 
vance in  March  3ooo  dollars,  besides,  to  the  Govern- 
ment for  a  balance  due  to  the  troops,  and  some  other 

Gamba,  who,  both  oa  accoaot  of  his  talents  and  devotedDess  to  hu 
friend,  merited  his  lordship's  esteem.  As  to  Lord  Byron's  generosity,  ii 
i%  before  the  vrorld;  he  promised  to  devote  his  large  income  to  the  cause 
of  Greece,  and  be  \ioue*^^  «ic\ft^x»5  \oV'a"^\fcd.^<i.« 
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smaller  matters  for  the  Germans,  and  the  press,  etc. 
etc.  etc. ;  so  what  with  these^  and  the  expenses  of  my 
suite,  which,  though  not  extravag^ant,  is  expensive,  with 
Gamha's  d — d  nonsense,  I  shall  have  occasion  for  all 
the  monies  I  can  muster,  and  I  have  credits  wherewithal 
to  face  the  undertakings,  if  realized,  and  expect  to  have 
more  soon. 

«  Believe  me  ever  and  truly  yours,  etc.w 

On  the  mornings  of  the  aid  of  January,  his  birth- 
day,— the  last  my  poor  friend  was  ever  fated  to  see, — 
he  came  from  his  bedroom  into  the  apartment  where 
"Colonel  Stanhope  and  some  others  were  assembled,  and 
said  with  a  smile, "  You  were  complainings  the  other  day 
that  I  never  write  any  poetry  now.  This  is  my  birth- 
day, and  I  have  just  finished  something  which,  I  think, 
is  better  than  what  I  usually  write. »  He  then  produced 
to  them  those  beautiful  stanzas  which,  thoug^h  already 
known  to  most  readers,  are  far  too  affectingly  associat- 
ed with  this  closing  scene  of  his  life  to  be  omitted 
among  its  details.  Taking  into  consideration,  indeed, 
every  thing  connected  with  these  verses, — the  last  tender 
aspirations  of  a  loving  spirit  which  they  breathe,  the 
self-devotion  to  a  noble  cause  which  they  so  nobly  ex- 
press, and  that  consciousness  of  a  near  grave  glimmer- 
ing sadly  through  the  whole,— there  is  perhaps  no  pro- 
duction within  the  range  of  mere  human  composition^ 
round  which  the  circumstances  and  feelings  under  which 
it  was  written  cast  so  touching  an  interest. 
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>JA^^UART  asD. 

OM  TBI8  OAT  I  COMFLETB  MT  THIBTT-SIXm  TIAB. 

I. 

*T  is  tirae  ibis  heart  should  be  onmoYed, 

Since  others  it  hath  ceased  to  moYe  ; 
Tet,  though  I  cannot  be  beioTcd, 

Still  let  me  love !  . 

My  days  are  in  the  yellow  leaf; 

The  flowers  and  fruits  of  love  are  gone; 
The  worm,  the  canker,  and  the  grief 
Are  mine  alone! 

3. 

The  fire  that  on  my  bosom  preys 
Is  lone  as  some  volcanic  isle  ; 
No  torch  is  kindled  at  its  blaze— 
A  funeral  pile ! 

4- 

The  hope,  the  fear,  the  jealous  care. 

The  exalted  portion  of  the  pain 
And  power  of  love,  I  cannot  share. 
But  wear  the  chain. 

5. 
But 't  is  not  thus — and  't  is  not  here — 

Such  thou{*hts  should  shake  my  soul,  nor  itour 
Where  glory  decks  the  hero's  bier. 
Or  binds  his  brow. 

6. 

The  sword,  the  banner,  and  the  field. 
Glory  and  Greece,  around  me  see! 
The  Spartan,  borne  upon  his  shield^ 
Vf  a%  not  Oioi^  ic««. 
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7- 
Awake !  (not  Greece — she  is  awake !) 

Awake,  my  spirit!     Think  through  whom 
Thy  life-blood  tracks  its  parent  lake. 
And  then  strike  home ! 

8. 

Tread  those  revivin(!;  passions  down. 
Unworthy  manhood ! — unto  thee 
Indifferent  should  the  smile  or  frown 
Of  beauty  be. 

9- 
If  thou  regret'st  thy  youth,  why  live? 

The  land  of  honourable  death 
Is  here :— up  to  the  field,  and  give 
Away  thy  breath ! 

10. 

Seek  out — less  often  sought  than  found — 

A  soldier  s  grave,  for  thee  the  best ; 
Then  look  around,  and  chuse  thy  ground, 
And  take  thy  rest. » 

a  We  perceived,))  says  Count  Gamba,  »  from  these 
lines,  as  well  as  from  his  daily  conversations,  that  his 
ambition  and  his  hope  were  irrevocably  fixed  upon  the 
glorious  objects  of  his  expedition  to  Greece,  and  that  he 
had  made  up  his  mind  to  ^  return  victorious,  or  return 
no  more.^  Indeed,  he  often  said  to  me,  '  Others  may 
do  as  they  please — they  may  go — but  I  stay  here,  that 
is  certain.''  The  same  determination  was  expressed  in 
his  letters  to  his  friends;  and  this  resolution  was  not 
unaccompanied  with  the  very  natural  presentiment — 
that  he  should  never  leave  Greece  alive.  He  one  day 
asked  his  faithful  servant,  Tita,  whether  he  thought  of 
returning  to  Italy  ?    *  Yes,'  said  Tita :  '  if  ^ous  WA^ox^ 
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g;oes,  I  go/  Lord  fiyron  smiled,  and  said, '  No,  Uti,! 
shall  never  go  back  from  Greece — either  the  Turks,  or 
the  Greeks,  or  the  climate,  will  prevent  that.'n 


LETTER  DXL. 

TO    MR   CHARLES    HANCOCK. 

«  Missolongbi,  February  5th,  i824> 
«  Dr  Muir's  letter  and  yours  of  the  a3d  jreached  me 
some  days  ago.     Tell  Muir  that  I  am  glad  of  his  promo- 
tion for  his  sake,  and  of  his  remaining  near  us  for  all 
our  sakes;  though  I  cannot  but  regret  Dr  Kennedy*! 
departure,  which  accounts  for  the  previous  earthquakes 
and  the  present  English  weather  in  this  climate.     With 
all  respect  to  my  medical  pastor,  I  have  to  announce  to 
him,  that   amongst  otlier   firebrands,    our  firemaster 
Parry  (just  landed)  has  disembarked  an  elect  blacksmith^ 
intrusted  with  three  hundred  and  twenty-twro   Greek 
Testaments.  1  have  given  him  all  facilities  in  my  power 
for  his  works  spiritual  and  temporal,  and  if  he  can  settle 
matters  as  easily  with  the  Greek  Archbishop  and  hie- 
rarchy, I  trust  that  neither  the  heretic  nor  the  supposed 
sceptic  will  be  accused  of  intolerance. 

u  By  the  way,  I  met  with  the  said  Archbishop  at  Ana- 
tolico  (where  1  went  by  invitation  of  the  Primates  a  few 
days  ago,  and  was  received  with  a  heavier  cannonade 
than  the  Turks  probably)  for  the  second  time  (I  had 
known  him  here  before);  and  he  and  P.  Mavrocordato, 
and  the  Chiefs  and  Primates  and  I,  all  dined  together) 
and  I  thought  the  metropolitan  the  merriest  of  the 
party,  and  a  very  good  Christian  for  all  that.  But 
Gamba  (we  got  wet  through  in  our  way  back)  has  been 
ill  with  a  fever  wxvi  c\\o\vc\  ^xA  \j»kft  has  been  out  of 


A.  D.  i8a4.  LIFE  OF  LORD  BYRON.  43  I 

-'  sorts  too,  and  so  have  some  others  of  the  people,  and  I 
:  have  heen  very  well, — except  that  I  caught  cold  yester- 
'  day  with  swearing  too  much  in  the  rain  at  the  Greeks, 
who  would  not  bear  a  hand  in  landing  the  Committee 
stores,  and  nearly  spoiled  our  combustibles;  but  I  turn- 
ed out  in  person,  and  made  such  a  row  as  set  them  in 
motion,  blaspheming  at  them  from  the  Government 
downwards,  till  they  actually  did  some  part  of  what  they 
ought  to  have  done  several  days  before,  and  this  is  es- 
teemed, as  it  deserves  .to  be,  a  wonder. 

u  Tell  Muir  that,  notwithstanding  his  remonstrances, 
which  I  receive  thankfully,  it  is  perhaps  best  that  I  should 
advance  with  the  troops;  for  if  we  do  not  do  something 
soon,  we  shall  only  have  a  third  year  of  defensive  ope- 
rations and  another  siege,  and  all  that.  We  hear  that 
the  Turks  are  coming  down  in  force,  and  sooner  than 
usual ;  and  as  these  fellows  dp  mind  me  a  little,  it  is  the 
opinion  that  I  should  go, — firstly,  because  they  will 
sooner  listen  to  a  foreigner  than  one  of  their  own  people, 
out  of  native  jealousies;  secondly,  because  the  Turks 
'  will  sooner  treat  or  capitulate  (if  such  occasion  should 
happen)  with  a  Frank  than  a  Greek;  and,  thirdly,  be- 
cause nobody  else  seems  disposed  to  take  the  responsi- 
bility— Mavrocordalo  being  very  busy  here,  the  foreign 
military  men  too  young  or  not  of  authority  enough  to 
be  obeyed  by  the  natives,  and  the  Chiefs  (as  aforesaid) 
inclined  to  obey  any  one  except,  or  rather  than,  one  of 
their  own  body.  As  for  me,  1  am  willing  to  do  what  I 
am  bidden,  and  to  follow  my  instructions.  I  neither 
seek  nor  shun  that  nor  any  thing  else  they  may  wish  me 
to  attempt ;  and  as  for  personal  safety,  besides  that  it 
ought  not  to  be  a  consideration,  I  take  it  that  a  man  is 
on  the  whole  as  safe  in  one  place  as  another;  and,  after 
all,  he  had  better  end  with  a  bullet  than.  W\V^mV^^ 
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bodv.  If  w'c  are  not  taken  off  with  the  sword,  we  SR 
like  to  marcli  off  with  an  a{jue  in  this  mud  basket;  anl 
to  conclude  with  a  very  bad  pun,  to  the  ear  rather  than 
to  the  eve,  better  martially^  tlian  marshally; — the  situa- 
tion of  Missolongbi  is  not  unknown  to  you.  Thedyka 
of  Holland  when  broken  down  are  the  Deserts  of  Arabii 
for  dryness,  in  comparison. 

u  And  now  for  the  sinews  of  war.  I  thank  you  and 
Mr  Barff  for  your  ready  answers,  which,  next  to  ready 
money,  is  a  pleasant  thing.  Besi^jies'the  assets,  and  ba* 
lance,  and  the  relics  of  the  Corgialegno  correspondence  , 
with  Le^jhorn  and  Genoa  (I  sold  the  do(j  flour,  tell  him, 
but  not  at  his  price),  I  shall  request  and  require,  from 
the  lH'(^innin(^  of  March  ensuing,  aboutfive  thousand  dol- 
lars every  two  months,  t.  e,  about  twenty-five  thousaDd 
within  the  current  year,  at  regular  intervals,  indepen- 
dent of  the  sums  now  negotiating.  I  can  show  you  do- 
cuments to  prove  that  these  are  considerably  within  my 
supplies  for  (he  year  in  more  ways  than  one;  but  I  do 
not  like  to  tell  the  Greeks  exactly  what  I  could  or  would 
advance  on  an  emergency,  because,  otlierwise,  they 
will  double  and  triple  their  demands  (a  disposition  that  . 
they  have  already  sufficiently  shown);  and  though  Iain 
willing  to  do  all  1  can  when  necessary,  yet  I  do  not  see 
why  they  should  not  help  a  little,  for  they  are  not  quite 
so  bare  as  they  pretend  to  be  by  some  accounts. 

a  February  7th,  1824. 
u  I  have  been  interrupted  by  the  arrival  of  Parry,  and 
afterwards  by  the  return  of  Hesketh,  who  has  not  brought 
an  answer  to  my  epistles,  which  rather  surprises  me. 
You  will  write  soon,  I  suppose.  Parry  seems  a  fine 
rough  subject,  but  will  hardly  be  ready  for  the  field  these 
three  weeks  •,  lie  audlNNxVi^xfeAVL^  be  able  to  draw  to- 
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gether, — at  least/ will  not  interfere  with  or  contradict 
him  in  his  own  department  He  complains  grievously  of 
the  mercantile  and  enthusymusy  part  of  the  Committee, 
but  greatly  praises  Gordon  and  Hume.  Gordon  would 
have  given  three  or  four  thousand  pounds  and  come  out 
himself^  but  Kennedy  or  somebody  else  disgusted  him, 
and  thus  they  have  spoiled  part  of  their  subscription 
and  cramped  their  operations.  Parry  says  B  *  *  *  is  a 
humbug,  to  which  I  say  nothing.  He  sorely  laments 
the  printing  and  civilising  expenses,  and  wishes  that 
there  was  not  a  Sunday-school  in  the  world,  or  any 
school  here  at  present,  save  and  except  always  an  aca- 
demy for  artilleryship. 

u  He  complained  also  of  the  cold,  a  little  to  my  sur- 
prise; firstly,  because  there  being  no  chimneys,  I  have 
used  myself  to  do  without  other  warmth  than  the  ani- 
mal heat  and  one's  cloak,  in  these  parts;  and  secondly, 
because  I  should  as  soon  have  expected  to  hear  a  volcano 
sneeze,  as  a  fire-master  (who  is  to  burn  a  whole  fleet) 
exclaim  against  the  atmosphere.  I  fully  expected  that 
his  very  approach  would  have  scorched  up  the  town 
like  the  burning-glasses  of  Archimedes. 

«\Vell,  it  seems  that  I  am  to  be  Commander-in-chief, 
and  the  post  is  by  no  means  a  sinecure,  for  we  are  not 
what  Major  Sturgeon  calls  'a  set  of  the  most  amicable 
officers.'  Whether  we  shall  have  '  a  boxing  bout  be- 
tween Captain  Sheers  and  the  Colonel,'  1  cannot  tell ; 
butj  between  Suliote  chiefs,  German  barons,  English 
volunteers,  and  adventurers  of  all  nations,  we  are  likely 
to  form  as  goodly  an  allied  army  as  ever  quarrelled 
beneath  the  same  banner. 

«  February  8th,  1824. 
«  Interrupted  again  by  business  y esteida:^  ^  ^xjA  Sx  vs* 
yoL.  IV.  ^^ 
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time  to  conclude  my  letter.    I  drew  some  tune  since  on 
Mr  DarfF  for  a   thousand  dollars,  to  complete  some 
money  wanted  by  the  Government.     The  said  Govern- 
ment g;ot  cash  on  that  bill  here  and  at  a  profit;  bot  the 
very  same  fellow  who  gave  it  to  them,  after  proposio; 
to   give   me  money  for  other  bills  on  BarfF  to  the 
amount  of  thirteen  hundred  dollars,  either  could  not, 
or  thought  better  of  it.     1  had  written  to  Barff  advising 
him,  but  had  afterwards  to  write  to  tell  faim  of  the  fel- 
low's having  not  come  up  to  time.     You  mast  really 
send  me  the  balance  soon.     I  have  the  artillerists  and 
my  Siiliotes  to  pay,  and  Heaven  knows  what  besides, 
and  as  every  thing  depends  upon  punctuality,  all  our 
operations  will  beat  a  standstill  unless  you  use  despatch. 
I  shall  send  to  Mr  Barff  or  to  you  further  bills  on  Eng- 
land for  three  thousand  pounds,  to  be  neg^otiated  as 
speedily  as  you  can.     I  have  already  stated  here  and 
formerly  the  sums  I  can  command  at  home  within  the 
year,— without  including  my  credits,  or  the  bills  already 
negotiated  or  negotiating,  as  Gorgialegno's  balance  of 
Mr  AV ebb's  letter, — and  my  letters  from  my  friends 
(received  by  Mr  Parry's  vessel),  confirm  what  I  have  al- 
ready stated.     How  much  I  may  require  in  the  course 
of  the  year,  I  can't  tell,  but  I  will  take  care  that  it  shall 
not  exceed  the  means  to  supply  it. 

«  Yours  ever, 

"  N.  B. 
«  P.S,— I  have  had,  by  desire  of  a  Mr  Jerostatiy  to  draw 
on  Demetrius  Delladecima  (is  it  our  friend  in  ultima 
analise?)  to  pay  the  Gommittee  expenses.  I  really  do 
not  understand  what  the  Gommittee  mean  by  some  of 
their  freedoms.  Parry  and  I  ^et  on  very  well  hitherto ' 
how  long  this  may  last.  Heaven  knows,  but  I  hope  it 
will,  for  a  good  AeaVfcT  \V\^  Greek  service  depends  upon 
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it,  but  he  has  already  had  some  miffs  vrith  Col.  S.,  and  I 
do  all  I  can  to  keep  the  peace  amongst  them.  However, 
Parry  is  a  fine  fellow,  extremely  active,  and  of  strong, 
80und,  practical  talents,  by  all  accounts.  Enclosed  are 
bills  for  three  thousand  pounds,  drawn  in  the  mode  di- 
rected (i.  e.  parcelled  out  in  smaller  bills).  A  good  op- 
portunity occurring  for  Cephalonia  to  send  letters  on, 
I  avail  myself  of  it.  Remember  me  to  Stevens  and  to 
all  friends.  Also  my  compliments  and  every  thing  kind 
to  the  colonels  and  officers. 

« 

«  February  gtL,  1 824. 
«  P.S. — 2d  or  3d.  I  have  reason  to  expect  a  person 
from  England  directed. with  papers  (on  business)  for  me 
to  sign,  somewhere  in  the  Islands,  by  and  by  ;  if  such 
should  arrive,  would  you  forward  him'  to  me  by  a  safe 
conveyance?  as  the  papers  regard  a  transaction  with  re- 
gard to  the  adjustment  of  a  lawsuit,  and  a  sum  of  several 
thousand  pounds,  which  I,  or  my  bankers  and  trustees 
for  me,  may  have  to  receive  (in  England)  in  consequence. 
The  time  of  the  probable  arrival  I  cannot  state,  but  the 
date  of  my  letters  is  the  2d  Nov.,  and  I  suppose  that  he 
ought  to  arrive  soon.» 

How  strong  were  the  hopes  which  even  tliose  who 
watched  him  most  observingly  conceived  from  the  whole 
tenor  of  his  conduct  since  his  arrival  at  Missolonghi, 
will  appear  from  the  following  words  of  Colonel  Stan- 
hope, in  one  of  his  letters  to  the  Greek  Committee. 

« Lord  Byron  possesses  all  the  means  of  playing  a 
great  part  in  the  glorious  revolution  of  Greece.  He  has 
talent;  he  professes  liberal  principles;  he  has  money; 
and  is  inspired  with  fervent  and  chivalrous  feelings. 
I  le  has  commenced  his  career  by  two  good  measures  i 
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ist,  by  recommending;  union,  and  declaring  himself  of 
no  party ;  and,  ^dly,  by  taking  5oo  Suliotes  into  pay, 
and  actm(;  as  their  chief.  These  acts  cannot  fail  to 
render  his  lordship  universally  popular,  and  propor- 
tionally powerful.  Thus  advantageously  circum- 
stanced, liis  lordship  will  have  an  opportunity  of  realiz- 
ing all  his  professions.)) 

That  the  inspirer,  however,  of  these  hopes  was  himself 
far  from  participating  in  them  is  a  fact  manifest  from 
all  he  said  and  wrote  on  the  subject,  and  but  adds  pain- 
fully to  the  interest  which  his  position  at  this  momeat 
excites.  Too  w^ell,  indeed,  did  he  both  understand  and 
feel  the  difHculties  into  which  he  was  plunged^to  deceive 
himself  into  any  such  sanguine  delusions.  In  one  only 
of  the  objects  to  which  he  had  looked  forward  with  any 
hope, — that  of  endeavouring  to  humanize,  by  his  ex- 
ample^ the  system  of  warfare  on  both  sides, — had  he  yet 
been  able  to  gratify  himself.  Not  many  days  after  his 
arrival  an  opportunity,  as  we  have  seen,  had  been  af- 
forded him  of  rescuing  an  unfortunate  Turk  out  of  the 
hands  of  some  Greek  sailors;  and^  towards  the  end  of 
the  month,  having  learned  tliat  there  were  a  few  Turkish 
prisoners  in  continement  at  Missolonghi,  he  requested 
of  the  Government  to  place  them  at  his  disposal,  that  he 
might  send  them  to  Yussuff  Pacha.  In  performing  thb 
act  of  humane  policy,  he  transmitted  with  the  rescued 
captives  the  following  letter. 
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LETTER  DXLI. 

TO    HIS   HIGHNESS    TUSSUFF    PACHA. 

«  Missolongbi^  23d  January^  i  824* 
u  HIGHNESS  ! 

«  A  vessel,  in  which  a  friend  and  some  domestics  of 
mine  were  emharked,  was  detained  a  few  days  ag^o,  and 
released  hy  order  of  your  Highness.  I  have  now  to 
thank  you;  not  for  liheratingf  the  vessel,  which,  as  car- 
rying a  neutral  flag,  and  heing  under  British  protection, 
no  one  had  a  right  to  detain  ;  hut  for  having  treated  my 
friends  with  so  much  kindness  while  they  were  in  your 
hands. 

« In  the  hope,  therefore,  that  it  may  not  he  altogether 
displeasing  to  your  Highness,  I  have  requested  the  go- 
vernor of  this  place  to  release  four  Turkish  prisoners, 
and  he  has  humanely  consented  to  do  so.  I  lose  no 
time,  therefore,  in  sending  them  hack,  in  order  to  make 
as  early  a  return  as  I  could  for  your  courtesy  on  the  late 
occasion.  These  prisoners  are  liberated  without  any 
conditions :  but,  should  the  circumstance  find  a  place 
in  your  recollection,  I  venture  to  beg,  that  your  High- 
ness will  treat  such  Greeks  as  may  henceforth  fall  into 
your  hands  with  humanity ;  more  especially  since  the 
horrors  of  war  are  sufficiently  great  in  themselves,  with- 
out being  aggravated  by  wanton  cruelties  on  either 

side. 

mNoel  Byron.  » 

Another  favourite  and,  as  it  appeared  for  some  time, 
practicable  object,  on  which  he  had  most  ardently  set 
his  heart,  was  the  intended  attack  w^ow  \jK^\>x^ — %.J 
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fortified  town  '  Avhich,  from  its  command  of  the  navi- 
l^ation  of  tlie  Gulf  of  Corinth,  is  a  position  of  the  first 
impirtance.     i>  Lord  Bvron,n  says  Colonel  Stanhope, in 
a  letter  dated  January  i4?  ^  burns  with  military  ardoor 
and  ckivahy,  and  will  accompany  the  expedition  to 
Lepanto.T     The  delay  of  Parry,  the  en{j[ineer,  who  bad 
been  for  ^ome  months  anxiously  expected  with  the  sup- 
plies necessary  for  the  formation  of  a  brig^ade  of  artil- 
lery. h:id  hitherto  paralysed  the  preparations  for  this 
important  enterprise;  though,  in  the  nnean  time,  what- 
ever little  could  he  effected,  without  his  aid,  had  been 
put  in  pro(;ress,  both  by  the  appointment  of  a  brigade 
of  Suliotes  to  act  under  Lord  Byron,  and  by  the  forma- 
tion, at  the  joint  expense  of  his  lordship  and  Colonel 
Stanhope,  of  a  small  corps  of  artillery. 

It  was  towards  the  latter  end  of  Januar>',  as  we  have 
seen,  that  Lord  Byron  received  his  regular  commission 
from  the  Government,  as  Commander  of  the  expedition. 
In  conferring  upon  him  full  powers,  both  civil  and  mi- 
litary, they  appointed,  at  the  same  time,  a  Military* 
Council  to  accompany  him,  composed  of  the  most  expe- 
rienced Chieftains  of  the  army,  with  Nota  Bozzari,  the 
uncle  of  the  fiimous  warrior,  at  their  head. 

It  had  been  expected  that,  among  the  stores  sent  with 
Parry,  there  would  be  a  supply  of  Congreve  rockets,— 
an  instrument  of  warfare  of  which  such  wonders  had 
been  related  to  the  Greeks  as  filled  their  imag^i nations 
with  the  most  absurd  ideas  of  its  powers.  Their  disap- 
pointment, therefore,  on  finding  that  the  engineer  had 
come  unprovided  with  these  missiles,  was  excessive. 
Another  lioi)e,  too, — that  of  being  enabled  to  complete 

'  'I'hc  aiiciont  Nniipaclus,  called  Kpacto  by  the  modern  Greeks,  and 
Lcj)anto  by  the  lia\\an«. 
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an  artiUery  corps  by  the  accession  of  those  Germans 
who  had  been  sent  for  into  the  Morea, — was  found  al- 
most equally  fallacious;  that  body  of  men  having,  from 
the  death  or  retirement  of  those  who  originally  com- 
posed it,  nearly  dwindled  away ;  and  the  few  officers  that 
now  came  to  serve  being,  from  their  fantastic  notions 
of  rank  and  etiquette,  far  more  troublesome  than  use- 
ful. In  addition  to  these  discouraging  circumstances, 
the  five  Speziot  ships  of  war  which  had  for  some  time 
formed  the  sole  protection  of  Missolonghi  were  now  re- 
turned to  their  home,  and  had  left  their  places  to  be 
filled  by  the  enemy's  squadron. 

Perplexing  as  were  all  these  difficulties  in  the  way  of 
the  expedition,  a  still  more  formidable  embarrassment 
presented  itself  in  the  turbulent  and  almost  mutinous 
disposition  of  those  Suliote  troops  on  whom  he  mainly 
depended  for  success  in  his  undertaking.  Presuming 
as  well  upon  his  wealth  and  generosity  as  upon  their 
own  military  importance,  these  unruly  warriors  had 
never  ceased  to  rise  in  the  extravagance  of  their  de- 
mands upon  him ; — the  wholly  destitute  and  homeless 
state  of  their  families  at  this  moment  affording  but 
too  well  founded  a  pretext  both  for  their  exaction  and 
discontent.  Nor  were  their  leaders  much  more  amen- 
able to  management  than  themselves,  u There  were,» 
says  Count  Gamba,  u  six  heads  of  families  among  them, 
all  of  whom  had  equal  pretensions  both  by  their  birth 
and  their  exploits ;  and  none  of  whom  would  obey  any 
one  of  his  comrades.)) 

A  serious  riot  to  which,  about  the  middle  of  January, 
these  Suliotes  had  given  rise,  and  in  which  some  lives 
were  lost,  had  been  a  source  of  much  irritation  and 
anxiety  to  Lord  Byron,  as  vvell  from  the  ill-blood  it  was 
likely  to  engender  between  his  troops  and  thecitizens^a^ 
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from  the  little  dependence  it  gave  him  encoaragement 
to  place  upon  materials  so  unmanageable.  Notwidh 
standin(j  all  this,  however,  neither  his  eagerness  nor  his 
efforts  for  the  accomplishment  of  tliis  sole  personal  ob- 
ject of  his  ambition  ever  relaxed  a  single  instant.  To 
whatever  little  fjlory  was  to  he  won  by  the  attack  upon 
Lepanto,  he  looked  forward  as  his  only  reward  feral! 
the  sacrifices  lie  was  making.  In  his  conversations  with 
Count  Gamba  on  the  subject,  atliough  he  joked  a  good 
deal,))  says  this  gentleman,  a  about  his  post  of  ^Archi- 
8trate(j[os,'  or  Commander  in  Chief,  it  was  plain  that  the 
romance  and  the  peril  of  the  undertaking  were  (preat 
allurements  to  him.n  When  we  combine,  indeed,  hii 
determination  to  stand,  at  all  hazards,  by  the  cause, 
with  the  very  faint  hopes  his  sagacious  mind  would  let 
him  indul(^e  as  to  his  power  of  serving  it,  I  have  little 
doubt  that  the  u  soldier's  graven  which,  in  his  own  beao- 
tiful  verses,  he  marked  out  for  himself,  was  no  idle  dream 
of  poetry  ;  but  that,  on  the  contrary,  his  u  wish  was  fa- 
ther to  the  thought,))  and  that  to  an  honourable  death, 
in  some  such  achievement  as  that  of  storming  Lepanto, 
he  looked  forward,  not  only  as  the  sole  means  of  re- 
dctcming  worthily  the  great  pledge  he  had  now  given, 
but  as  the  most  signal  and  lasting  service  that  a  name 
like  his, — echoed,  as  it  would  then  be,  among  the  watch- 
words of  Liberty,  from  age  to  age, — could  bequeath  to 
her  cause. 

In  the  midst  of  these  cares  he  was  much  gratified  by 
the  receipt  of  a  letter  from  an  old  friend  of  his,  Andrea 
Koiido,  whom  he  had  made  acquaintance  with  in  his 
rarly  travels  in  1809,  and  who  was  at  that  period  a  rich 
pro|)rietor,  under  the  Turks,  in  the  Morea.'     This  pa- 

'  This  brave  Moriote,  when  Lord  Byron  first  knew  him,  was  ]>arlicu- 
Idi'ly  Ijoyish  in  \m  a4\^ecl  anA.  toaMxec*,  \>\>x.  *vI'J^  ^^t\%Vved^  under  this 
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triotic  Greek  was  one  of  the  foremost  to  raise  the  stan- 
dard of  the  Cross,  and  at  the  present  moment  stood  dis- 
tinguished among  the  supporters  of  the  Legislative 
Body  and  of  the  new  national  Government,  The  follow- 
ing is  a  translation  of  Lord  Byron's  answer  to  his  letter. 


LETTER  DXLIL 

TO    LONDO. 
U  DEAR  FRIEND, 

«  The  sight  of  your  handwriting  gave  me  the  greatest 
pleasure.  Greece  has  ever  heen  for  me,  as  it  must  he 
for  all  men  of  any  feeling  or  education,  the  promised 
land  of  valour,  of  the  arts,  and  of  liberty;  nor  did  the 
time  I  passed  in  my  youth  in  travelling  among  her 
ruins  at  all  chill  my  affectionfor  the  birthplace  of  heroes. 
In  addition  to  this,  I  am  bound  to  yourself  by  ties  of 
friendship  and  gratitude  for  the  hospitality  which  I  ex- 
perienced from  you  during  my  stay  in  that  country,  of 
which  you  are  now  become  one  of  the  first  defenders 
and  ornaments.  To  see  myself  serving,  by  your  side 
and  under  your  eyes,  in  the  cause  of  Greece,  will  be  to 
me  one  of  the  happiest  events  of  my  life.  In  the  mean 
time,  with  the  hope  of  our  again  meeting, 

a  I  am,  as  ever,  etc.» 

exterior,  a  mature  spirit  of  patriotism  vhich  occasionally  broke  forth, 
and  the  noble  poet  used  to  relate  that,  one  day,  "while  they  were  playing 
at  drau{jhts  together,  on  the  name  of  Riga  being  pronounced,  Londo 
leaped  from  the  table,  and  clapping  violently  his  hands,  began  singing 
the  famous  son"^  of  that  ill-fated  patriot : 

Sons  of  the  Greeks,  arise ! 
The  glorious  hour's  gone  forib. 
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Aniondf  the  less  serious  embarrassments  of  his  pas-  |j 
tioii  at  this  period  maybe  mentioned  the  strug£;1e  mail' 
taincd  a(][ainst  him  by  his  colleague,  Colonel  Stanhope, 
— with  a  de(jree  of  conscientious  perseverance  vhick 
oven  while  thwarted  by  it,  he  could  not  but  respect,- 
on  the  subject  of  a  Free  Press,  which  it  was  one  of  tie 
favourite  objects  of  his  fellow-agent  to  bring  instantk 
into  operation  in  all  parts  of  Greece.  On  this  im- 
portant point  their  opinions  differed  considerably;  and 
the  following  report,  by  Colonel  Stanhope,  of  one  d 
tlicir  many  convei'sations  on  the  subject,  may  be  takea 
as  a  fair  and  concise  statement  of  their  respective  vieirSi 

a  Lord  Bvron  said  that  he  was  an  ardent  friend  of 
publicity  and  the  press;  but  that  he  feared  it  was  not 
applicable  to  this  society  in  its  present  combnstiUe 
state.     I  answered  that  I  thought  it  applicable  to  al 
countries,  and  essential  here,  in  order  to  put  an  end  to 
the  state  of  anarchy  which  at  present  prevailed.  Lord& 
feared  libels  and  licentiousness.    I  said  that  the  oliject 
of  a  free  press  was  to  check  public  licentiousness,  and 
to  expose  libellers  to  odium.     Lord  B.  had  mentioned 
his  conversation  with  Mavrocordato  <  to  show  that  the 
Prince  was  not  hostile  to  the  press.     I  declared  that  I 
knew  him  to  be  an  enemy  to  the  press,  although  be 
dared  not  openly  to  avow  it.     His  lordship  then  said 
that  he  had  not  made  up  his  mind  about  the  liberty  of 
the  press  in  Greece^  but  that  he  thought  the  experiment 
worth  trying.)) 

'  Ix)rd  Byron  had,  it  seems,  acknowledged,  on  the  preceding  eTeningt 
his  havin,**  remarked  to  Prince  Mavrocordato,  that  « if  he  were  in  Ui 
situation,  he  mvouM  have  placed  the  press  under  a  censor,*  to  which  ik 
Prince  had  replied,  «  No ;  the  liberty  of  the  press  is  guaranteed  by  the 
Constitution.* 
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I      That  between  two  men,  both  eager  in  the  service  of 
I  one  common  cause,  there  should  arise  a  difference  of 
f  opinion  as  to  the  means  of  serving  it,  is  but  a  natural 
I  resuh  of  the  varieties  of  human  judgment,  and  detracts 
I  nothing  from  the  zeal  or  sincerity  of  either.    But  by 
1  those  who  do  not  suffer  themselves  to  be  carried  away 
by  a  theory,  it  will  be  conceded,  I  think,  that  the  scru- 
ples professed  by  Lord  Byron  with  respect  to  the  ex- 
i  pedience  or  safety  of  introducing  what  is  called  a  Free 
Press  into  a  country  so  little  advanced  in  civilisation  as 
Greece,  were  founded  on  just  views  of  human  nature 
and  practical  good  sense.    To  endeavour  to  force  upon 
a  state  of  society,  so  unprepared  for  them,  such  full- 
grown  institutions;  to  think  of  engrafting,  at  once,  on 
an  ignorant  people  the  fruits  of  long  knowledge  and 
cultivation, — of  importing  among  them,  ready  made, 
those  advantages  and  blessings  which  no  nation  ever 
attained  but  by  its  own  working  out,  nor  ever  was  fitted 
to  enjoy  but  by  having  first  struggled  for  them, — to 
harbour  even  a  dream  of  the  success  of  such  an  experi- 
ment, implies  a  sanguineness  almost  incredible,  and 
such  as,  though,  in  the  preseril  instance,  indulged  by 
the  political  economist  and    soldier,  was,  as  we  have 
seen,  beyond  the  poet. 

The  enthusiastic  and^  in  many  respects,  well  founded 
confidence  with  which  Colonel  Stanhope  appealed  to 
the  authority  of  Mr  Bentham  on  most  of  the  points  at 
issue  between  himself  and  Lord  Byron^  was,  from  that 
natural. antipathy  which  exists  between  political  econo- 
mists and  poets, 4)ut  little  sympathized  in  by  the  latter; 
— such  appeals  being  always  met  by  him  with  those 
sallies  of  ridicule,  which  he  found  the  best-humoured 
vent  for  his  impatience  under  argument^  and  to  which, 
notwithstanding  the  venerable  uaiae  axi^  ?««^v:r&  ^s^V 
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Mr  I^entham  himself,  die  quackery  of  much  that  ispn- 
inulgated  by  his  followers  presented,  it  must  be  owoei, 
ample  scope.  Romantic,  indeed,  as  was  Lord  Byron's 
sacrifice  of  himself  to  the  cause  of  Greece,  there  wasii 
the  views  he  took  of  the  means  of  serving  her  not  a  tinge 
of  the  unsubstantial  or  speculative.  The  (jrand,  prtt- 
tical  task  of  freeing  her  from  her  tyrants  was  his  fint 
and  main  object.  lie  knew  that  slavery  was  the  gicii 
bar  to  Knowledge,  and  must  be  broken  through  befixc 
her  light  could  come;  that  the  work  of  the  sword  must 
tlierefore  precede  that  of  the  pen,  and  camps  be  the  fint 
schools  of  Freedom. 

With  such  sound  and  manly  views  of  the  true  exi- 
gencies of  the  crisis,  it  is  not  wonderful  that  he  shoaU 
view  with  impatience,  and  something,  perhaps,  of  con- 
tempt, all  that  premature  apparatus  of  printing-presses, 
pedagogues,  etc.,  with  which  the  Philbellenes  of  the 
London  Committee  were,  in  their  rage  for  u  utilitarian- 
ism," encumbering  him.  Nor  were  "some  of  the  cop 
respondents  of  this  body  much  more  solid  in  their  spe 
culations  than  themselves;  one  intelligent  gentleman 
having  suggested,  as  a  means  of  conferring  signal  ad- 
vantages on  the  cause,  an  alteration  of  the  Greek  al- 
}>liabet. 

Though  feeling,  as  strongly,  perhaps,  as  Lord  Byron, 
the  importance  of  the  great  object  of  their  missioD,— 
that  of  rousing  and,  what  was  far  more  difBcult,  com- 
bining against  the  common  foe  the  enei^ies  of  the 
country, — Colonel  Stanhope  was  also  one  of  those  who 
thought  that  the  lif^hts  of  their  great  master,  Bentham, 
and  thd  operations  of  a  press  unrestrictedly  free,  were 
no  loss  essential  instruments  towards  the  advancement 
of  the  strug(;le ,  and  in  this  opinion,  as  we  have  seen, 
the  poet  and  ttvauo^\v\fct^\.\«<i^vli«vA^^\x!Lthe  soldier. 
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But  it  was  such  a  difference  as,  between  men  of  frank 
and  fair  minds,  may  arise  without  either  reproach  to 
themselves,  or  danger  to  their  cause, — a  strife  of  opi- 
nion which,  though  maintained  with  heat,  may  he  re- 
membered without  bitterness,  and  which,  in  the  prie- 
sent  instance,  neither  prevented  Byron,  at  the  close  [of 
one  of  their  warmest  altercations,  from  exclaiming  gene- 
rously to  his  opponent,  «  Give  me  that  honest  right 
hand,»  nor  withheld  the  other  from  pouring  forth,  at 
the  grave  of  his  colleague,  a  strain  of  eulogy '  not  the 
less  cordial  for  being  discriminatingly  shaded  with  cen- 
sure, nor  less  honourable  to  the  illustrious  dead  for 
being  the  tribute  of  one  who  had  once  manfully  dif- 
fered with- him. 

Towards  the  middle  of  February,  the  indefatigable 
activity  of  Mr  Parry  having  brought  the  artillery  brigade 
into  such  a  state  of  forwardness  as  to  be  almost  ready 
for  service,  an  inspection  of  theSuliote  corps  took  place, 
preparatory  to  the  expedition ;  and  after  much  of  the 
usual  deception  and  unmanageableness  on  their  part, 
every  obstacle  appeared  to  be  at  length  surmounted.  It 
was  agreed  that  they  should  receive  a  month's  pay  in 
advance; — Count  Gamba,  with  3oo  of  their  corps,  as  a 
vanguard,  was  to  mafch  next  day  and  take  up  a  posi- 
tion under  Lepanto,  and  Lord  Byron  with  the  main 
body  and  the  artillery  was  speedily  to  follow. 

New  difficulties,  however,  were  soon  started  by  these 
untractable  mercenaries ;  and  under  the  instigation,  as 
was  discovered  afterwards,  of  the  great  rival  of  Mavro- 
cordato,  Colocotroni,  who  had  sent  emissaries  into 
Missolonghi  for  the  purpose  of  seducing  them,  they 

*  Sketch  of  Lord  Byron. — See  Colonel  Sunhope's  «  Greece  in  1823, 
|824>  etc.* 
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now  put  forward  their  exactions  in  a  new  shape,  br 
requiriii(j  of  the  Government  to  appoint,  out  of  tiieir 
number,  two  (jenerals,  two  colonels,  two  captains,  mi 
inferior  officers  in  the  same  proportion  : — ainshoU,* 
says  Count  Gamba,  u  that,  out  of  three  or  four  hundred 
actual  Suliotes,  there  should  be  about  one  hundred  and 
fifty  above  the  rank  of  common  soldiers. »  The  audi' 
cious  dishonesty  of  this  demand, — beyond  w^hat  heconid 
have  expected  even  from  Greeks, — roused  all  Lord  By- 
ron's ra(;e,  and  he  at  once  si(];nified  to  the  whole  bodf. 
throu(>[h  Count  Gamba,  that  all  neg^otiation  between 
them  and  himself  was  at  an  end;  that  he  could  no 
]on{|^er  have  any  confidence  in  persons  so  little  true  to 
their  en(];a(]^e  men  ts;  and  that  thou(jh  the  relief  which  be 
had  afforded  to  their  families  should  still  be  continued, 
all  his  ag^reements  with  them,  as  a  body,  must  be 
thenceforward  void. 

It  was  on  the  i4th  of  February  that  this  rupture 
with  the  Suliotes  took  place ;  and  thoug^h,  on  the  fd- 
lowing^  day,  in  consequence  of  the  full  submission  of 
their  Cliiefs,  they  were  a(][ain  received  into  his  lord- 
ship's service  on  his  own  terms,  the  whole  affair,  com- 
bined with  tlic  various  other  difHculties  that  now  beset 
him,  a(][itatod  his  mind  considerably..  lie  saw  with  pain 
that  he  sliould  but  place  in  peril  both  the  cause  of  Greece 
and  his  own  character,  by  at  all  relying,  in  such  an  en- 
terprise, upon  troops  whom  any  intrig^uer  could  thus  se- 
duce from  their  duty ;  and  that,  till  some  more  regular 
force  could  be  or(];anised,  the  expedition  against  Lepanto 
must  be  suspended. 

While  these  vexatious  events  were  occurring,  the  in- 
terruption of  his  accustomed  exercise  by  the  rains  but 
increased  the  irritability  that  such  delays  were  calculated 
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to  excite ;  and  the  whole  together,  no  douht,  concurred 
with  whatever  predisposing^  tendencies  were  already  in 
his  constitution,  to  bring  on  that  convulsive  fit, — the 
forerunner  of  his  death, — which,  on  the  evening  of  the 
i5th  of  February,  seized  him.  He  was  sitting,  at  about 
eight  o'clock,  with  only  Mr  Parry  and  Mr  Hesketh,  in 
the  apartment  of  Colonel  Stanhope, — talking  jestingly 
upon  one  of  his  favourite  topics,  the  differences  between 
himself  and  this  latter  gentleman,  and  saying  that  »  he 
believed,  after  all,  the  author's  brigade  would  be  ready 
before  the  soldier's  printing-press. »  There  was  an  un- 
usual flush  in  his  face,  and  from  the  rapid  changes  of 
his  countenance  it  was  manifest  that  he  was  suffering 
under  some  nervous  agitation.  He  then  complained  of 
being  thirsty,  and,  calling  for  some  cider,  drank  of  it ; 
upon  which,  a  still  greater  change  being  observable  over 
his  features,  he  rose  from  his  seat,  but  was  unable  to 
walk,  and,  after  staggering  forward  a  step  or  two,  fell 
■  into  Mr  Parry's  arms.  In  another  minute,  his  teeth 
were  closed,  his  speech  and  senses  gone,  and  he  was  in 
strong  convulsions.  So  violent,  indeed,  were  his  strug- 
gles, that  it  required  all  the  strength  both  of  Mr  Parry 
and  his  servant  Tita  to  hold  him  during  the  fit.  His 
face,  too,  was  much  distorted,  and,  as  he  told  Count 
Gamba  afterwards,  »so  intense  were  his  sufferings  dur- 
ing the  convulsion,  that,  had  it  lasted  but  a  minute 
longer,  he  believed  he  must  have  died.»  The  fit  was, 
however,  as  short  as  it  was  violent;  in  a  few  minutes 
his  speech  and  senses  returned ;  his  features,  though  still 
pale  and  haggard,  resumed  their  natural  shape,  and  no 
effect  remained  from  the  attack  but  excessive  weakness. 
<c  As  soon  as  he  could  speak, )?  says  Count  Gamba,  ahe 
showed  himself  perfectly  free  from  all  alarm  ;  but  he 
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very  coolly  asked  whether  his  attack  was  likely  to  prove 
fatal.  '  Let  me  know,'  he  said : '  do  not  think  I  am  afraid 
to  die — I  am  not.' » 

This  painful  event  had  not  occurred  more  than  half 
an  hour,  when  a  report  was  hrou(>ht  that  the  Suliotes 
were  up  in  arms,  and  about  to  attack  the  seraglio,  for 
the  purpose  of  seizin^];  the  magazines.  Instantly  Lord 
Byron's  friends  ran  to  the  arsenal;  the  artillery-men 
were  ordered  under  arms ;  the  sentinels  doubled,  and 
the  cannon  loaded  and  pointed  on  the  approaches  to  the 
gates.  Though  the  alarm  proved  to  be  false,  the  very 
likelihood  of  such  an  attack  shows  sufficiently  how  pre- 
carious was  the  state  of  Missolonghi  at  this  moment, 
and  in  what  a  scene  of  peril,  confusion,  and  uncomfoit, 
the  now  nearly  numbered  days  of  England's  poet  were 
to  close. 

On  the  following  morning  he  was  found  to  be  better, 
hut  still  pale  and  weak,  and  complained  much  of  a  sen- 
sation of  weight  in  his  head.  The  doctors,  therefore, 
thought  it  right  to  apply  leeches  to  his  temples ;  but  found 
it  difficult,  on  their  removal,  to  stop  the  blood,  which 
continued  to  flow  so  copiously,  that  from  exhaustion  he 
fainted.  It  must  have  been  on  this  day  that  the  scene 
thus  described  by  Colonel  Stanhope  occurred :  — 

«  Soon  after  his  dreadful  paroxysm,  when  faint  with 
over-bleeding,  he  was  lying  on  his  sick  bed,  with  his 
whole  nervous  system  completely  shaken,  the  mutinous 
Suliotes,  covered  with  dirt  and  splendid  attires,  broke 
into  his  apartment,  brandishing  their  costly  arms,  and 
loudly  demanding  their  wild  rights.  Lord  Byron,  elec- 
trified by  this  unexpected  act,  seemed  to  recover  from  his 
sickness;  and  the  more  the  Suliotes  raged,  the  more  his 
calm  courage  triumphed.  The  scene  was  truly  sub- 
lime.)) 
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Another  eye-witness,  Count  Gamba,  bears  similar  tes- 
timony to  the  presence  of  mind  with  which  he  fronted 
this  and  all  other  such  danglers.  « It  is  impossible,))  says 
this  gentleman,  u  to  do  justice  to  the  coolness  and  mag^- 
nanimity  which  he  displayed  upon  every  trying  occa- 
sion. Upon  trifling  occasions  he  was  certainly  irritable; 
but  the  aspect  of  danger  calmed  him  in  an  instant,  and 
restored  to  him  the  free  exercise  of  all  the  powers  of  his 
noble  nature.  A  more  undaunted  man  in  the  hour  of 
peril  never  breathed.)) 

The  letters  written  by  him  during  the  few  following 
weeks  form,  as  usual,  the  best  record  of  his  proceedings, 
and,  besides  the  sad  interest  they  possess  as  being  among 
the  latest  from  his  hand,  are  also  precious,  as  affording 
proof  that  neither  illness  nor  disappointment,  neither  a 
worn-out  frame  nor  even  a  hopeless  spirit,  could  lead 
him  for  a  moment  to  think  of  abandoning  the  great 
cause  he  had  espoused ;  while  to  the  last,  too,  he  pre- 
served unbroken  the  cheerful  spring  of  his  mind,  his 
manly  endurance  of  all  ills  that  affected  but  himself, 
and  his  ever-wakefiil  consideration  for  the  wants  of 
others. 

LETTER   DXLIII. 

TO   MR    BARFF. 

u  February  2 1 . 

u  I  am  a  good  deal  better,  though  of  course  weakly; 
the  leeches  took  too  much  blood  from  my  temples  the 
day  after,  and  there  was  some  difficulty  in  stopping  it, 
but  I  have  since  been  up  daily,  and  out  in  boats  or  on 
horseback.  To-day  I  have  taken  a  warm-bath,  and  live 
as  temperately  as  can  well  be,  without  any  liquid  but 
water,  and  without  animal  food. 
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«  Besides  the  four  Turks  sent  toPatras,  I  have  obtained 
the  release  of  four-and-twenty  women  and  children^  and 
sent  them  at  my  own  expense  to  Prevesa,  that  the  Eng- 
lish Consul-General  may  consigpn  them  to  their  rela- 
tions. I  did  this  by  their  own  desire.  Matters  here 
are  a  little  embroiled  with  the  Suliotes  and  foreigners, 
etc.,  but  I  still  hope  better  things^  and  will  stand  by  the 
cause  as  lon{j  as  my  health  and  circumstances  will  pa^ 
mit  me  to  be  supposed  useful.' 

t(  I  am  obliged  to  support  the  Government  here  for 
the  present,  tt 

The  prisoners  mentioned  in  this  letter  as  having  been 
released  by  him  and  sent  to  Prevesa,  had  been  held  in 
captivity  at  Missolonghi  since  the  beginning  of  the  Re 
volution.  The  following  was  the  letter  which  he  for- 
warded with  them  to  the  English  Consul  at  Prevesa. 


LETTER  DXLIV. 

TO  MR  MATER. 
u  SIR; 

u  Coming  to  Greece,  one  of  my  principal  objects  was 
to  alleviate  as  much  as  possible  the  miseries  incident  to 
a  warfare  so  cruel  as  the  present.  When  the  dictates 
of  humanity  are  in  question,  I  know  no  difference  be 
tween  Turks  and  Greeks.  It  is  enough  that  those  who 
want  assistance  are  men,  in  order  to  claim  the  pity  and 
protection  of  the  meanest  pretender  to  humane  feelings. 

^  In  a  letter  to  the  same  gentleman,  dated  January  a^,  he  had  alreadv 
said,  «  I  hope  that  things  here  ytiW  go  on  well  some  time  or  other.  I 
will  Slick  by  l\\cca\x?.e  a%\ow^^%^c^>\%^«.\>&vs^ — first  or  second,  a 
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I  have  found  here  twenty-four  Turks,  includin(j  women 
and  children,  who  have  long  pined  in  distress,  far  from 
the  means  of  support  and  the  consolations  of  their  home. 
The  Government  has  consigned  them  to  me:  I  transmit 
them  to  Prevesa,  whither  they  desire  to  he  sent.  I  hope 
you  will-  not  object  to  take  care  that  they  may  be  res- 
tored to  a  place  of  safety,  and  that  the  Governor  of  your 
town  may  accept  of  my  present.  The  best  recompense 
I  can  hope  for  would  be  to  find  that  I  had  inspired  the 
Ottoman  commanders  with  the  same  sentiments  to- 
wards those  unhappy  Greeks  who  may  hereafter  fall 
into  their  hands. 

«  I  beg  you  to  believe  me,  etc.  » 


LETTER  DXLV. 

TO  THE  HONOURABLE  DOUGLAS  KINNAIRD. 

«  Missolonghi,  February  21st,  1824* 
« I  have  received  yours  of  the  2d  of  November.  It  is 
essential  that  the  money  should  be  paid,  as  I  have  drawn 
for  it  all,  and  more  too,  to  help  the  Greeks.  Parry  is 
here,  and  he  and  I  agree  very  well ;  and  all  is  going  on 
hopefully  for  the  present,  considering  circumstances. 

«  We  shall  have  work  this  year,  for  the  Turks  are 
coming  down  in  force;  and, as  for  me,  I  must  stand  by 
the  cause.  I  shall  shortly  march  (according  to  orders) 
against  Lepanto,  with  two  thousand  men.  I  have  been 
here  some  time,  after  some  narrow  escapes  from  the 
Turks,  and  also  from  being  shipwrecked.  We  were 
twice  upon  the  rocks,  but  this  you  will  have  heard, 
truly  or  falsely,  through  other  channels,  and  I  do  not 
wish  to  bore  you  with  a  long  story. 


i 


4^):^  NOTICES  OF  THE  a.  o.  18*4. 

«  So  far  I  have  sncceeded  in  supporting^  the  GoTetor 
ment  of  Western  Greece,  which  would  otherwise  hate 
been  dissolved.  If  you  have  received  the  eleven  tboo- 
sand  and  odd  pounds,  these,  with  what  I  have  in  hand, 
and  my  income  for  the  current  year,  to  say  nothing  of 
contingencies,  will,  or  might,  enable  me  to  keep  the  ^n- 
news  of  war'  properly  strung.  If  the  deputies  behoneit 
fellows,  and  obtain  the  loan,  they  will  repay  the  £4ooo, 
as  agreed  upon ;  and  even  then  I  shall  save  little,  or  in- 
deed less  thanlittle,  since  I  am  maintaining^  nearly  ik 
whole  machine — in  this  place,  at  least — at  my  own 
cost.  But  let  the  Greeks  only  succeed,  and  I  don't  care 
for  myself. 

u  I  have  been  very  seriously  unwell,  but  am  getting 
better,  and  can  ride  about  again ;  so  pray  quiet  our 
friends  on  that  score. 

((It  is  not  true  that  I  ever  did^  willy  would ^  could  or 
should  write  a  satire  against  Gifford,  or  a  hair  of  his 
head.  I  always  considered  him  as  my  literary  father, 
and  myself  as  his  '  prodigal  son ;'  and  if  I  have  allowed 
his  '  fatted  calf  to  grow  to  an  ox  before  he  kills  it  on 
my  return,  it  is  only  because  I  prefer  beef  to  veal. 

(( Yours,  etc. » 


LETTER  DXLVI. 

i 

TO  MR  BARFF. 

«  February  a3d. 
«  My  health  seems  improving,  especially  from  riding 
and  the  warm  bath.     Six  Englishmen*  will  be  soon  in 

•  The  workmeu  who  came  out  viih  Parry,  and  who,  alarmed  by  ihe 
scene  of  confusion  and  danger  they  found  at  Missolonglii,  had  resolved 
to  return  home. 
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y  quarantine  at  Zante ;  they  are  artificers,  and  have  had 
enough  of  Greece  in  fourteen  days.  If  you  could  re- 
commend them  to  a  passage  home,  I  would  thank  you ; 
they  are  good  men  enough,  hut  do  not  quite  understand 
the  little  discrepancies  in  these  countries,  and  are  not 
used  to  see  shooting  and  slashing  in  a  domestic  quiet 
way,  or  (as  it  forms  here)  a  part  of  housekeeping. 

a  If  they  should  want  any  thing  during  their  quaran- 
tine, you  can  advance  them  not  more  than  a  dollar  a 
day  (amongst  them)  for  that  period,  to  purchase  them 
some  little  extras  as  comforts  (as  they  are  quite  out  of 
their  element).     I  cannot  afford  them  more  at  present.)) 

The  following  letter  to  Mr  Murray,— which  it  is  most 
gratifying  to  have  to  produce^  as  the  last  completing 
link  of  a  long  friendship  and  correspondence  which  had 
been  but  for  a  short  time,  and  through  the  fault  only  of 
others,  interrupted, — contains  such  a  summary  of  the 
chief  events  now  passing  round  Lord  Byron,  as  with  the 
assistance  of  a  few  notes,  will  render  any  more  detailed 
narrative  unnecessary. 


LETTER  DXLVII. 

TO   MR    MURRAY. 

« MissoloDghi,  February  25th,  1824. 
«  I  have  heard  from  Mr  Douglas  Kinnaird  that  you 
state  '  a  report  of  a  satire  on  Mr  Gifford  having  arrived 
from  Italy,  said  to  be  written  by  me !  but  that  you  do 
not  believe  it.'  I  dare  say  you  do  not,  nor  any  body 
else,  I  should  think.  "Whoever  asserts  that  I  am  the 
author  or  abettor  of  any  thing  of  the  kind  on  Gifford,  ^ 
lies  in  his  throat.     If  any  such  composition  exists^  vlvu^V 
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none  of  mine.  You  know  as  well  as  any  body  upon 
whom  I  have  or  have  not  written ;  and  you  also  know 
whether  they  do  or  did  not  deserve  that  same.  And  so 
much  for  such  matters. 

(( You  will  perhaps  be  anxious  to  hear  some  news  from 
this  part  of  Greece  (which  is  the  most  liable  to  iavasion); 
but  you  will  hear  enough  through  public  and  private 
channels.  I  will,  however,  give  you  the  events  of  a 
week,  mingling  my  own  private  peculiar  with  the  pub- 
lic, for  we  are  here  a  little  jumbled  together  at  present. 

«  On  Sunday  (the  1 5th,  I  believe),  I  had  a  strong  and 
sudden  convulsive  attack,  which  left  me  speechless, 
though  not  motionless — for  some  strong  men  could  not 
hold  me;  but  whether  it  was  epilepsy,  catalepsy,  cachexy, 
or  apoplexy,  or  what  other  exy  or  epsy,  the  doctors  have 
not  decided ;  or  whether  it  was  spasmodic  or  nervous, 
etc. ;  but  it  was  very  unpleasant,  and  nearly  carried  me 
off,  and  all  that.  On  Monday,  they  put  leeches  to  my 
temples,  no  difHcult  matter,  but  the  blood  could  not  be 
stopped  till  eleven  at  night  (they  had  gone  too  near  the 
temporal  artery  for  my  temporal  safety),  and  neither 
styptic  nor  caustic  would  cauterize  the  orifice  till  after 
a  hundred  attempts. 

«  On  Tuesday,  a  Turkish  brig  of  war  ran  on  shore. 
On  Wednesday,  great  preparations  being  made  to  attack 
her,  though  protected  by  her  consorts,'  the  Turb 
burned  her  and  retired  to  Patras.  On  Thursday  a  quar- 
rel ensued  between  the  Suliotes  and  the  Frank  guard  at 

*  «  Early  in  the  morning  we  prepared  for  our  attack  on  the  brig.  Lord 
Byron,  notwithstanding  his  weakness,  and  an  inflamtnation  that  threat- 
ened his  eyes,  was  most  anxious,  to  be  of  our  party ;  but  the  physicisi 
would  not  suffer  hira  to  go.» — Count  Gamba's  Narrative. 

His  lordship  ViaA.  pTOTOv^eA.atTt^«Ltd  for  every  Turk  taken  alive  in  the 
proposed  auacV  on  ii\\\s  Nt%^t\. 
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the  arsenal :  a  Swedish  officer  <  was  killed,  and  a  Suliote 
severely  wounded,  and  a  general  fig;ht  expected,  and 
with  some  difficulty  prevented.  On  Friday,  the  officer 
was  buried ;  and  Captain  Parry's  English  artificers  mu- 
tinied, under  pretence  that  their  lives  arc  in  danger,  and 
are  for  quitting  the  country : — they  may.^ 

«  On  Saturday  we  had  the  smartest  shock  of  an  earth- 
quake which  I  remember  (and  I  have  felt  thirty,  slight 
or  smart,  at  different  periods ;  they  are  common  in  the 
Mediterranean),  and  the  whole  army  discharged  their 
arms,  upon  the  same  principle  that  savages  beat  drums, 
or  howl,  during  an  eclipse  of  the  moon : — it  was  a  rare 
scene  ahogether — if  you  had  but  seen  the  English 
Johnnies,  who  had  never  been  out  of  a  cockney  work- 
shop before ! — or  will  again,  if  they  can  help  it—  and  on 
Sunday,  we  heard  that  the  Vizier  is  come  down  to  La- 
rissa,  with  one  hundred  and  odd  thousand  men. 

u  In  coming  here,  I  had  two  escapes,  one  from  the 
Turks  {one  of  my  vessels  was  taken,  but  afterwards  re- 

*  Captain  Sasse,  an  officer  esteemed  as  one  of  the  best  and  bravest  of 
the  foreigners  in  the  Greek  service.  «  This,*  says  Colonel  Stanhope,  in 
a  letter,  February  i8th,  to  the  Committee,  "is  a  serious  affair.  The 
Suliotes  have  no  country,  no  home  for  their  families ;  arrears  of  pay  are 
owing  to  them ;  the  people  of  Missolonghi  hate  and  pay  them  exorbi- 
tantly. Lord  Byron,  vfho  was  to  have  led  them  to  Lepanto,  is  much 
shaken  by  his  fit,  and  will  probably  be  obliged  to  retire  from  Greece.  In 
short,  all  our  hopes  in  this  quarter  are  damped  for  the  present.  I  am 
not  a  little  fearful,  too,  that  these  wild  warriors  will  not  forget  the  blood 
that  has  been  spilt.  I  this  morning  told  Prince  Mavrocordato  and 
Lord  Byron  that  they  must  come  to  some  resolution  about  compelling  the 
Suliotes  to  quit  the  place.* 

*  This  was  a  fresh,  and,  as  may  be  conceived,  serious  disappointment 
to  Lord  Byron.  «The  departure  of  these  men,*  says  Count  Gamba, 
•  made  us  fear  that  our  laboratory  would  come  to  nothing;  for,  if  we 
tried  to  supply  the  place  of  the  artificers  with  native  Greeks,  we  should 
make  but  little  progress.* 


4 
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leased),  and  the  other  from  shipwreck.    We  drove  twice 
on  the  rocks  near  .the  Scrophes  (islands  near  the  coast). 

tt  I  have  obtained  from  the  Greeks  the  release  of  eigbt- 
and-twenty  Turkish  prisoners^  men,  women,  and  chil- 
dren, and  sent  them  to  Patras  and  Prevesa  at  my  own 
charges.  One  little  girl  of  nine  years  old,  who  prefers 
remaining  with  me,  I  shall  (if  I  live)  send,  with  her 
mother,  probably,  to  Italy,  or  to  England.  Her  name 
is  Hato,  or  Hatagee.  She  is  a  very  pretty  lively  chiW. 
All  her  brothers  were  killed  by  the  Greeks,  and  she 
herself  and  her  mother  merely  spared  by  special  favour 
and  owing  to  her  extreme  youth,  she  being  then  bot 
five  or  six  years  old. 

u  My  health  is  now  better,  and  I  ride  about  again* 
My  office  here  is  no  sinecure,  so  many  parties  and  dif* 
ficulties  of  every  kind ;  but  I  will  do  what  I  can.  Prince 
Mavrocordato  is  an  excellent  person^  and  does  all  in  bis 
power,  but  his  situation  is  perplexing  in  the  extreme. 
Still  we  have  great  hopes  of  the  success  of  the  contest 
You  will  hear,  however,  more  of  public  news  from  plenty 
of  quarters,  for  I  have  little  time  to  write. 

«  Believe  me  yours,  etc.  etc. 

«  N.  Bn.» 

The  fierce  lawlessness  of  the  Suliotes  had  now  risen 
to  such  a  height,  that  it  became  necessary  for  the  safety 
of  the  European  population  to  get  rid  of  them  altoge- 
ther;  and  by  some  sacrifices  on  the  part  of  Lord  Byron, 
this  object  was  at  length  effected.  The  advance  of  a 
month's  pay  by  him,  and  the  discharge  of  their  arrears 
by  the  Government  (the  latter,  too,  with  money  lent 
for  that  purpose  by  the  same  universal  paymaster),  at 
length  induced  these  rude  warriors  to  depart  from  the 
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town,  and  with  them  vanished  all  hopes  of  the  expedi- 
tion against  Lepanto. 


LETTER  DXLVIII. 

TO    MR    MOORE. 

•>  MUsolonglii,  Western  Greece,  March  4di,  i8i4« 
u  MT   DEAa   MOORE. 

«  Your  reproach  is  unfounded — I  have  received  two 
letters  from  you,  and  answered  both  previous  to  leaving 
Gephalonia.  I  have  not  been  'quiet^  in  an  Ionian 
island,  but  much  occupied  with  business, — as  the  Greek 
deputies  (if  arrived)  can  tell  you.  Neither  have  I  con- 
tinued '  Don  Juan,'  nor  any  other  poem.  You  go,  as 
usual,  I  presume,  by  some  newspaper  report  or  other.* 

t  ProceediDg,  as  he  here  rightly  supposes,  upon  newspaper  anthority, 
I  had  in  my  letter  made  some  allusion  to  his  imputed  occupations  which, 
in  his  present  sensitiveness  on  the  subject  of  authorship,  did  not  at  all 
please  him.  To  this  circumstance  Count  Gamba  alludes  in  a  passage  of 
his  Narrative,  where,  after  mentioning  a  remark  of  Ryron's  that  «  Poetry 
should  only  occupy  the  idle,  and  that  in  more  serious  affairs  it  would  be 
ridiculous,*  he  adds — « *  *,  at  this  time  writing  to  him,  said,  that  he  had 
heard  that '  instead  of  pursuing  heroic  and  warlike  adventures,  he  was 
residing  in  a  delightful  villa,  continuing  Don  Juan.'  This  offended  him 
for  the  moment,  and  he  was  sorry  that  such  a  mistaken  judgment  had 
been  formed  of  him.» 

It  is  amusing  to  observe  that,  while  thus  anxious,  and  from  a  highly 
noble  motive,  to  throw  his  authorship  into  the  shade  while  engaged  in  so 
much  more  serious  pursuits,  it  was  yet  an  author's  mode  of  revenge  that 
always  occurred  to  him,  when  under  (he  influence  of  any  of  these  passing 
resentments.  Thus,  when  a  little  angry  with  Colonel  Sunhope  one  day, 
he  exclaimed,  « 1  will  libel  you  in  your  own  Chronicle;*  and  in  this  brief 
burst  of  humour  I  was  myself  the  means  of  provoking  in  him,  1  have  been 

VOL.  IV.  "ia 
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u  When  the  proper  moment  to  be  of  some  use  arrived, 
I  came  here ;  and  am  told  that  my  arrival  (with  some 
other  circumstances)  has  been  of,  at  least,  temporary 
adysLUtaQe  to  the  cause.     I  had  a  narrow  escape  from 
the  Turks,  and  another  from  shipwreck  on  my  passage. 
On  the  iSth  (or  i6th)  of  February  I  had  an  attack  of 
apoplexy,  or  epilepsy, — the  physicians  have  not  exacdy 
decided  which,  but  the  alternative  is  agpreeable.    My     { 
constitution,  therefore,  remains  between  the  two  opi- 
nions, like  Mahomet's  sarcophagus  between  the  magnets. 
All  that  I  can  say  is,  that  they  nearly  bled  me  to  deadi, 
by  placing;  the  leeches  too  near  the  temporal  artery,  so 
that  the  blood  could  with  difficulty  be  stopped,  even 
with  caustic.   I  am  supposed  to  be  getti ng;  better,  slowly, 
however.     But  my  homilies  will,  I  presume,  for  the 
future,  be  like  the  Archbishop  of  Granada's — in  this 
case,  ^  I  order  you  a  hundred  ducats  from  my  treasurer, 
and  wish  you  a  little  more  taste.' 

a  For  public  matters  I  refer  you  to  Col.  Stanhope's 
and  Capt.  Parry's  reports,— and  to  all  other  reports 
whatsoever.  There  is  plenty  to  do — war  without,  and 
tumult  within — they  ^  kill  a  man  a  week/  like  Bob  Acres 
in  the  country.  Parry's  artificers  have  gone  awav  in 
alarm,  on  account  of  a  dispute  in  which  some  of  the 
natives  and  foreigners  were  engaged,  and  a  Swede  was 
killed,  and  a  Suliote  wounded.  In  the  middle  of  their 
fright  there  was  a  strong  shock  of  an  earthquake;  lo, 
between  that  and  the  sword,  they  boomed  off  in  a  harrr. 

told,  OD  the  authority  of  Coant  Gunba,  that  he  swore  to  «  write  a  niov* 
upon  me. 

Though  the  above  letter  shows  how  momenUirj  was  any  little  tjfiitn 
he  may  have  felt,  there  not  unfrequently,  1  own,  comes  over  me  a  Aon 
pang  of  regret  to  tVAtdk  ^«x  «l  ^««U,u^  of  displeasure,  faowevcr  iJifht 
should  have  bceiiamoiki^^\a\^\v\  v«A*\«A.vBL\am» 
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in  despite  of  all  dissuasions  to  the  contrary.    A  Turkish 
brig  ran  ashore,  etc.  etc.  etc.  * 

(t  You,  I  presume,  are  either  publishing  or  meditating 
that  same.  Let  me  hear  from  and  of  you,  and  believe 
me,  in  all  events, 

o  Ever  and  affectionately  yours, 

a  N.  B. 

«  P.S. — ^Tell  Mr  Murray  that  I  wrote  to  him  the  other 
day,  and  hope  that  he  has  received,  or  will  receive,  the 
letter.)) 


LETTER  DXLIX. 

TO   DR   KENNEDY. 

«  Missolonghi,  March  4,  1824* 
«  MY  DEAR  DOCTOR, 

« I  have  to  thank  you  for  your  two  very  kind  letters, 
both  received  at  the  same  time,  and  one  long  after  its 
date.  I  am  not  unaware  of  the  precarious  state  of  my 
health,  nor  am,  nor  have  been,  deceived  on  that  subject. 
But  it  is  proper  that  I  should  remain  in  Greece ;  and  it 
were  better  to  die  doing  something  than  nothing.  My 
presence  here  has  been  supposed  so  far  useful  as  to  have 
prevented  confusion  from  becoming  worse  confounded, 
at  least  for  the  present.  Should  I  become,  or  be  deem- 
ed useless  or  superfluous,  I  am  ready  to  retire ;  but  in 
the  interim  I  am  not  to  consider  personal  consequences* 
the  rest  is  in  the  hands  of  Providence,— as  indeed  are 
all  things.   I  sihall,  however,  observe  your  instructions, 

'  What  I  have  omitted  here  is  but  a  repetition  of  the  various  parti- 
culars, respecting  all  that  had  happened  since  his  arrvv^V,  -^Vv^Va:^^  ^s^- 
ready  been  given  in  the  letters  to  \a%  oiVieT  coTtes^udk,eTi\&. 
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and  indeed  did  so^  as  far  as  regards  abstiaence,  for  some 
time  past. 

(( Besides  the  tracts,  etc.  \vhich  you  have  sent  for  dis- 
tribution, one  of  the  English  artificers  (hight  Brownbill, 
a  tinman)  left  to  my  charge  a  number  of  Greek  Testa- 
ments, which  I  will  endeavour  to  distribute  properiy. 
The  Greeks  complain  that  the  translation  is  not  correct, 
nor  in  good  Romaic :  Bambas  can  decide  on  that  point 
I  am  trying  to  reconcile  the  clergy  to  the  distribution, 
which  (witliout  due  regard  to  their  hierarchy)  they 
might  contrive  to  impede  or  neutralize  in  the  effect,  from 
their  power  over  their  people.  Mr  Brownbill  has  gone 
to  the  Islands,  having  some  apprehension  for  his  life 
(not  from  the  priests,  however),  and  apparently  prefer- 
ring rather  to  be  a  saint  than  a  martyr,  although  his 
apprehensions  of  becoming  the  latter  were  probably 
unfounded.  All  the  English  artificers  accompanied 
him,  thinking  themselves  in  danger,  on  account  of  some 
troubles  here,  whicli  have  apparently  subsided. 

« I  have  been  interrupted  by  a  visit  from  P.  Mavrocor- 
dato  and  others  since  I  began  this  letter,  and  must  close 
it  hastily,  for  the  boat  is  announced  as  ready  to  sail 
Your  future  convert,  Hato,  or  Hatagee,'  appears  to  me 
lively,  and  intelligent,  and  promising,  and  possesses  an 
interesting  countenance.  With  regard  to  her  disposi- 
tion, I  can  say  little,  but  Millingen,  who  has  the  mother 
(who  is  a  middle-aged  woman  of  good  character)  in  his 
house  as  a  domestic  (although  their  family  was  in  good 
worldly  circumstances  previous  to  the  Revolution), 
speaks  well  of  both,  and  he  is  to  be  relied  pn.  As  far  as 
I  know,  I  have  only  seen  the  child  a  few  times  vtrith  her 
mother,  and  what  1  have  seen  is  favourable,  or  1  should 
not  take  so  mucVi  vatAxest  in  her  behalf.  If  she  turns 
out  well,  my  idea  Yio\3ML\i^  v^  ^\A\y»^\^  tbl^  daughter 
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in  England  (if  not  to  respectable  persons  in  Italy),  and 
so  to  provide  for  her  as  to  enable  her  to  live  with  repu- 
tation either  singly  or  in  marriage,  if  she  arrive  at  ma- 
turity. I  will  make  proper  arrangements  about  her 
expenses  through  Messrs  Barff  and  Hancock,  and  the 
rest  I  leave  to  your  discretion  and  to  Mrs  K.'s,  with  a 
great  sense  of  obligation  for  your  kindness  in  undertak- 
ing her  temporary  superintendence. 

«  Of  public  matters  here,  I  have  little  to  add  to  what 
you  will  already  have  heard.  We  are  going  on  as  well 
as  we  can,  and  with  the  hope  and  the  endeavour  to  do 
better.     Believe  me, 

u  Ever  and  truly,  etc.» 


LETTER  DL. 

TO  MR  BARFF. 

«  March  Sell,  1834. 
u  If  Sisseni '  is  sincere,  he  will  be  treated  with,  and 
well  treated ;  if  he  is  not,  the  sin  and  the  shame  may  lie 
at  his  own  door.  One  great  object  is  to  heal  those  internal 
dissensions  for  the  future,  without  exacting  too  rigorous 
an  account  of  the  past.  Prince  Mavrocordato  is  of  the 
same  opinion,  and  whoever  is  disposed  to  act  fairly 
will  be  fairly  dealt  with.  I  have  heard  a  good  deal  of 
Sisseni,  but  not  a  deal  of  good;  however,  I  never  judge 
from  report,  particularly  in  a  Revolution.     Personally, 

>  This  Sisseni,  vrho  was  the  Capitano  of  the  rich  district  about  Gastouni, 
and  had  for  some  time  held  oat  against  the  general  Government,  was 
now,  as  appears  by  the  above  letter,  making  overtures,  through  MrBarif, 
of  adhesion.  As  a  proof  of  his  sincerity,  it  was  required  by  Lord  Byrcn 
ihat  he  should  surrender  into  the  hands  of  the  Government  the  fortress 
ofChiarebza. 
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I  am  rather  obliged  to  him,  for  he  has  been  very  hospi- 
table to  all  friends  of  mine,  who  have  passed  through 
his  district.  You  may  therefore  assure  him  that  any 
overture  for  the  advantage  of  Greece  and  its  internal 
pacification  will  be  readily  and  sincerely  met  here,  I 
hardly  think  that  he  would  have  ventured  a  deceitful 
proposition  to  me  througli  you,  because  he  must  be  sure 
that  in  such  a  case  it  would  eventually  be  exposed.  At 
any  rate,  the  healing  of  these  dissensions  is  so  important 
a  point,  that  something  must  be  risked  to  obtain  it.» 

LETTER  DLL 

TO   MR    BARFF. 

«  March  lotk. 

a  Enclosed  is  an  answer  to  Mr  Parruca's  letter,  and  I 
hope  that  you  will  assure  him  from  me  that  I  have  done 
and  am  doing  all  I  can  to  reunite  the  Greeks  with  the 
Greeks. 

« I  am  extremely  obliged  by  your  offer  of  your  coun- 
try-house (as  for  all  other  kindness)  in  case  that  ray 
health  should  require  my  removal ;  but  I  cannot  quit 
Greece  while  there  is  a  chance  of  my  being  of  any  (even 
supposed)  utility : — there  is  a  stake  worth  millions  such 
as  I  am,  and  while  I  can  stand  at  all,  I  must  stand  by 
the  cause.  When  I  say  this,  I  am  at  the  same  time 
aware  of  the  difficulties  and  dissensions  and  defects  of 
the  Greeks  themselves;  but  allowance  must  be  made  for 
them  by  all  reasonable  people. 

«  My  chief,  indeed  nine-tenths  of  my  expenses  here  are 
solely  in  advances  to  or  on  behalf  of  the  Greeks,*  and 
objects  connected  with  their  independence. » 

»  «  At  this  time  (,¥e\jtuM^  \lv^V  w\'w'^^^a«\^'*Wiiei|}t  the  «• 
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The  letter  of  Pamica,  to  which  the  foreg^oing^  allude 
contained  a  pressing;  invitation  to  Lord  Byron  to  present  *"v 
himself  in  the  Peloponnesus,  where,  it  was  added,  his 
influence  would  he  sure  to  hring;  about  the  union  of  all 
parties.  So  g;eneral,  indeed,  was  the  confidence  placed 
in  their  noble  ally,  that,  by  every  Chief  of  every  faction, 
he  seems  to  have  been  -regarded  as  the  only  rallying 
point  round  which  th6re  was  the  slightest  chance  of 
their  now  split  and  jarring  interests  being  united.  A 
far  more  flattering,  as  well  as  more  authorized,  invita- 
tion soon-  after  reached  him,  through  an  express  envoy, 
from  the  Chieftain,  Colocotroni,  recommending  a  Na- 
tional Council,  where  his  lordship,  it  was  proposed, 
should  act  as  mediator,  and  pledging  this  Chief  himself 
and  his  followers  to  abide  by  the  result.  To  this  ap- 
plication an  answer  was  returned,  similar  to  that  which 
he  sent  to  Parruca,  and  which  was  in  terms  as  follows : — 


LETTER  DLIL 

TO   Sa   PARRUCA. 

•  March  loth,  i8a4* 
<c  SIR, 

a  I  have  the  honour  of  answering  your  letter.  My  first 
wish  has  always  been  to  bring  the  Greeks  to  agree 

counts  of  his  lordship's  ctisbursemeDts,  «the  expenses  of  Lord  Byron  in 
the  cause  of  the  Greeks  did  not  amount  to  less  than  two  thousand  dollars 
per  week  in  rations  alone.*  In  anotlier  place  this  writer  says,  BThe 
Greeks  seemed  to  think  he  was  a  mine  from  which  they  could  extract 
gold  at  their  pleasiure.  One  person  represented  that  a  supply  of  20,000 
dollars  would  save  the  island  of  Candia  from  falling  into  the  hands  oi 
the  Pacha  of  Egypt ;  and  there  not  being  that  sum  in  hand.  Lord  Byron 
gave  him  authority  to  raise  it  if  he  could  in  the  Islands,  and  he  would  ^^ 
guarantee  its  repayment.     I  belieye  this  person  didiiox  vQ£Afift^«'»  ^V 
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LETTER  DLIV. 

TO    DR   &EMNEOT. 

,  ■  Missolongbi,  March  lo,  i8a4- 

a  DEAR  SIR, 

«  You  could  not  disapprove  of  the  motto  to  the  Tele- 
graph more  than  \  did,  and  do;  but  this  is  the  land  of 
liberty,  where  most  people  do  as  they  please,  and  few  as 
they  ought. 

a  I  have  not  written,  nor  am  inclined  to  write,  for 
that  or  for  any  other  paper,  but  have  suggested  to  them, 
over  and  over,  a  change  bf  the  motto  and  style.  How- 
ever, I  do  not  think  that  it  will  turn  out  either  an  irre- 
ligious or  a  levelling  publication,  and  they  promise  due 
respect  to  both  churches  and  things,  i.  e.  the  editors  do. 

a  If  Bambas  would  write  for  the  Greek  Chronicle,  be 
might  have  his  own  price  for  articles. 

u  There  is  a  slight  demur  about  Hato's  voyage,  her 
mother  wisliing  to  go  with  her,  which  is  quite  natural,  ' 
and  I  have  not  the  heart  to  refuse  it;  for  even  Mahomet 
made  a  law^  that  in  the  division  of  captives,  the  child 
should  never  be  separated  from  the  mother.  But  this 
may  make  a  difference  in  the  arrangement,  although 
the  poor  woman  (who  has  lost  half  her  family  in  the 
war)  is,  as  I  said,  of  good  character,  and  of  mature  age, 
so  as  to  render  her  respectability  not  liable  to  suspicion. 
She  has  heard,  it  seems,  from  Prevesa,  that  her  husband 
is  no  longer  there.  I  have  consigned  your  Bibles  to  Dr 
Meyer;  and  I  hope  that  the  said  Doctor  may  justify  your 
confidence;  nevertheless,  I  shall  keep  an  eye  upon  him. 
You  may  depend  upon  my  giving  the  society  as  fair  play 
as  Mr  'WilbeT£oice\i\rDaiS&^^\M.\^\idanY  other  com- 
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u  So  far  is  written  by  Captain  Parry;  but  I  see  that  1 
must  continue  the  letter  myself.  I  understand  little  or 
nothing  of  the  business,  savings  and  except  that,  like 
most  of  the  present  affairs  here,  it  -will  be  at  a  stand- 
still if  monies  be  not  advanced,  and  there  are  few  here 
so  disposed ;  so  that  I  must  take  the  chance,  as  usual. 

a  You  will  see  what  can  be  done  widi  Delladecima 
and  Jerostatti,  and  remit  the  sum,  that  we  may  have 
some  quiet ;  for  the  Committee  have  somehow  embroil- 
ed their  matters,  or  chosen  Greek  correspondents  more 
Grecifin  than  ever  the  Greeks  are  wont  to  be. 

a  Yours  ever. 
«  Nl.  Bn. 

((P.S. — A  thousand  thanks  to  Muir  for  his  cauli- 
flower, the  finest  I  ever  saw  or  tasted,  and  I  believe,  the 
lai^est  that  ever  grew  out  of  Paradise,  or  Scotland.  I 
have  written  to  quiet  Or  Kennedy  about  the  newspaper 
(with  which  I  have  nothing  to  do  as  a  writer,  please  to 
recollect  and  say).  I  told  the  fools  of  conductors  that 
their  motto  would  play  the  devil;  but,  like  all  mounte- 
banks, they  persisted.  Gamba,  who  is  any  thing  but 
hicky^  had  something  to  do  with  it;  and  as  usual,  the 
moment  he  had,  matters  went  wrong.'  It  will  be  bet- 
Mr,  perhaps,  in  time.  But  I  write  in  haste,  and  have 
only  time  so  say,  before  the  boat  sails,  that  I  am  ever 

«  Yours, 

«  N.  Bn. 

«P.S. — Mr  Findlay  is  here,  and  has  received  his 
money. » 

*  He  had  a  notion  that  Count  Gamba  was  destined  to  beiiiifortunate» 
— that  he  was  one  of  those  iU-si»rred  i^ersons  with  whom.^rery  thing 
goes  wrong.  In  speaking  of  th»  newi|>aper  to  Parry,  he  siM»  « I  have 
tobscribed  to  it  to  get  rid  of  importunity,  and,  it  may  be,  keep  Gamba 
ont  of  mischief.  At  any  rate»  he  can  mar  nothing  that  is  of  less  im^ 
portance.» 


( 
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LETTER  DLV. 

TO   COLOXEL   SrrASfBOPE. 

a  Mi.ssoloD^i,  i^li  Marcli,  i8a4- 
«  MT  DEAR  ST12VHOPF., 

«  Prince  Mavrocordato  and  myself  will  go  to  Sakuu 
to  meet  Ulvfiseft,  and  you  may  be  very  sure  that  P.  M. 
will  accept  any  proposition  for  the  advantage  of  Greece. 
Parry  is  to  answer  for  himself  on  his  own  aitides;'  if  I 
were  to  interfere  with  him,  it  would  only  atop  the  whole 
prof^rcss  of  his  cxcrrtion,  and  he  is  really  doing  all  thit 
can  l>e  done  without  more  aid  from  the  Government 

«  H'hat  can  be  spared  will  be  sent;  but  I  refer  you  to 
(laplain  flumphries's  report,  and  to  Count  Gamba^s 
letter  for  details  upon  all  subjects. 

M  In  the  hope  of  seeinf^  you  soon,  and  deferring  macfa 
that  will  be  to  be  said  till  then, 

a  Believe  me  ever,  etc. 

«  P.  S.-  -  Your  two  letters  (to  me)  are  sent  to  Mr  Barff, 
as  you  desire.  Pray  remember  me  particularly  to  Tie* 
lawney,  whom  I  shall  be  very  much  pleased  to  see 
iif^ain.n 

'  Colonel  SUDhope  liad,  at  the  initance  of  the  Chief  Od3fsaeiu,  mriitn 
to  rrr|ucit  that  nornc  itoren  from  the  laboratory  at  MicsoloDghi  mi^t  be 
«i!tit  to  Athens.  Neither  Prince  Mavrocordato,  however,  nor  Lord  Byroo 
roHRidered  it  prudent,  at  thii  time,  to  weaken  their  means  for  defendia| 
MiHgoh)nf)lii,  and  accordingly  tent  hack  by  the  lueuenger  bat  a  few  har- 
ri'ls  of  powder. 
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LETTER  DLVI. 

TO   MR   BARFF. 

«  March  19th. 

u  As  Count  Mercati  is  under  some  apprehensions  of  a 
direct  answer  to  him  personally  on  Greek  affairs,  I 
reply  (as  you  authorised  me)  to  you,  who  will  have  the 
goodness  to  communicate  to  him  the  enclosed.  It  is  the 
joint  answer  of  Prince  Mavrocordato  and  of  myself,  to 
Signor  Georg^o  Sisseni^s  propositions.  You  may  also  add, 
both  to  him  and  to.Parruca,  that  I  am  perfectly  sincere 
in  desiring  the  most  amicable  termination  of  their  in- 
ternal dissensions,  and  that  I  believe  P.  Mavrocordato  to 
be  so  also;  otherwise  I  would  not  act  with  him,  or  any 
other,  whether  native  or  foreigner. 

(c  If  Lord  Guilford  is  at  Zante,  or  if  he  is  not,  if  Signor 
Tricupi  u  there,  you  would  oblige  me  by  presenting  my 
respects  to  one  or  both,  and  by  telling  them,  that  from 
the  very  first  I  foretold  to  Col.  Stanhope  and  to  P. 
Mavrocordato  that  a  Greek  newspaper  (or  indeed  any 
other)  in  the  present  slate  of  Greece  might  and  probably 
would  tend  to  much  mischief  and  misconstruction,  unless 
under  some  restrictions,  nor  have  I  ever  had  any  thing 
to  do  with  either,  as  a  writer  or  otherwise,  except  as  a 
pecuniary  contributor  to  their  support  on  the  outset, 
which  I  could  not  refuse  to  the  earnest  request  of  the 
projectors.  Col.  Stanhope  and  myself  had  considerable 
difference^f  opinion  on  this  subject,  and  (what  will 
appear  laughable  enough)  to  such  a  degree  that  he 
charged  me  with  despotic  principles,  and  I  him  with 
ultra  radicalism. 

a  Dr  *  %  the  editor,  with  his  unrestrained  freedom 
of  the  press,  and  who  haB  the  freedom  to  exiercise  axv      ^ 
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jk  unlimited  discretion,— net  a1]owin{;  any  article  bat  his 

^  own  and  those  like  them  to  appear, — and  in  declaimiDj 

against  restrictions,  cuts,  carves,  and  restricts  (as  ther 
tell  me)  at  his  own  will  and  pleasure.  He  is  the  author 
of  an  article  a{j;ainst  Monarchy,  of  which  he  may  hate 
the  advantage  and  fame— but  they  (the  editors)  will  gel 
themselves  into  a  scrape,  if  they  do  not  take  care. 

u  Of  all  petty  tyrants,  he  is  one  of  the  pettiest,  as  ait 
most  demagogues,  that  ever  I  knew.  He  is  a  Swiss  by 
birth,  and  a  Oreek  by  assumption,  having  married  a 
wife  and  changed  his  religion. 

«  1  shall  be  very  glad,  and  am  extremely  anxious  for 
some  favourable  result  to  the  recent  pacific  overtures  of 
the  contending  parties  in  the  Peloponnese.  » 


LETTER  DLVII. 

TO  MR  BARFF. 

■  March  as.  i 
u  If  the  Greek  deputies  (as  seems  probable)  have 
obtained  the  Loan,  the  sums  I  have  advanced  may 
peHiaps  be  repaid ;  but  it  would  make  no  great  dif- 
ference, as  I  should  still  spend  that  in  the  cause,  and 
more  to  boot — though  I  should  hope  to  better  purpose 
than  paying  off  arrears  of  fleets  that  sail  away,  and 
Suliotes  that  won't  march,  which,  they  say,  what  has 
hitherto  been  advanced  has  been  employed  in.  But 
that  was  not  my  affair,  but  of  those  who  had  the 
disposal  of  affairs,  and  I  could  not  decently  say  to  them,  • 
'  You  shall  do  so  and  so,  because,  etc.  etc.  etc' 

«  In  a  few  days  P.  Mavrocordato  and  myself,  with  a    j 
■     Gonsiderab\e  escoTl^  mXecui  i»\  proceed  to  Salona   at   } 
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the  request  of  Ulysses  and  the  Chiefs  of  Eastern  Greece, 
and  take  measures  offensive  and  defensive  for  the  ensuing 
campaign.  Mavrocordato  is  almost  recalled  hy  the  new 
Government  to  the  Morea  (to  take  the  lead,  I  rather 
think),  and  they  have  written  to  propose  to  me,  to  go 
either  to  the  Morea  with  him,  or  to  take  the  general 
direction  of  affairs  in  this  quarter— with  General  Lon- 
do,  and  any  other  I  may  chuse,  to  form  a  council. 
A.  Londo  is  my  old  friend  and  acquaintance  since  we 
were  lads  in  Greece  together.  It  would  he  difficult  to 
give  a  positive  answer  till  the  Salona  meeting  is  over, ' 
hut  I  am  willing  to  serve  them  in  any  capacity  they 
please,  either  commanding  or  commanded — it  is  much 
the  same  to  me,  as  long  as  I  can  he  of  any  presumed  use 
to  them. 

((Excuse  haste;  it  is  late,  and  I  have  heen  several 
hours  on  horseback  in  a  country  so  miry  after  the  rains, 
that  every  hundred  yards  brings  you  to  a  ditch,  of 
whose  depth,  width,  colour,  and  contents,  both  my 
horses  and  their  riders  have  brought  away  many  tokens,  u 


LETTER  DLVIII. 

TO  MR  BARFF. 

«  March  a6th. 
tt  Since  your  intelligence  with  regard  to  the  Greek 
loan,  P.  Mavrocordato  has  shown  to  me  an  extract  from 

■  To  this  offer  of  the  GoTernment  to  appoint  him  GoTernor-Geaeral  of 
Greece  (.that  ii,  oif  the  enfranchised  part  of  the  Continent,  ixrith  the  ex- 
ceptioo  of  the  Morea  and  the  Islands),  his  answer  was  that  «  he  was  first 
going  to  Salona,  and  that  afterwards  he  would  be  at  their  commands ; 
that  he  coald  hare  no  difficulty  in  accepting  any  office,  proTided  he 
could  persuade  himself  that  any  good  would  re«uk.^\si\\.ik 
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^me  correspondence  of  his,  by  which  it  would  appear 
that  three  commissioners  are  to  be  named,  to  see  tbaC 
the  amount  is  placed  in  proper  hands  for  the  service  of 
the  country,  and  that  my  name  is  amongst  the  number. 
Of  this,  however,  we  liave  as  yet  only  the  report. 

«  This  commission  is  apparently  named  by  the  Com- 
mittee or  the  contracting*  parties  in  England.  I  am  of 
opinion  thai  such  a  commission  will  be  necessary,  but 
the  office  will  be  both  delicate  and  difficult  The 
weather,  which  has  lately  been  equinoctial,  has  flooded 
the  country,  and  will  probably  retard  our  proceeding 
to  Salona  for  some  days,  till  the  road  becomes  more 
practicable. 

u  You  were  already  apprized  that  P.  Mavrocordato 
and  myself  had  been  invited  to  a  conference  by  Ulysses 
and  the  Chiefs  of  Eastern  Greece.  I  hear  (and  am 
indeed  consulted  on  the  subject)  that  in  case  the  remit- 
tance of  the  first  advance  of  the  Loan  should  not  arrive 
immediately,  the  Greek  General  Government  mean  to 
ti*y  to  raise  some  thousand  dollars  in  the  islands  in  the 
interim,  to  be  repaid  from  the  earliest  instalments  od 
their  arrival.  \Vhat  prospect  of  success  they  may  have, 
or  on  what  conditions,  you  can  tell  better  than  me:  I 
suppose,  if  the  Loan  be  confirmed,  somethings  might  be 
done  by  them,  but  subject  of  course  to  the  usual  terms. 
You  can  let  them  and  me  know  your  opinion.  There 
is  an  imperious  necessity  for  some  national  fund,  and 
that  speedily,  otherwise  what  is  to  be  done?  Tlie 
auxiliary  corps  of  about  two  hundred  men  paid  by  me, 
are,  I  believe,  the  sole  regularly  and  properly  furnished 
with  the  money,  due  to  them  weekly,  and  the  officers 
monthly.  It  is  true  that  the  Greek  Government  gives 
their  rations,  but  we  have  had  three  mutinies,  owing  to 
the  badness  of  t\ie  \>t«aid^  ^hich  neither  native  nor 
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Stranger  could  masticate  (nor  dogs  either),  and  there  is 
still  great  difficulty  in  obtaining  them  even  provisions 
of  any  kind. 

tt  There  is  a  dissension  among  the  Germans  about  the 
•^  conduct  of  the  agents  of  their  Committee,  and  an  exa- 
mination  amongst  themselves   instituted.     What  die 
result  may  be  cannot  be  anticipated,  except  that  it  will 
end  in  a  rotu,  of  course,  as  usual. 

u  The  English  are  all  very  amicable  as  far  as  I  know; 
we  get  on  too  with  the  Greeks  very  tolerably,  always 
making  allowance  for  circumstances;  and  we  have  no 
quarrels  with  the  foreigners.  » 

During  the  month  of  March  there  occurred  but  little, 
besides  what  is  mentioned  in  these  letiors,  that  much 
requires  to  be  dwelt  upon  at  any  lib^||g[tb,  or  in  detail. 
After  the  failure  of  his  design  agaijciiKLepanto,  the  two 
great  objects  of  bis  daily  thoughts  were,  the  repairs  of 
the  forti>fications  of  Missolonghi,'  and  the  formation  of 
a  brigade; — the  one,  with  a  view  to  such  defensive 
measures  as  were  alone  likely  to  be  called  for  during 
the  present  campaign  ;  and  the  other  in  preparation  for 
those  more  active  enterprises,  which  he  still  fondly 
flattered  himself  he  should  undertake  in  the  next,  u  He 
looked  forward  (says  Mr  Parry)  for  the  recovery  of  his 
health  and  spirits,  to  the  return  of  the  fine  weather,  and 
the  commencement  of  the  campaign,  when  he  proposed 
to  take  the  field  at  the  head  of  his  own  brigade,  and  the 
troops  which  the  Government  of  Greece  were  to  place 
under  his  orders. » 


•  The  generoiu  zeal  with  which  Jhe  applied  himself  to  this  important 
object  will  be  understood  from  the  following  statement.  «  On  reporting 
to  Lord  Byron  what  I  thought  might  be  done,  he  ordered  me  to  draw  w^ 
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Vfiih  that  tliaaUessuess  which  too  often  waits  on  dis- 
interested actions,  it  has  been  sometimes  tauntingly 
remarked,  and  in  quarters  from  whence  a  more  generous 
jud(>uient  uii((ht  be  expected,'  that,  after  all.  Lord  By- 
ron effected  but  little  for  Greece: — as  if  much  couUbe 
effected  by  a  single  individual,  and  in  so  short  a  time, 
for  a  cause  wliidi,  fought  as  it  has  been  almost  inces- 
santly through  the  six  years  since  his  death,  has  required 
nothing  less  than  the  intervention  of  all  the  gfreat  Powers 
of  Europe  to  give  it  a  chance  of  success,  and,  even  so, 
has  not  yet  succeeded.  That  Byron  himself  was  under 
no  delusion  as  to  the  importance  of  his  own  solitary 
aid,— that  he  knew,  in  a  struggle  like  this,  there  must  be 
the  same  prodigality  of  means  towards  one  great  end  as 
is  observable  in  the  still  grander  o{)erations  of  nature, 
where  individuab  are  as  nothing  in  the  tide  of  events, 
— that  such  was  his, at  once,  philosophic  and  melancholy 
view  of  his  own  sacrifices,  1  have,  1  trust,  clearly  shown. 
Hut  that,  during  this  short  |)eriod  of  action,  he  did  not 
do  well  and  wisely  all  that  man  could  achieve  in  the 
time,  and  under  the  circumstances,  is  an  assertion  which 
the  noble  facts  here  recorded  fully  and  triumphantly 
disprove.  He  knew  that,  placed  as  he  was,  his  measures, 
to  be  wise,  must  he  prospective,  and  from  the  nature  of  the 
sectls  thus  sown  by  him,  the  benefits  that  were  to  be  ei- 
pected  must  be  judged.  To  reconcile  the  rude  Chiefs  to 
the  Government  and  to  each  other; — to  infuse  a  spirit  of 
humanity,  by  his  example,  into  their  warfare;— to  pre- 

a  pbii  for|uutiiig  the  fortiticaiions  in  thorough  r^iuir.  and  lo  accounait 
it  with  an  o»iimatc  of  the  rx|iru«e.  If  wa*  agrerd  that  1  «hould  make  ib< 
rsiimate  only  one  third  of  what  I  thought  wouM  be  the  actual  cxuenK- 
and  if  that  third  could  he  procured  from  the  niagifiraios,  lu>rd  Bvti^d 
undertooV  secretly  to  |>ay  the  remainder.  • 
'  Articles  iu  Oie  Time*  yic^^^v^v.  Foreign  Quarterly  Review,  etc. 
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pare  the  way  for  the  employment  of  the  expected  Loan, 
in  a  manner  most  calculated  to  call  forth  the  resources 
of  the  country; — to  put  the  fortifications  of  Missolon^hi 
in  such  a  state  of  repair  as  might,  and  eventually  did, 
render  it  proof  against  the  besieger; — to  prevent  those 
infractions  of  neutrality,  so  tempting  to  the  Greeks, 
which  brought  their  Government  in  collision  with  the 
Ionian  authorities,'  and  to  restrain  all  such  licence  of 
the  Press  as  might  indispose  the  Courts  of  Europe  to  their 
cause : — such  were  the  important  objects  which  he  had 
proposed  to  himself  to  accomplish,  and  towards  which, 
in  this  brief  interval,  and  in  the  midst  of  such  dissen- 
sions and  hindrances,  he  had  already  made  considerable 
and  most  promising  progress.     But  it  would  be  unjust 
to  close  even  here  the  bright  catalogue  of  his  services. 
It  is,  after  al],  not  with  the  span  of  mortal  life  that  the 
good  achieved  by  a  name  immortal  ends.     The  charm 
acts  into  the  future, — it  is  an  auxiliary  through  all  time, 
and  the  inspiring  example  of  Byron,  as  a  martyr  of  li- 
berty, is  for  ever  freshly  embalmed  in  his  glory  as  a 
poet. 

From  the  period  of  his  attack  in  February,  he  had 
been,  from  time  to  time,  indisposed;  and,  more  than 
once,  had  complained  of  vertigos,  which  made  him  feel, 
he  said,  as  if  intoxicated.  He  was  also  frequently  af- 
fected with  nervous  sensations,  with  shiverings  and  tre- 
mors, which,  though  apparently  the  effects  of  excessive 

*  In  a  letter  which  he  addressed  to  Lord  Sidney  Osborne,  enclosin^f 
one,  on  the  sabject  of  these  infractions,  from  Prince  Mayrocordato  to  Sir 
T.  Meitland,  Lord  Byron  says — «  Tou  must  all  be  persuaded  how  difficolt 
■t  is,  under  existing  circumstances,  for  the  Greeks  to  keep  up  discipline, 
however  they  may  be  all  disposed  to  do  so.  1  am  doing  all  1  can  to  con- 
vince them  of  the  necessity  of  the  strictest  observance  of  the  regulations 
of  the  lilands,  and,  1  trust,  with  some  effect.*  I 
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debility,  he  himself  attributed  to  fulness  of  habit.  Pro- 
ceeding; upon  this  notion,  he  had,  ever  since  his  arrival 
in  Greece,  abstained  almost  wholly  from  animal  food, 
and  eat  of  little  else  but  dry  toast,  vegetables,  and  cheese. 
With  the  same  fear  of  becoming  fat,  which  had  in  his 
young  days  haunted  him,  he  almost  every  morning 
measured  himself  round  the  wrist  and  waist,  and  when- 
ever he  found  these  parts;  as  he  thought,  enlarged,  took 
a  strong  dose  of  medicine. 

Exertions  had,  as  we  have  seen,  been  made  by  his 
friends  at  Cephalonia,  to  induce  him,  without  delay,  to 
return  to  that  island,  and  take  measures,  while  there 
was  yet  time,  for  the  re-establishment  j  of  his  health. 
u  But  these  entreaties  (says  Count  Gamba)  produced  jnst 
the  contrary  effect;  for  in  proportion  as  Byron  thought 
his  position  more  perilous,  he  the  more  resolved  upon    j 
remaining  where  he  was.»     In  the  midst  of  all  this,  too, 
the  natural  flow  of  his  spirits  in  society  seldom  deserted 
him;  and  whenever  a  trick  upon  any  of  bis  attendants,    i 
or  associates,  suggested  itself,  he  was  as  ready  to  play    ' 
the  mischief-loving  boy  as  ever.     His  engineer.  Parry,    ' 
having  been  much  alarmed  by  the  earthquake  they  had 
experienced,  and  still  continuing  in  constant  apprehen- 
sion of  its  return.  Lord  Byron  contrived,  as  they  were 
all  sitting  together  one  evening,  to  have  some  barrels 
full  of  cannon-balls  trundled  through  the  room  abo« 
them,  and  laughed  heartil  y  as  he  would  have  done,  when 
a  Harrow  boy,  at  the  ludicrous  effect  which  this  decep- 
tion produced  on  the  poor  frightened  engineer. 

Every  day,  however,  brought  new  trials  both  of  his 
health  and  temper.  The  constant  rains  had  rendered 
the  swamps  of  Missolonghi  almost  impassable; — an 
alarm  of  plague,  which,  about  the  middle  of  March,  wa^ 
ci  rculated,  made  \t  \>T\vAe\ix>^o\  %Qm^>ai£L^.^tA  kieep  with- 
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in  doors ;  and  he  was  thus,  week  after  week,  deprived 
of  his  accustomed  air  and  exercise.  The  only  recreation 
he  had  recourse  to  was  that  of  playing  with  his  favour- 
ite dogf.  Lion ;  and,  in  the  evenings  £foing  through  the 
exercise  of  drilling  with  his  officers,  or  practising  at 
single-stick. 

At  the  same  time',  the  demands  upon  his  exertions, 
personal  and  pecuniary,  poured  in  from  all  sides,  while 
the  embarrassments  of  his  public  position  every  day  in- 
creased. The  chief  obstacle  in  the  way  of  his  plan  for 
the  reconciliation  of  all  parties  had  been  the  rivalry  so 
long  existing  between  Mavrocordato  and  the  Eastern 
Chiefs;  and  this  difficulty  was  now  not  a  little  heigh- 
tened by  the  part  taken  by  Colonel  Stanhope  and  Mr 
Trelawney,  who,  having  allied  themselves  with  Odysseus, 
the  most  powerful  of  these  Chieftains,  were  endeavour- 
ing actively  to  detach  Lord  Byron  from  Mavrocordato, 
and  enlist  hkn  in  their  own  views.  This  schism  was, — 
to  say  the  least  of  it,^ll-timed  and  unfortunate.  For, 
as  Prince  Mavrocordato  and  Lord  Byron  were  now  act- 
ing in  complete  harmony  with  the  Government,  a  co- 
operation of  all  the  other  English  agents  on  the  same 
side  would  have  had  the  effect  of  assuring  a  prepon- 
derance to  this  party  (which  was  that  of  the  civil  and 
commercial  interests  all  through  Greece)  that  might,  by 
strengthening  the  hands  of  the  ruling  power,  have  af- 
forded some  hope  of  vigour  and  consistency  in  its  move- 
ments. By  this  division,  however,  the  English  lost 
their  casting  weight;  and  not  only  marred  whatever 
little  chance  they  might  have  had  of  extinguishing  the 
dissensions  of  the  Greeks,  but  exhibited,  most  unseason- 
ably, an  example  of  dissension  among  themselves. 

The  visit  to  Salona,  in  which,  though  distrustful  of 
the  intended  Military  Congress,  Mavrocordato \:aA.  cmv>  1 
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sented  to  accompany  Lord  Byron,  was,  as  the  foregoing 
letters  have  mentioned,  delayed  by  the  floods, — the  river 
Fidari  having;  become  so  swollen  as  not  to  be  fordable. 
In  the  mean  time,  danglers,  both  from  within  and  widi- 
out,  threatened  Missolongrhi.  The  Turkish  fleet  bad 
a(][aincome  forth  from  the  Gulf,  while,  in  concert,  it  was 
apprehended,  with  this  resumption  of  the  blockade,  in- 
surrectionary movements,  instig^ated,  as  was  afterwards 
known,  by  the  malcontents  of  tlie  Morea,  manifested 
themselves  formidably  both  in  the  town  and  its  neigh- 
bourhood. The  first  cause  for  alarm  was  the  landing, 
in  canoes,  from  Anatolico  of  a  party  of  armed  men,  the 
followers  of  ('ariascachi  of  that  place,  who  came  to  d^ 
mand  retribution  from  the  people  of  Missolonghi  for 
some  injury  that,  in  a  late  affray,  had  been  inflicted  on 
one  of  theirclan.  It  was  also  rumoured  that  3ooSuliotes 
were  marching  upon  the  town ;  and  die  following  morn- 
ing, news  came  that  a  party  of  these  wild  warriors  had 
actually  seized  upon  Basiladi,  a  fortress  that  commands 
the  port  of  Missolonghi,  while  some  of  the  soldiers  of 
Cariascachi  had,  in  the  course  of  the  night,  arrested  two 
of  the  Primates,  and  carried  them  to  Anatolico.  The 
tumult  and  indignation  that  this  intelligence  produced 
was  universal.  All  the  shops  were  shut,  and  the  bazaar 
deserted.  »  Lord  Byron,**  says  Count  Gamha,  «  ordered 
his  troops  to  continue  under  arms ;  but  to  preserve  the 
strictest  neutrality,  without  mixing  in  any  quarrel,  either 
by  actions  or  words. n 

During  this  crisis,  the  weather  had  become  sufficiendy 
favourable  to  admit  of  his  paying  the  visit  to  Salona. 
which  he  had  purposed.  But.  as  his  departure  at  lurh 
a  juncture  might  have  the  appearance  of  abandoning 
3Iissolongh\.  he  resolved  to  wait  the  d.inger  out.  Ai 
this  time  the  foWowva^XexXftt^  ^«^  V5vvv\«w. 


\ 
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LETTER  DLIX. 

TO   MR   BARFF. 

«  April  3(1. 

« There  is  a  quarrel,  not  yet  settled,  between  the  ci- 
tizens and  some  of  Gariascachi's  people,  which  has  al- 
ready produced  some  blows.  I  keep  my  people  quite 
neutral ;  but  have  ordered  them  to  be  on  their  g[uard. 

aSome  days  ag^o  we  had  an  Italian  private  soldier 
drummed  out  for  thieving.  The  German  officers  want- 
ed to  flog;  him;  but  I  flatly  refused  to  permit  the  use  of 
the  stick  or  whip,  and  delivered  him  over  to  the  police.' 
Since  then  a  Prussian  officer  rioted  in  his  lodgings ;  and 
I  put  him  under  arrest,  according  to  the  order.  This,  it 
appears,  did  not  please  his  German  confederation :  but 
]  stuck  by  my  text;  and  have  given  them  plainly  to  un- 

■  «  Lord  Byron  declared  that,  as  far  as  he  was  concerned,  no  barbarous 
usages,  however  adopted  even  by  some  civilised  people,  should  be  intro- 
dnced  into  Greece;  especially  as  such  a  mode  of  punishment  would  dis- 
gust rather  than  reform.     We  hit  upon  an  expedient  which  favoured 
our  military  discipline :   but  it  required  not  only  all  Lord  Byron's  elo- 
quence, but  his  authority,  to  prevail  upon  our  Germans  to  accede  to  it. 
The  culprit  had  his  uniform  stripped  off  his  back,  in  presence /if  his  cob- 
nides,  and  was  afterwards  marched  through  the  town  with  a  label  on  his 
beck»  describing,  both  in  Greek  and  Italian,  the  nature  of  his  offeuMfr'^ 
after  which  he  was  given  up  to  the  regular  police.    This  exampia  of  !•- 
verity,  tempered  by  a  humane  spirit,  produced  the  best  effect  upon  oar 
soldiers,  as  wdl  M  upon  the  citizens  of  the  town.     But  it  was  very  near 
causing  a  most  disagreeable  circumstance ;  for,  in  the  course  of  the  ereii- 
fatg,  some  very  high  words  passed  on  the  subject  between  three  English' 
men,  two  of  them  officers  of  our  brigade,  in  consequence  of  which  cards 
were  exchanged,  and  two  duels  were  to  have  been,  fought  the  next  moo- 
ing.    Lord  Byron  did  not  hear  of  this  Ull  late  at  night:  but  he  imme- 
diately ordered  me  to  arrest  both  parties,  which  I  accordingly  did;  and, 
afker  some  difficulty,  prevailed  on  them  to  shake  hands.* — Count  GiJi^ 
BA*s  Narrative. 
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dentand,  that  those  who  do  not  chose  to  be  amenable  to 
the  laws  of  the  country  and  service,  may  retire;  but  that 
in  all  that  I  have  to  do,  I  will  see  them  obeyed  by  fo- 
reig^ner  or  native. 

u  I  wish  something  was  heard  of  the  arrival  of  part  of 
the  Loan,  for  there  is  a  plentiful  dearth  of  every  thing 
at  present.)* 

LETTER  DLX. 

TO    MR    BARFF. 

«  April  6dl. 

a  Since  I  wrote,  we  have  had  some  tumult  here  widi 
the  citizens  and  Gariascachi's  people,  and  all  are  under 
arms,  our  boys  and  all.  They  nearly  fired  on  me  and 
lifty  of  my  lads,'  by  mistake,  as  we  were  taking  oar 
usual  excursion  into  the  country.  To-day  matters  are 
settled  or  subsiding;  but  about  an  hour  ago,  the  father- 
in-law  ol  the  landlord  of  the  house  where  I  am  lodged 
(one  of  the  Primates  the  said  landlord  is)  was  arrested 
for  high  treason. 

*  A  corps  of  fifty  Saliotes  which  he  had,  abnost  erer  since  his  arrival 
at  MissoloDghi,  kept  about  him  as  a  body-guard.  A  large  outer  room  of 
bis  house  was  appropriated  to  these  troops;  and  their  carbines  were 
•Hpended  along  the  walls.  ■  lA  this  room  (says  Mr  Parry),  and  amonj; 
theie  jmde  soldiers,  Lord  Byron  was  accustomed  to  walk  a  great  deal 
partiralarly  in  wet  weather,  accompanied  by  his  favourite  dog.  Lion.* 

When  he  rode  oat,  these  fifty  Saliotes  attended  liim  on  foot;  and 
ibongh  they  carried  their  carbines,  « they  were  always,*  $ays  the  sane 
anthority,  «  able  to  keep  up  with  the  horses  at  full  speed.  The  captaiD, 
and  a  certain  number,  preceded  his  lordship,  who  rode  accompanied  oa 
one  side  by  Count  Gamba,  and  on  the  other  by  the  Greek  interpreter- 
Behind  him,  also  on  horseback,  came  two  of  his  senrants, — generally  his 
blaek  groom^  and  Tita, — both  dressed  like  the  chassenrs  usually  seen 
^bfliuBd  the  carriages  of  ambassadors,  and  another  division  of  bis  gnanl 
edthe  cavalcade.*— ^k^wC^Iaw^Da^s  of  Lord  Bjron, 


J^ 
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«They  are  in  conclave  still  with  Mavrocordato;  and 
we  have  a  numher  of  new  faces  from  the  hills,  come  to 
assist,  they  say.   Gun-boats  and  batteries  all  ready,  etc. 

u  The  row  has  had  one  good  effect — it  has  put  them 
on  the  alert.  What  is  to  l)ecome  of  the  father-in-law, 
I  do  not  know;  nor  what  he  has  done,  exactly  :^  but 

*T  is  a  yery  fine  thing  to  be  fatber-in-law 
To  a  very  magnificent  tbree-tail'd  bashaw, 

as  the  man  in  Bluebeard  saf  s  and  sings.  I  wrote  to  you 
upon  matters  at  length,  some  days  ago ;  the  letter,  or 
letters,  you  will  receive  with  this.  We  are  desirous  to 
hear  more  of  the  Loan ;  and  it  is  some  time  since  I  have 
had  any  letters  (at  least  of  an  interesting  description) 
from  England,  excepting  one  of  4th  February,  from 
Bowring  (of  no  great  importance).  My  latest  dates  are 
ofgbre,  or  of  the  6th  lobre,  four  months  exactly.  I 
hope  yoii  get  on  well  in  the  islands :  here  most  of  us  are, 
or  liave  been,  more  or  less  indisposed,  natives  as  well  as 
foreigners.)) 


LETTER  DLXL 

TO  MR  BARFF. 

«  April  7th. 

«The  Greeks  here  of  the  Government  have  been  bor- 
ing me  for  more  money.^     As  I  have  the  brigade  to 

t  This  man  had,  it  seems,  on  his  way  from  loannina,  passed  by  Aoato- 
lico,  and  held  seyeral  conferences  with  Cariascachi.  He  had  long  been 
suspected  of  being  a  spy;  and  the  letters  found  upon  him  confirmed  the 
suspicion. 

*  In  consequence  of  the  mutinous  proceedings  of  Cariascachi's  peo^ 
pie,  most  of  the  neighbouring  chieftains  hastened  to  the  assistance  of  vVv«  ' 
Government,  and  had  already  with  this  view  matcWd  vo  Kioaxc^v^v^  vie'vt 

VOL,  IV.  *i\ 
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maintain,  and  the  campaign  is  apparently  now  to 
open,  and  as  I  have  already  spent  3o,ooo  dollars  in  three 
months  upon  them  in  one  way  or  another,  and  more 
especially  as  their  puhlic  loan  has  succeeded,  so  that 
they  ought  not  to  draw  from  individuals  at  that  rate,! 
have  given  them  a  refusal,  and — as  they  would  not  take 
that^ — another  refusal  in  terms  of  considerahle  since- 
rity. 

«They  wish  now  to  try  in  the  Islands  for  a  few 
thousand  dollars  on  the  ensuing  loan.  If  you  can  serve 
them,  perhaps  you  will  (in  the  way  of  information,  at 
any  rate),  and  I  will  see  that  you  have  fair  play,  but 
still  I  do  not  advise  you,  except  to  act  as  you  please. 
Almost  every  thing  depends  upon  the  arrival,  and  the 
speedy  arrival,  of  a  portion  of  the  Loan,  to  keep  peace 
among  themselves.  If  they  can  but  have  sense  to  do 
this,  I  think  that  they  will  be  a  match  and  better  for 
any  force  that  can  be  brought  against  them  for  the  pre- 
sent.    We  are  all  doing  as  well  as  we  can,*) 

It  will  be  perceived  from  these  letters,  that  besides 
the  great  and  general  interests  of  the  cause,  which  were 
in  themselves  sufficient  to  absorb  all  his  thoughts,  be 
was  also  met,  on  every  side,  in  the  details  of  his  dutv, 
by  every  possible  variety  of  obstruction  and  distraction 
that  rapacity,  turbulence,  and  treachery  could  throw 
in  his  way.  Such  vexations,  too,  as  would  have  bee^ 
trying  to  the  most  robust  health,  here  fell  upon  a  frame 
already  marked  out  for  death;  nor  can  we  help  feeling. 

a,ooo  men.     But,  however  opportune  the  arrival  of  such  a  force,  tkf 

were  a  cause  of  fresh  embarrassment,  as  there  was  a  total  want  of  profi* 

ftious  for  their  dail^  maintenance.    It  was  in  this  emergency  that  iheCo- 

vernor.  Primates,  and  CXue^vixi*  V*^  \<it^v»x%«:^  ^%  here  ttatea,  to  Aft' 

usual  »ource  of  aupij|\^. 
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while  we  contemplate  tliis  last  scene  of  his  life,  that, 
raucb  as  there  is  in  it  to  admire,  to  wonder  at,  and  g^lory 
in,  there  is  also  much  that  awakens  sad  and  most  dis- 
tressful thoughts.  In  a  situation  more  than  any  other 
calling  for  sympathy  and  care,  we  see  him  cast  among 
strangers  and  mercenaries,  without  either  nurse  or 
friend;— tlie  self-collected ness  of  woman  being,  as  we 
shall  find,  wanting  for  the  former  office,  and  the  youth 
and  inexperience  of  Count  Gamba  unfitting  him  wholly 
for  the  other.  The  very  firmness  with  which  a  position 
so  lone  and  disheartening  was  sustained,  serves,  by 
interesting  us  more  deeply  in  the  man,  to  increase  our 
sympathy,  till  we  almost  forget  admiration  in  pity,  and 
half  regret  that  he  should  have  been  great  at  such  a 
cost. 

The  only  circumstances  that  had  for  some  time  oc<- 
curred  to  give  him  pleasure  were,  as  regarded  public 
affairs,  the  news  of  the  successful  progress  of  the  Loan, 
and,  in  his  personal  relations,  some  favourable  intel- 
ligence which  he  had  received,  after  a  long  interruption 
of  communication,  respecting  his  sister  and  daughter. 
The  former,  he  learned,  had  been  seriously  indisposed 
at  the  very  time  of  his  own  fit,  but  had  now  entirely 
recovered.  While  delighted  at  this  news,  he  could  not 
help,  at  the  same  time,  remarking,  with  his  usual  ten- 
dency to  such  superstitious  feelings,  how  strange  and 
striking  was  the  coincidence. 

To  those  who  have,  from  his  childhood,  traced  him 
through  these  pages,  it  must  be  manifest,  I  think,  that 
Lord  Byron  was  not  formed  to  be  long-lived.  Whether 
from  any  hereditary  defect  in  his  organization, — as  he 
biwself,from  the  circumstance  of  both  his  parents  havi 
died  young,  concluded, — or  from  those  violent  mea 
he  so  early  took  to  counteract  the  na\uT?\  \.e.v\^«:wc7^ 
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his  habit,  and  reduce  himself  to  thinness,  he  was,  almost 
every  year,  as  we  have  seen,  subject  to  attacks  of  in- 
disposition, by  more  than  one  of  which  his  life  was 
seriously  endangered.  The  capricious  course  which  be 
at  all  times  pursued  respecting  diet ; — his  long  fastings, 
his  expedients  for  the  allay ment  of  hunger,  his  occa- 
sional excesses  in  the  most  unwholesome  food,  and, 
during  the  latter  part  of  his  residence  in  Italy,  his  in- 
dulgence in  the  use  of  spirituous  beverages, — all  this 
could  not  be  otherwise  than  hurtful  and  underminii^ 
to  his  health;  while  his  constant  recourse  to  medidoe 
—daily,  as  it  appears,  and  in  large  quantities^-both 
evinced  and,  no  doubt,  increased  the  derangement  of 
his  digestion.  When  to  all  this  we  add  the  wastehd 
wear  of  spirits  and  strength  from  the  slow  corrosion  of 
sensibility,  the  warfare  of  the  passions,  and  the  workings 
of  a  mind  that  allowed  itself  no  sabbath,  it  is  not  to  be 
wondered  at  that  the  vital  principle  in  him  should  so  ; 
soon  have  burnt  out,  or  that,  at  the  age  of  thirty-three, 
he  should  have  had — as  he  himself  drearily  expresses  it 
— uan  old  feel.n  To  feed  the  flame,  the  all-absorbing 
flame,  of  his  genius,  the  whole  powers  of  his  nature, 
physical  as  well  as  moral,  were  sacrificed; — to  present 
that  grand  and  costly  conflagration  to  the  world's  eyes, 
in  which, 

Glittering,  like  a  palace  se(  on  fire. 

His  glory,  while  it  shone,  but  ruio'd  him !« 

It  was  on  the  very  day  when,  as  I  have  mentioned,tl)e 
intelligence  of  his  sister's  recovery  reached  liim,  that  | 
having  been  for  the  last  three  or  four  days  preventtfi  ' 
from  taking  exercise  by  the  rains,  he  resolved,  tboogk 


^  Y^e^UWl'tyGA.  V^^\flft!l^\«K. 
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the  weather  still  looked  threatening,  to  venture  out  on 
horsehack.  Three  miles  fromMissolonghi  GountGamba 
and  himself  were  overtaken  by  a  heavy  shower,  and  re- 
turned to  the  town  walls  wet  through  and  in  a  state  of 
violent  perspiration.  It  had  been  their  usual  practice 
to  dismount  at  the  walls  and  return  to  their  house  in  a 
boat,  but,  on  this  day,  Gount  Gamba^  representing  to 
Lord  Byron  how  dangerous  it  would  be,  warm  as  he 
then  was,  to  sit  exposed  so  long  to  the  rain  in  a  boat, 
entreated  of  him  to  go  back  the  whole  way  on  horseback. 
To  this,  however.  Lord  Byron  would  not  consent;  but 
said,  laughingly,  u  I  should  make  a  pretty  soldier  in- 
deed, if  I  were  to  care  for  such  a  trifle ! »  They  accord- 
ingly dismounted  and  got  into  the  boat  as  usual. 

About  two  hours  after  his  return  home  he  was  seized 
with  a  shuddering,  and  complained  of  fever  and  rheu- 
matic pains.  uAt  eight  that  evening,»  says  Gount 
Gamba,  u  I  entered  his  room.  He  was  lying  on  a  sofa 
restless  and  melancholy.  He  said  to  me,  'I  suffer  a  great 
deal  of  pain.  I  do  not  care  for  death^  but  these  agonies 
I  cannot  bear.'n 

The  following  day  he  rose  at  his  accustomed  hour, 
— transacted  business,  and  was  even  able  to  take  his 
ride  in  the  olive  woods,  accompanied,  as  usual,  by  his 
long  train  of  Suliotes.  He  complained,  however,  of 
perpetual  shudderings,  and  had  no  appetite.  On  his 
return  home,  he  remarked  to  Fletcher  that  his  saddle, 
he  thought,  had  not  been  perfectly  dried  since  yester- 
day's wetting,  and  that  he  felt  himself  the  worse  for  it. 
This  was  the  last  time  he  ever  crossed  the  threshold  alive. 
In  the  evening  Mr  Finlay  and  Mr  Millingen  called  upon 
him.  u  He  was  at  first  (says  the  latter  gentleman)  gayer 
than  usual ;  but  on  a  sudden  became  pensive. » 

On  the  evening  of  the  i  ith  his  fever,  N^Vi\v\i^^&  ^'i^-       I 
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nounced  to  be  rheumatic,  increcised ;  and  on  the  12th  he 
kqpt  his  bed  all  day^  complaining  that  he  could  not 
sleep,  and  taking;  no  nourishment  whatever.  The  two 
following  days,  though  the  fever  had  apparently  dimi* 
nished,  he  became  still  more  weak,  and  suffered  much 
from  pains  in  the  head. 

It  was  not  till  the  [4th  that  his  physician,  Dr  Brdno, 
finding  the  sudorifics  which  he  had  hitherto  employed 
to  be  unavailing,  began  to  urge  upon  his  patient  the  ne* 
cessity  of  being  bled.  Of  this,  however.  Lord  Byron 
would  not  hear.  He  had  evidently  but  little  reliance 
on  his  medical  attendant,  and  from  the  specimens  this 
young  man  has  since  given  of  his  intdlect  to  the  world, 
it  is,  indeed,  lamentable, — supposing  skill  to  have  been, 
at  this  moment,  of  any  avail, — that  a  life  so  precious 
should  have  been  intrusted  to  such  ordinary  hands, 
alt  was  on  this  day,  I  think,»  says  Count  Gamba,  a  that, 
as  I  was  sitting  near  him  on  his  sofa^  he  said  to  me,  ^I 
was  afraid  I  was  losing  my  memory,  and,  in  order  to 
try,  I  attempted  to  repeat  some  Latin  verses  with  the 
English  translation,  which  I  have  not  endeavoured  to 
recollect  since  I  was  at  school.  I  remembered  them  all 
except  the  last  word  of  one  of  the  hexameters.'» 

To  the  faithful  Fletcher,  the  idea  of  his  master^s  life 
being  in  danger  seems  to  have  occurred  some  days  be- 
fore it  struck  either  Count  Gamba  or  the  physician.  So 
little,  according  to  his  friend's  narrative,  had  such  a  sus- 
picion crossed  Lord  Byron's  own  mind,  that  he  even  ex- 
pressed himself  u  rather  glad  of  his  fever,  as  it  might 
cure  him  of  his  tendency  to  epilepsy. >»  To  Fletcher, 
however,  it  appears,  he  had  professed,  more  than  once, 
strong  doubts  as  to  the  nature  of  his  complaint  being  so 
slight  as  the  physician  seemed  to  suppose  it,  and  on  his 
^  servant  renewm^  Vvv&  ^tvvc^axvfe^ ^JaaiX  tkft  would  send  for 
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Doctor  Thomas  to  Zante,  made  no  further  opposition ; 
though  still,  out  of  consideration  for  those  gentlemen^ 
he  referred  him  on  the  subject  to  Doctor  Bruno  and  Mr 
Millingen.  Whatever  might  have  been  the  advantage 
or  satisfaction  of  thi?  step,  it  was  now  rendered  wholly 
impossible  by  the  weather,-^such  a  hurricane  blowing 
into  the  port  that  not  a  ship  could  get  out.  The  rain^ 
too,  descended  in  torrents,  and  between  the  floods  on 
the  land*side  and  the  sirocco  from  the  sea,  Missolonghi 
was,  for  the  moment,  a  pestilential  prison. 

It  was  at  this  juncture  that  Mr  Millingen  was,  for  the 
first  time,  according  to  his  own  account,  invited  to  at-* 
tend  Lord  Byron  in  his  medical  capacity, — his  visit  on 
the  loth  being  so  little,  as  he  states,  professional,  that 
he  did  not  even,  on  that  occasion,  feel  his  lordship's 
pulse.  The  great  object  for  which  he  was  now  called 
in,  and  rather,  it  would  seem,  by  Fletcher  than  Doctor 
Bruno,  was  for  the  purpose  of  joining  his  representations 
and  remonstrances  to  theirs,  and  prevailing  upon  the 
patient  to  suffer  himself  to  be  bled, — an  operation  now 
become  absolutely  necessary  from  the  increase  of  the 
fever,  and  which  Doctor  Bruno  had,  for  the  last  two 
days,  urged  in  vain. 

Holding  gentleness  to  be,  with  a  disposition  like  that 
of  Byron,  the  most  effectual  means  of  success,  Mr  Mil- 
lingen tried,  as  he  himself  tells  us,  all  that  reasoning 
and  persuasion  could  suggest  towards  attaining  his  ob- 
ject. But  his  efforts  were  fruitless :— Lord  Byron,  who 
had  now  become  morbidly  irritable,  replied  angrily, 
but  still  with  all  his  accustomed  acuteness  and  spirit,  to 
the  physician's  observations.  Of  all  his  prejudices,  he 
declared^  the  strongest  was  that  against  bleeding.  His 
mother  had  on  her  deathbed  obtained  from  him  a  pro- 
mise never  to  consent  to  being  bled*,  atvd  ^^Wv-es^t  «x- 
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^ment  might  be  produced,  his  aversion,  he  said,  was 
stronger  than  reason.     «  Besides,  is  it  not,»  he  asked, 
«  asserted  by  Doctor  Reid,  in  his  Essays,  that  less  slaugli- 
ter  is  effected  by  the  lance  than  the  lancet — that  minute 
instrument  of  mighty  mischief!*)  Qn  Mr  Millingen  ob- 
serving that  this  remark  related  to  the  treatment  of 
nervous,  but  not  of  inflammatory  complaints,  he  rejoin- 
ed, in  an  angry  tone,  u  Who  is  nervous,  if  I  am  not  ? 
And  do  not  those  other  words  of  his,  too,  apply  to  my 
case,  where  he  says  that  drawing  blood  from  a  nervous 
patient  is  like  loosening  the  chords  of  a  musical  instru- 
ment, whose  tones  already  fail  for  want  of  sufficitot 
tension  ?    Even  before  this  illness,  you  yourself  know 
how  weak  and  irritable  I  had  become ; — and  bleeding, 
by  increasing  this  state,  will  inevitably  kill  me.    Do 
with  me  whatever  else  you  like,  but  bleed  me  you  shall 
not.     I  have  had  several  inflammatory  fevers  in  my 
life,  and  at  an  age  when  more  robust  and  plethoric;  yet 
I  got  through  them  without  bleeding.    This  time,  also, 
will  I  take  my  chauce.»' 

After  much  reasoning  and  repeated  entreaties,  Mr 
Millingen  at  length  succeeded  in  obtaining  from  him  a 
promise,  that  should  he  feel  his  fever  increase  at  night, 
he  would  allow  Doctor  Bruno  to  bleed  him. 

During  this  day  he  had  transacted  business  and  re- 
ceived several  letters;  particularly  one  that  much  pleas- 
ed him  from  the  Turkish  Governor,  to  whom  he  had 
sent  the  rescued  prisoners,  and  who,  in  this  communi- 
cation, thanked  him  for  his  humane  interference,  and 
requested  a  repetition  of  it. 

In  the  evening  he  conversed  a  good  deal  with  Parry, 

>  It  was  during  die  same,  or  some  similar  coDversaiion,  that  Dr  Brano 
also  reports  him  to  h^^e  ULvd> « if  my  hour  is  come,  I  shall  die,  whether 
1  lose  my  blood  or  Vee^'\\.« 
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who  remained  some  hours  hy  his  hedside.  u  He  sat  up 
in  his  hed  (says  this  officer),  and  was  then  calm  and 
collected.  He  talked  with  me  on  a  yariety  of  subjects 
connected  with  himself  and  his  family;  he  spoke  of  his 
intentions  as  to  Greece,  his  plans  for  the  campaign,  and 
what  he  should  ultimately  do  for  that  country.  He 
spoke  to  me  about  my  own  adventures.  He  spoke  of 
dealh  also  with  great  composure,  and  though  he  did  not 
believe  his  end  was  so  very  near,  there  was  something 
about  him  so  serious  and  so  firm,  so  resigned  and  com- 
posed, so  different  from  any  thing  I  had  ever  before 
seen  in  him,  that  my  mind  misgave  me,  and  at  times 
foreboded  his  speedy  dissolution.)) 

On  revisiting  his  patient  early  ]next  morning,  Mr 
Millingen  learned  from  him,  that  having  passed,  as  he 
thought,  on  the  whole,  a  better  night,  he  had  not  con- 
sidered it  necessary  to  ask  Dr  Bruno  to  bleed  him.  What 
followed,  I  shall,  in  justice  to  Mr  Millingen,  give  in  his 
own  words.*  «  I  thought  it  my  duty  now  to  put  aside 
all  consideration  of  hisfclelings,  and  to  declare  solemnly 
to  him,  how  deeply  I  lamented  to  see  him  trifle  thus 
with  his  life,  and  show  so  little  resolution.  His  perti- 
nacious refusal  had  already,  I  said,  caused  most  precious 
time  to  be  lost;— but  few  hours  of  hope  now  remained, 
and,  unless  he  submitted  immediately  to  be  bled,  we 
could  not  answer  for  the  consequences.  It  was  true, 
he  cared  not  for  life ;  but  who  could  assure  him  that, 
unless  he  changed  his  resolution,  the  uncontrolled  disease 
might  not  operate  such  disorganization  in  his  system  as 
utterly  and  for  ever  to  deprive  him  of  reason  ? — I  had 
now  hit  at  last  on  the  sensible  chord ;  and,  partly  an- 
noyed by  our  importunities,  partly  persuaded,  he  cast 

*  MS. — This  gentleman  is,  I  understand,  about  to  publish  the  NarratiTe 
from  which  the  above  extract  is  taken.  M 
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at  US  both  tbe  fiercest  glaDoe  of  Texatiaii,  and,  tlirowiog 
out  his  arm,  said,  in  the  angriest  tone,  ^  There— you  are, 
I  see,  a  d — d  set  of  butchers— *take  av\ay  as  much  blood 
as  you  like,  but  have  done  with  it.' 

a  We  seized  the  moment  (adds  Mr  Millingen)  and 
drew  about  twenty  ounces.  On  coagulating,  the  blood 
presented  a  strong  buffy  coat ;  yet  the  relief  obtaiaed 
did  not  correspond  to  the  hopes  we  had  formed,  and 
during  the  night  the  fever  became  stronger  than  it  had 
been  hitherto.  The  restlessness  and  agitation  increased, 
and  the  patient  spoke  several  tiilies  in  an  incoherent 
manner,  n 

On  the  following  morning,  the  17th,  the  bleeding 
was  repeated ;  for,  although  the  rheumatic  symptoms 
had  been  completely  removed,  the  appearances  of  in^ 
fJammation  on  the  brain  were  now  hourly  increasing. 
Count  Gamba,  who  had  not  for  the  last  two  days  seen 
him,  being  confined  to  his  own  apartment  by  a  sprained 
ankle,  now  contrived  to  reacH  his  room,  a  His  coun* 
tenance,n  says  this  gentleman,  a  at  once  awakened  in 
me  the  most  dreadful  suspicions.  He  was  very  calm; 
he  talked  to  me  in  the  kindest  manner  about  my  acci- 
dent, but  in  a  hollow,  sepulchral  tone.  ^  Take  care  of 
your  foot,'  said  he;  *  I  know  by  experience  how  painful 
it  must  be.'  I  could  not  stay  near  his  bed ;  a  flood  of 
tears  rushed  into  my  eyes,  and  I  was  obliged  to  with- 
draw.)! Neither  Count  Gamba,  indeed,  nor  Fletcher, 
appear  to  have  been  sufficiently  masters  of  themselves 
to  do  much  else  than  weep  during  the  remainder  of  this 
afflicting  scene. 

In  addition  to  the  bleeding,  which  was  repeated  twice 
on  the  17th,  it  was  thought  right  also  to  apply  blisters 
to  the  soles  of  \i\s  ieev.  u^Vk^w  wjL>Jc«.>^Qvut  of  putting 
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them  on,n  says  Mr  Millingen,  u  Lord  Byron  asked  me 
whether  it  would  answer  the  purpose  to  apply  hoth  on 
the  same  leg.  Guessing  immediately  the  motive  that 
led  him  to  ask  this  question,  I  told  him  that  I  would 
place  them  above  the  knees.     '  Do  so,'  he  replied.)) 

It  is  painful  to  dwell  on  such  details, — but  we  are  now 
approaching  the  close.  !n  addition  to  most  of  those 
sad  varieties  of  wretchedness  which  surround  alike  the 
grandest  and  humblest  deathbeds,  there  was  also  in  the 
scene  now  passing  around  the  dying  Byron  such  a  de- 
gree of  confusion  and  uncomfort  as  renders  it  doubly 
dreary  to  contemplate.  There  having  been  no  person 
invested,  since  his  illness,  with  authority  over  the  house- 
hold, neither  order  nor  quiet  was  maintained  in  his 
apartment.  Most  of  the  comforts  necessary  in  such  an 
illness  were  wanting ;  and  those  around  him,  either  un» 
prepared  for  the  danger,  were,  like  Bruno,  when  it  came, 
bewildered  by  it;  or,  like  the  kind-hearted  Fletcher  and 
Count  Gamba,  were  by  their  feelings  rendered  no  less 
helpless. 

u  In  all  the  attendants,))  says  Parry,  a  there  was  thif 
officiousness  of  zeal;  butoviingto  their  ignorance  of 
each  other's  language,  their  zeal  only  added  to  the  con- 
fusion. This  circumstance,  and  the  want  of  common 
necessaries,  made  Lord  Byron's  apartment  such  a  pic- 
ture of  distress  and  even  anguish  during  the  two  or  three 
last  days  of  his  life,  as  I  never  before  beheld,  and  wish 
never  again  to  witness.)) 

The  i8th  being  Easter  day, — a  holiday  which  the 
Greeks  celebrate  by  firing  off  muskets  and  artillery, — 
it  was  apprehended  that  this  noise  might  be  injurious 
to  Lord  Byron ;  and,  as  a  means  of  attracting  away  the 
crowd  from  the  neighbourhood,  the  artillery  brigade 
were  marched  out  by  Parry,  to  exetose  \.Wyc  ^xvsk  ^X 
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some  distance  from  the  town ;  while,  at  the  same  time, 
the  town-guard  patrolled  the  streets,  and  informing  the 
people  of  the  danger  of  their  benefactor,  entreated  them 
to  preserve  all  possible  quiet. 

About  three  o'clock  in  the  afternoon.  Lord  Byron  rose 
and  went  into  the  adjoining  room.  He  was  able  to 
walk  across  the  chamber,  leaning  on  his  servant  Tita ; 
and,  when  seated,  asked  for  a  book,  which  the  servant 
brought  him.  After  reading,  however,  for  a  few  mi* 
nutes,  he  found  himself  faint ;  and,  again  taking  Tita's 
arm,  tottered  into  the  next  room  and  returned  to  bed. 

At  this  time  the  physicians,  becoming  still  more 
alarmed,  expressed  a  wish  for  a  consultation  ;  and  pro- 
posed calling  in,  without  delay,  Dr  Freiber,  the  medical 
assistant  of  Mr  Millingen,  and  Luca  Yaya,  a  Greek,  the 
physician  of  Mavrocordato.  On  hearing  this,  Lord 
fiyron  at  first  refused  to  see  them;  but  being  informed 
that  Mavrocordato  advised  it,  he  said, — «  Very  well,  let 
them  come;  but  let  them  look  at  me  and  say  nothing. n 
This  they  promised,  and  were  admitted ;  but  when  one 
of  them,  on  feeling  his  pulse,  showed  a  wish  to  speak 
— M  Recollect,))  he  said,  a  your  promise,  and  go  away.» 

It  was  after  this  consultation  of  the  physicians'  that, 
as  it  appeared  to  Count  Gamba,  Lord  Byron  was,  for  the 
first  time,  aware  of  his  approaching  end.  Mr  Millingen, 
Fletcher,  and  Tita,  had  been  standing  round  his  bed ; 
but  the  two  first,  unable  to  restrain  their  tears,  left  the 
room.  Tita  also  wept;  but,  as  Byron  held  his  hand, 
could  not  retire.  He,  however,  turned  away  his  face; 
while  Byron,  looking  at  him  steadily,  said,  half  smiling, 
u  Oh  questa  e  una  bella  scena.))     He  then  seemed  to  re- 


^^ 


'  For  Mr  M'lVVmgexiS  account  of  this  coDsnltation,  see  Appendix,  p. 
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fleet  a  moment,  and  exclaimed,  u  Call  Parry. »  Almost 
immediately  afterwards,  a  fit  of  delirium  ensued  ;  and 
hebegan  to  talk  wildly,  as  ifhe  were  mounting  a  breach 
in  an  assault, — calling  out,  half  in  English,  half  in  Ita- 
lian, «  Forwards — forwards — courage — follow  my  ex- 
ample,?) etc.  etc. 

On  coming  again  to  himself,  he  asked  Fletcher,  who 
had  then  returned  into  the  room,  a  whether  he  had  sent 
for  Doctor  Thomas,  as  he  desired  ?»  and  the  servant 
answering  in  the  affirmative,  he  replied,  «  You  have 
done  right,  for  I  should  like  to  know  what  is  the  matter 
with  me.))  He  had,  a  short  time  before,  with  that  kind 
consideration  for  those  about  him  which  was  one  of 
the  great  sources  of  their  lasting  attachment  to  him, 
said  to  Fletcher,  u  I  am  afraid  you  and  Tita  will  be  ill 
with  sitting  up  night  and  day.))  It  was  now  evident  that 
he  knew  he  was  dying;  and  between  his  anxiety  to 
make  his  servant  understand  his  last  wishes,  and  the 
rapid  failure  of  his  powers  of  utterance,  a  most  painful 
scene  ensued.  On  Fletcher  asking  whether  he  should 
bring  pen  and  paper  to  take  down  his  words — a  Oh 
no,)»  he  replied — a  there  is  no  time — it  is  now  nearly 
over.     Go  to  my  sister — tell  her — go  to  Lady  Byron — 

you  will  see  her,  and  say »  Here  his  voice  faltered, 

and  became  gradually  ind  isti  net ;  notwithstanding  which 
he  continued  still  to  mutter  to  himself,  for  nearly 
twenty  minutes,  with  much  earnestness  of  manner,  but  - 
in  such  a  tone  that  only  a  few  words  could  be  distin- 
guished. These,  too,  were  only  names, — «  Augusta)) — 
«  Ada)) — u  Hobhousot — «  Kinnaird.))  He  then  said, 
tt  Now,  I  have  told  you  aM,n  u  My  lord,))  replied 
Fletcher,  «  I  have  not  understood  a  word  your  lordship 
has  been  saying.))  «  Not  understand  me?»  exclaimed^ 
Lord  Byron,  with  a  look  of  the  ulmosl  ^vsVc^^s^  v^  -'^^w 
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a  pity !  —  tbea  it  is  too  late,  all  is  over.n  «  1  hoj.e  not,n 
answered  Fletcher;  u  but  tbe  Lord's  will  be  doQe.a 
tf  Yes,  not  oiine,»  said  Byron.  He  then  tried  to  utter  a 
few  words,  of  wliirh  none  were  intelligible,  except «  my 
$ister — my  child. n 

The  decision  adopted  at  the  consultation  had  been, 
contrary  to  the  opinion  of  Mr  Millingen  and  Dr  Freiber, 
to  administer  to  the  patient  a  strong  antispasmodic  po« 
tion,  which,  while  it  produced  sleep,  but  hastened,  pe^ 
haps,  death.  In  order  to  persuade  him  into  taking  this 
draught,  Mr  Parry  was  sent  for,'  and,  without  anydif' 
ficulty,  induced  him  to  swallow  a  few  mouthfuls. 
o  When  he  took  my  h^nd  (says  Parry)  I  found  bis  bands 
were  deadly  cold.  With  the  assistance  of  Tita  1  endea* 
voured  gently  to  create  a  little  warmth  in  them  ;  and 
also  loosened  tbe  bandage  which  was  tied  round  his 
bead.  Till  this  was  done  he  seemed  in  great  paio, 
clenched  his  hands  at  times,  gnashed  his  teeth,  and  ut- 
tered tbe  Italian  exclamation  of  ^  Ah  Christi !'  He  bore 
the  loosening  of  the  band  passively,  and,  after  it  was 
loosened,  shed  tears;  then  taking  my  hand  again,  ut* 
tered  a  faint  good  night,  and  sunk  into  a  slumber.n 

In  about  half  an  hour  he  again  awoke,  when  a  second 
dose  of  the  strong  infusion  was  administered  to  him. 
«  From  those  about  him  (says  Count  Gamba,  who  was 
not  able  to  bear  this  scene  himself)!  collected  that,  either 
at  tliis  time,  or  in  his  former  interval  of  reason,  be  could 
be  understood  to  say — '  Poor  Greece  1 — poor  town!— 
my  poor  servants !'— Also,  '  Why  was  I  not  aware  of 
this  sooner?'  and  ^  My  hour  is  come! — I  do  not  care  for 

*  From  this   circumstance,  as  y>e}\  aa  from  the  terms  in  -which  he  it 
hientioned  by  Lord  Byron,  it  is  plain  that  this  person  bad,  by  his  bluni, 
pracliral  good  sen%e«  akc(\uired  for  more  influence  over  his  k>nlship'i 
j^ind  ihon  Nsaa  ^iowcs»cA\\^  wft^  o.^  ^^  ^j>^«  ^^xwam  %boai  bim. 
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death — but  why  did  I  not  go  home  before  I  came  here? 
At  another  time  he  said, '  There  are  things  which  make 
the  world  dear  to  me  [lo  lascio  qualche  cosa  di  cam  net 
mondo] :  for  the  rest,  I  am  content  to  die.'  He  spoke 
also  of  Greece,  saying,  •  I  have  given  her  my  time,  my 
means^  my  health->^and  now  I  give  her  my  life ! — what 
could  I  do  more?' » * 

It  was  about  six  o'clock  on  the  evening  of  this  day 
when  he  said,  u  Now  I  shall  goto  sleep ;»  and  then  turn- 
ing round  fell  into  that  slumber  from  which  he  never 
awoke.  For  the  next  twenty-four  hours  he  lay  inca. 
pable  of  either  sense  or  motion, — with  the  exception  of, 
now  and  then,  slight  symptoms  of  suffocation,  during 
which  his  servant  raised  his  head, — and  at  a  quarter 
past  six  o'clock  on  the  following  day,  the  19th,  he  was 
seen  to  open  his  eyes  and  immediately  shut  them  again. 
The  physicians  felt  his  pulse — he  was  no  more ! 
>  To  attempt  to  describe  how  the  intelligence  of  this 
gad  event  struck  upon  all  hearts  would  be  as  difficult  as 
it  is  superfluous.  He,  whom  the  whole  world  was  to 
mourn,  had  on  the  tears  of  Greece  peculiar  claim,*— as 
it  was  at  her  feet  he  now  laid  down  the  harvest  of  such 
a  life  of  fame.  To  the  people  of  Missolonghi,  who  first 
felt  the  shock  that  was  soon  to  spread  through  all  Eu« 
rope,  the  event  seemed  almost  incredible.  It  was  but 
the  other  day  that  he  had  come  among  them,  radiant 
with  renown, — inspiring  faith,  by  his  very  name,  in 
those  miracles  of  success  that  were  about  to  spring  forth 
at  the  touch  of  his  ever- powerful  genius.  All  this  bad 
now  vanished,  like  a  short  dream  :---nor  can  we  wonder 

*  It  ia  but  ri{|;bt  to  rewind  the  reader,  that  for  the  sayings  here  attri- 
buted (o  Lord  Byron,  however  natural  and  probable  they  may  appeor,  j 
there  is  not  exactly  the  same  authority  of  credible  witnesses  by  which  all  M 
the  other  details  1  have  given  of  his  last  hours  are  «.u^^t\e^.  ^ 
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that  the  poor  Greeks,  to  whom  his  coming  had  heen 
such  a  ^ory,  and  who,  on  the  last  evening  of  his  Hfe, 
thronged  the  streets,  inquiring  as  to  his  state,  should 
regard  the  thunder-storm  which,  at  the  moment  be 
died,  hroke  over  the  town,  as  the  signal  of  his  doom, 
and,  in  their  superstitious  grief,  cry  to  each  other,  u  The 
great  man  is  gone!» ' 

Prince  Mavrocordato,  who  of  all  hest  knew  and  felt 
the  extent  of  his  country's  loss,  and  who  had  to  mourn 
doubly  the  friend  of  Greece  and  of  himself,  on  the 
evening  of  the  19th  issued  this  melancholy  Procla- 
mation. 

» 
•  PROVISIONAL  GOVERNMENT  OF  WESTERN  GREECE* 

((ART.    II 85. 

(( The  present  day  of  festivity  and  rejoicing  has  be- 
come one  of  sorrow  and  of  mourning.  The  Lord  Noel 
Byron  departed  this  life  at  six  o'clock  in  the  afternooo, 
after  an  illness  of  ten  days;  his  death  being  caused  by 
an  inflammatory  fever.  Such  was  the  effect  of  his 
lordship's  illness  on  the  public  mind,  that  all  classes  had 
forgotten  their  usual  recreations  of  Easter,  even  before 
the  afflicting  event  was  apprehended. 

u  The  loss  of  this  illustrious  individual  is  undoubtedly 
to  be  deplored  by  all  Greece ;  but  it  must  be  more  espe- 
cially a  subject  of  lamentation  at  Missolonghi,  where 
his  generosity  has  been  so  conspicuously  displayed,  and 
of  which  he  had  even  become  a  citizen,  with  the  further 
determination  of  participating  in  all  the  dangers  of 
the  war. 

(( Evei7  body  is  acquainted  with  the  beneficent  acts 
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of  his  lordship,  and  none  can  cease  to  hail  his  name  as 
that  of  a  real  benefactor. 

«  Until,  therefore,  the  final  determination  of  the  Na- 
tional Government  be  known,  and  by  virtue  of  the 
powers  with  which  it  has  been  pleased  to  invest  me,  F 
hereby  decree, 

«  ist.  To-morrow  morning,  at  daylight,  thirty-seven 
minute  guns  will  be  fired  from  the  Grand  Battery,  being 
the  number  which  corresponds  with  the  age  of  the 
illustrious  deceased. 

a  2d.  All  the  public  offices,  even  the  tribunals,  are  to 
remain  closed  for  three  successive  days. 

u  3d.  All  the  shops,  except  those  in  which  provisions 
or  medicines  are  sold,  will  also  be  shut;  and  it  is  strictly 
enjoined  that  every  species  of  public  amusement,  and 
other  demonstrations  of  festivity  at  Easter,  shall  be 
suspended. 

«4th.  A  general  mourning  will  be  observed  for 
twenty-one  days. 

tt  5th.  Prayers  and  a  funeral  service  are  to  be  offered 
up  in  all  the  churches. 

(Signed)  m  A.  Mavrogordato. 

«  George  Praidis,  Secretary. 

«  Given  at  Missolonghi, 
this  19th  day  of  April,  iSa4.» 

Similar  honours  were  paid  to  bis  memory  at  many 
other  places  through  Greece.  At  Salona,  wliere  the 
Congress  had  assembled,  his  soul  was  prayed  for  in  the 
church ;  after  which  the  whole  garrison  and  the  citizens 
went  out  into  the  plain,  where  another  religious  cere- 
mony took  place,  nftder  the  shade  of  the  olive-trees. 
This  being  concluded,  the  troops  fired ;  and  an  oration^ 
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full  of  the  warmest  praise  and  gratitude,  was   pro- 
nounced by  the  High  Priest. 

When  such  was  the  veneration  shown  towards  him  by 
strangei*s,  what  must  have  been  the  feelings  of  his  near 
associates  and  attendants?  Let  one  speak  for  all  ;— 
c(  He  died  (says  Count  Gamba)  in  a  strange  land,  and 
amongst  strangers;  but  more  loved,  more  sincerely 
wept  he  never  could  have  been,  wherever  he  had  breathed 
his  last.  Such  was  the  attachment,  mingled  with  a  sort 
of  reverence  and  enthusiasm,  with  which  he  inspired 
those  around  him,  that  there  was  not  one  of  us  who 
would  not,  for  his  sake,  have  wiUingly  encountered 
any  danger  in  the  world.)) 

Colonel  Stanhope,  whom  the  sad  intelligence  reached 
at  Salona,  thus  writes  to  the  Committee : — u  A  courier 
has  just  arrived  from  the  Chief  Scalza.  Alas!  all  our 
fears  are  realized.  The  soul  of  Byron  has  taken  its  last 
flight.  England  has  lost  her  brightest  genius,  Greece 
her  noblest  friend.  To  console  them  for  the  loss,  he 
has  left  behind  the  emanations  of  his  splendid  mind.  If 
Byron  had  faults,  he  had  redeeming  virtues  too— he 
sacrificed  his  comfort,  fortune,  health,  and  life,  to  the 
cause  of  an  oppressed  nation.  Honoured  be  his  me- 
mory!)) 

Mr  Trelawney,  who  was  on  his  way  to  Missolonghi 
at  the  time,  describes  as  follows  tlie  manner  in  which 
he  first  heard  of  his  friend's  death  : — u  With  all  my 
anxiety  I  could  not  get  here  before  the  third  day.  It 
was  the  second,  after  having  crossed  the  first  great 
torrent,  that  I  met  some  soldiers  from  Missolonghi.  I 
had  let  them  all  pass  me,  ere  I  had  resolution  enough 
to  inquire  the  news  from  Missolonghi.  I  then  rode 
back,  and  dema^nded  of  a  straggler  the  news.     I  heard 
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uothing  more  than — Lord  Byron  is  dead,— and  I  pro- 
ceeded on  in  gloomy  silence. »  The  writer  adds,  after 
detailing  the  particulars  of  the  poet's  illness  and  death, 
tt  Your  pardon.  Stanhope,  that  I  have  thus  turned  aside 
from  the  great  cause  in  which  I  am  embarked.  But 
this  is  no  private  grief.  The  world  has  lost  its  greatest 
man;  I  my  best  friend.n 

Among  his  servants  the  same  feeling  of  sincere  grief 
prevailed  : — «  I  have  in  mypossession(saysMrHoppner, 
in  the  Notices  with  which  he  has  favoured  me)  a  letter 
written  by  his  gondolier  Tita,  who  had  accompanied 
him  from  Venice,  giving  an  account  to  his  parents  of 
his  master's  decease.  Of  this  event  the  poor  fellow 
speaks  in  the  most  affecting  manner,  telling  them  that 
in  Lord  Byron  he  had  lost  a  father  rather  than  a  master ; 
and  expatiating  upon  the  indulgence  with  which  he 
had  always  treated  his  domestics,  and  the  care  he  ex- 
pressed for  their  comfort  and  welfare. » 

His  valet  Fletcher,  too,  in  a  letter  to  Mr  Murray, 
announcing  the  event,  says,  u  Please  to  excuse  all  de- 
fects, for  I  scarcely  know  what  I  either  say  or  do;  for, 
after  twenty  years'  service  with  my  lord,  he  was  more 
to  me  than  a  father,  and  I  am  too  much  distressed  to 
now  give  a  correct  account  of  every  particular.)) 

In  speaking  of  the  effect  produced  on  the  friends  of 
Greece  by  this  event,  Mr  Trelawney  says : — «  I  think 
Byron's  name  was  the  great  means  of  getting  the  Loan. 
A  Mr  Marshall,  with  £  8000  per  annum,  was  as  far  as 
Corfii,  and  turned  back  on  hearing  of  Lord  Byron's 
death.  Thousands  of  people  were  flocking  here :  some 
had  arrived  as  far  as  Corfu,  and  hearing  of  his  death, 
confessed  they  came  out  to  devote  their  fortunes  not  to 
the  Greeks,  or  from  interest  in  the  cause,  but  to  the 
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noble  poet ;  and  the  ^  Pilgrim  of  Eternity' '  hayin{][ 
departed,  they  turned  back.n  ' 

The  funeral  ceremony  which,  on  account  of  the  rains, 
had  been  postponed  for  a  day,  took  place  in  the  church 
of  St  Nicholas,  at  Missolonghi,  on  the  a  2d  of  April,  and 
is  thus  feelingly  described  by  an  eye-witness. 

a  In  the  midst  of  iiis  own  brigade,  of  the  troops  of 
the  Government,  and  of  the  whole  population,  on  the 
shoulders  of  the  ofBcers  of  his  corps,  relieved  occa- 
sionally by  other  Greeks,  the  roost  precious  portion  of 
his  honoured  remains  were  carried  to  the  church,  where 
lie  the  bodies  of  Marco  Bozzari  and  of  General  Nor- 
mann.  There  we  laid  them  down  :  the  coffin  was  a 
rude,  ill-constructed  chest  of  wood  ;  a  black  mantle 
served  for  a  pall;  and  over  it  we  placed  a  helmet  and 
a  sword,  and  a  crown  of  laurel.  But  no  funeral  pomp 
could  have  left  ti^e  impression,  nor  spoken  the  feelings, 
of  this  simple  ceremony.  The  wretchedness  and  deso- 
lation of  the  place  itself;  the  wild  and  half  civilised 
warriors  around  us;  their  deep-felt,  unaffected  grief; 
the  fond  recollections ;  the   disappointed   hopes  ;  the 

^  Tbe  title  Qviea  by  Shelley  to  Lord  Byron  in  his  Elegy  on  the  death  oC 
Reats. 

The  Pil(jrim  of  Eternity,  whose  fame 

Over  his  living  head  like  Heaven  ia  bent 

An  early  but  enduring  monament, 

Came  veiling  all  the  Ii2;htning8  of  his  song 

In  sorrow. 
'Parry,  too,  mentions  an  instance  to  the  same  efFect: — «  While 
1  was  on  the  quarantine  hoQse  at  Zante,  a  gentleman  called  on  ue, 
and  made  namerous  inquiries  as  to  Lord  Byron.  He  said  he  wa» 
only  one  of  fourteen  English  genlleiuen,  then  at  A.ncona,  who.  hmd  tent 
him  on  to  obtain  intelligence,  and  only  waited  his  return  to  come  and 
join  Lord  Byron.  They  were  to  form  a  mounted  guard  for  him,  and 
meant  to  devote  {beW  i^cnoti%\  services  and  their  incomes  to  the  Greek 
cause.     On  hearing  o?  ViOv^^'^oTJ*  ^e?L"^>Wv«Hw^ ^v^  turned  back. • 
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anxieties  and  sad  presentiments  which  nii(jht  be  read 
on  every  countenance — all  contributed  to  form  a  scene 
more  moving^,  more  truly  affecting,  than  perhaps  was 
ever  before  witnessed  round  the  grave  of  a  great  man. 
«  When  the  funeral  service  was  over,  we  left  the  bier 
in  the  middle  of  the  church,  where  it  remained  until  the 
evetiing  of  the  next  day,  and  was  guarded  by  a  detach- 
ment of  his  own  brigade.  The  church  was  crowded  with- 
out cessation  by  those  who  came  to  honour  and  to  re- 
gret the  benefactor  of  Greece.  In  the  evening  of  the  23d , 
the  bier  was  privately  carried  back  by  his  officers  to  his 
own  house.  The  coffin  was  not  closed  till  the  29th  of 
the  month.  Immediately  after  his  death,  his  coun- 
tenance had  an  air  of  calmness,  mingled  with  a  severity, 
that  seemed  gradually  to  soften;  for  when  I  took  a  last 
look  of  him,  the  expression,  at  least  to  my  eyes,  was  truly 
sublime. » 

■  We  have  seen  how  decidedly,  while  in  Italy,  Lord 
Byi*on  expressed  his  repugnance  to  the  idea  of  his  re- 
mains resting  upon  English  ground;  and  the  injunc- 
tions he  so  frequently  gave  to  Mr  Hoppner  on  this 
point  show  his  wishes  to  have  been,— at  least,  during 
that  period, — sincere.  With  one  so  changing,  however, 
in  his  impulses,  it  was  not  too  much  to  take  for  granted 
that  the  far  more  cordial  feeling  entertained  by  him  to- 
wards his  countrymen  at  Cephalonia^  would  have  been 
followed  by  a  correspondent  change  in  this  antipathy 
to  England  as  a  last  resting-place.  It  is,  at  all  events, 
fortunate  that  by  no  such  spleen  of  the  moment  has  his 
native  country  been  deprived  of  her  natural  right  to  en- 
shrine within  her  own  bosom  one  of  the  noblest  of  her 
dead,  and  to  atone  for  any  wrong  she  may  have  inflicted 
upon  him,  while  living,  by  making  his  tomb  a  ^laceoC 
pilgrimage  for  her  sons  through  a\\  ages. 
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By  Colonel  Stanhope  and  others  it  was  suggested  that, 
as  a  tribute  to  the  land  he  celebrated  and  died  for,  his 
remains  should  be  deposited  at  Athens,  in  the  Temple 
of  Theseus ;  and  the  Chief  Odysseus  despatched  an  ex- 
press to  Missolonghi  to  enforce  this  wish.  On  the  part 
of  the  town,  too,  in  which  he  breathed  his  last,  a  similar 
request  had  been  made  by  the  citizens,  and  it  was 
thought  advisable  so  far  to  accede  to  their  desires  as  to 
leave  with  them,  for  interment,  one  of  the  vessels  in 
which  his  remains,  after  embalmment,  were  enclosed. 

The  first  step  taken,  before  any  decision  as  to  its  uhi- 
mate  disposal,  was  to  have  the  body  conveyed  to  Zante; 
and  every  facility  having  been  afforded  by  the  Resident, 
Sir  Frederick  Stoven,  in  providing  and  sending  transports 
to  Missolonghi  for  that  purpose,  on  the  morning  of  the 
2d  of  May  the  remains  were  embarked,  under  a  mourn- 
ful salute  from  the  guns  of  tlie  fortress: — « How  dif- 
ferent,)) says  Count  Gamba,  ufrom  that  which  had  wel- 
comed the  arrival  of  Byron  only  four  months  ago!)> 

At  Zante  the  determination  was  taken  to  send  the 
body  to  England ;  and  the  brig  Florida  which  had  just 
arrived  there  with  the  first  instalment  of  the  Loan,  was 
engaged  for  the  purpose.  Mr  Blaquiere,  under  whose 
care  this  first  portion  of  the  Loan  had  come,  was  also 
the  bearer  of  a  Commission  for  the  due  management  of 
its  disposal  in  Greece,  in  which  Lord  Byron  was  named 
as  the  principal  Commissioner.  The  same  ship,  how- 
ever, that  brought  this  honourable  mark  of  confidence 
was  to  return  w  ith  him  a  corpse.  To  Colonel  Stanhope, 
who  was  then  at  Zante,  on  his  way  homeward,  was  in- 
trusted the  charge  of  his  illustrious  colleague's  remains; 
and  on  the  25th  of  May  he  embarked  with  them  on 
board  the  Florida  for  England. 

In  the  Vettet  yj\\\<^A^  ow\i\%  ^\\v^  in  the  Downs, 
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June  29th,  this  [jentleman  addressed  to  Lord  Byron's 
executors,  there  is  the  following  passage  : — wWith  res- 
pect to  the  funeral  ceremony,  I  am  of  opinion  that  his 
lordship's  family  should  be  immediately  consulted,  and 
that  sanction  should  be  obtained  for  the  public  burial 
of  his  body  either  in  the  great  Abbey  or  Cathedral  of 
London.))  It  has  been  asserted,  and  I  fear  too  truly, 
that  on  some  intimation  of  the  wish  suggested  in  this 
last  sentence  being  conveyed  to  one  of  those  Reverend 
persons  who  have  the  honours  of  the  Abbey  at  their 
disposal,  such  an  answer  was  returned  as  left  but  little 
doubt  that  a  refusal  would  be  the  result  of  any  more  re- 
gular application.' 

There  is  an  anecdote  told  of  the  poet  Hafez,  in  Sir 
William  Jones's  Life,  which,  in  reporting  this  instance 
of  iliiberality,  recurs  naturally  to  tne^memory.  After 
the  death  of  the  great  Persian  bard,  ^ome  of  the  reli- 
gious among  his  countrymen  protested  strongly  against 
allowing  to  him  the  right  of  sepulture,  alleging,  as  their 
objection,  the  licentiousness  of  his  poetry.  After  much 
controversy,  it  was  agreed  to  leave  the  decision  of 
the  question  to  a  mode  of  divination,  not  uncommon 
among  the  Persians,  which  consisted  in  opening  the 
poet's  book  at  random  and  taking  the  first  verses  that 
occurred.     They  happened  to  be  these : 

Oh  tnm  not  coldly  from  the  poet*s  bier, 
Nor  check  the  sacred  drops  by  Pity  given ; 

For  though  in  sin  his  body  slumhereth  here. 
His  soul,  absolved,  already  wings  to  heaven. 

<  A  former  Dean  of  Westminster  went  so  far,  we  know,  in  his  scruples 
as  to  exclude  an  epitaph  from  the  Abbey,  because  it  contained  the  name 
of  Milton: — «a  name,  in  his  opinion, »  says  JohusoUj  «  too  detestable  to 
be  read  on  the  wall  of  a  building  dedicated  to  devoUon.M — Life  ^' 
Milton. 
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These  Knee,  says  the  legend,  were  loolied  upon  as  a 
dmne  decree;  the  reKgumists  no  longer  enforced  their 
blijectioos,  and  the  remains  of  the  hard  were  lefit  to  take 
their  qniet  sleep  hy  that  «  sweet  hower  of  Moadlayv 
which  he  had  so  often  celebrated  in  his  verses. 

Wereonr  Byron's  right  of  sepoltnre  to  be  decided  in 
the  same  manner,  how  few  are  there  of  his  pages,  thus 
taken  at  hazard,  that  wonld  not,  by  some  genial  touch 
of  sympathy  with  yirtue,  some  glowing  tribute  to  the 
bright  works  of  God,  or  some  gash  of  natural  devotioa 
more  affecting  than  any  homily,  give  him  a  title  to  ad- 
mission into  the  purest  temple  of  which  Christian  Cha- 
rity ever  held  the  guardianship  ? 

Let  the  decision,  however,  of  these  Reyerend  author- 
ities have  been,  finally,  what  it  might,  it  was  the  wish, 
as  is  understood  of  l/ord  Byron's  dearest  relatiye,  to  have 
his  remains  laid  in  the  family  vault  at  Hucknell,  near 
Newstead.  On  being  landed  from  the  Florida,  the  body 
had,  under  the  direction  of  his  lordship's  executors, 
Mr  Hobhousc  and  Mr  Hanson,  been  removed  to  the 
house  of  SirEdwardKnatchbull  in  Great  George-street, 
Westminster,  where  it  lay  in  state  during  Friday  and 
Saturday,  the  9th  and  loth  of  July,  and  on  the  follow- 
ing Monday  the  funeral  procession  took  place.  Leaving 
Westminster  at  eleven  o'clock  in  the  morning,  attended 
by  most  of  his  lordship's  personal  friends  and  by  the 
carriages  of  several  persons  of  rank,  it  proceeded 
through  various  streets  of  the  metropolis  towards  the 
North  Road.  At  Pancras  Church  the  ceremonial  of  the 
procession  being  at  an  end,  the  carriages  returned  ;and 
the  hearse  continued  its  way,  by  slow  stages,  to  Not- 
tingham. 

It  was  on  ¥f\da^  the  i6th  of  July  that,  in  the  small 
village  churcYiot  "ftwc^xi^^^^Xasx^xx^x^^^re  |^id  to 
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the  remains  of  Byron,  by  deporting  them,  dose  to  those 
of  his  mother^  in  the  family  vault.  Exactly  on  the  same 
day  of  the  same  month  in  the  preceding  year,  he  had 
said,  it  will  be  recollected,  despondingly,  to  Count  Gam- 
ba,  ft  Where  shall  we  be  in  another  year?)>  The  gen- 
tleman to  whom  this  foreboding  speech  was  addressed 
paid  a  visit,  some  months  after  the  interment,  to  Huck- 
nell,  and  was  much  struck,  as  I  have  heard,  on  ap- 
proaching the  village,  by  the  strong  likeness  it  seemed 
to  him  to  bear  to  his  lost  friend's  melancholy  death- 
place,  Missolonghi. 

On  a  tablet  of  white  marble  in  the  chancel  of  the 
Church  of  Huckuell  is  the  following  inscription  ; — 

IM  THE  VAULT  BENEATH, 
WHERE  VAHT  OF  HIS  ARCE8TOR8  AND  HIS  MOTHER  ARE 

BURIED, 
LIE  THE  REMAINS  OF 

GEORGE  GORDON  NOEL  BYRON, 

LORD  BTRON,  OF  ROCHDALE, 

IN  THE  COUNTY  OF  LANCASTER, 

THE  AUTHOR  OF  «  CHILDE  HAROLD's  FILORIMAOE. » 

HE  WAS  BORN  Ul  LONDON  ON  THE 

2  2D  OF  JANUARY,  1 788. 

BE    DIED   AT  MISSOLONOHt,  IN   WESTERN  GREECE,  ON   THE 

I9TH  OF  APRIL,  1824, 

ENGAGED  IN  THE  GLORIOUS  ATTEMPT  TO  RESTORE  THAT 

COUNTRY  TO  HER  ANCIENT  FREEDOM  AND  RENOWN. 


HIS  SISTER,  THE  HONOURABLE 

AUGUSTA  MARIA  LEIGH, 

PLACED  THIS  TABLET  TO  HIS  MEMORY. 

From  among  the  tributes  that  have  been  offered,  in 
prose  and  verse,  and  in  almost  every  language  of  Eu- 
rope, to  his  memory,  I  shall  select  tvro  N<7Vi\f^  ^^^^«x  vc^ 
VOL,  IV.  ^a 
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me  worthy  of  peculiar  notice,  as  bein^  one  of  them, — so 
far  as  my  limited  scholarship  will  allow  me  to  Jjud^e, — 
a  simple  and  happy  imitation  of  those  laudatory  in- 
scriptions with  which  the  Greece  of  other  times  ho- 
noured the  tombs  of  her  heroes,  and  the  other  as  beings 
the  production  of  a  pen,  once  eng^aged  controversially 
against  Byron,  but  not  the  less  ready,  as  these  affecting 
verses  prove,  to  offer  the  homage  of  a  manly  sorrow  and 
admiration  at  his  grave. 

E^( 

T^y  if  rfi  E)JidSi  T)Q)A;n!90cvTfl& 

nooqrqv. 


Ou  TO  ^y  ravocov  jSibv  eux)^,  oitf  ^MC/scd/M^y 

A/ox^ia$  TtpoydvCfiv  cuyeysuv  dcprra;* 
Toy  ^  e0^at)uoycot$  ftotp*  ^Lfifimit  imsp  &ndvntv 

Atlsy  ccptoTMiv  y(yvfxeu  &0ayaTOs.-r- 
'EiiSuq  ouy  ib,  Tsxvoy,  p^a/scruv  Sap ;  owe  rrc  3-ooUec 

*/Lx/ioCiO(  fuXiuv  i^uTcyduy  vrifxvoi ; — 
AJUoc  rtbvf  Tpmd^ivnf  fidpo'J  Trev^oOovy  Adi^yig, 

M o&rai,  Ttctr pii,  Apvi?,  EAAoc;,  iXexj^pioL ' 

<  By  John  Williams, Esq. — The  following  translation  of  this  inscription 
will  not  be  unacceptable  to  my  readers: — 

Not  length  of  life — not  an  illusirions  birth, 

Rich  with  the  noblest  blood  of  all  the  earth ; — 

Nought  can  avail,  save  deeds  of  high  emprise. 

Our  mortal  being  to  immortalize. 

Sweet  child  of  song,  thou  steepest ! — ne'er  again 

Shall  swell  the  notes  of  thy  melodious  strain : 

Yet,  with  thy  country  wailing  o'er  thy  urn, 

Pallas,  th^  Mos^^  Mars,  Greece,  and  Freedom  mourn  . 

H.  H.  Jot, 
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«  CHILDE  HAROLD'S  LAST  PILGRIMAGE. 

BY  THE  REV.  W.  L.  BOWLE9. 

So  ENDS  Ghilde  Harold  his  last  pilgrimage! — 
Upon  the  shores  of  Greece  he  stood,  and  cried 
'Liberty  r  and  those  shores,  from  age  to  age 
Renown'd^  and  Sparta*s  woods  and  rocks,  replied 
*•  Liberty  !*     But  a  Spectre,  at  his  side. 
Stood  mocking ; — and  its  dart,  uplifting  high. 
Smote  him : — he  sank  to  earth  in  life's  fair  pride : 
Sparta!  thy  rocks  then  heard  another  cry, 
And  old  Ilissus  sigh'd — ^Die,  generous  exile,  die!* 

I  will  not  ask  sad  Pity  to  deplore 
His  wayward  errors,  who  thus  early  died  ; 
Still  less,  Ghilde  Harold,  now  thou  art  no  more, 
Will  I  say  aught  of  genius  misapplied ; 
Of  the  past  shadows  of  thy  spleen  or  pride : — 
fiut  I  will  bid  th'  Arcadian  cypress  wave, 
Pluck  the  green  laurel  from  Peneus*  side, 
And  pray  thy  spirit  may  such  quiet  have. 
That  not  one  thought  unkind  be  murmur'd  o*er  thy  grave. 

So  Harold  euds,  in  Greece,  his  pilgrimage! — 
There  fitly  ending, — in  that  land  renown'd. 
Whose  mighty  genius  lives  in  Glory's  page, — 
He,  on  the  Muses*  consecrated  ground^ 
Sinking  to  rest,  while  his  young  brows  are  bound 
With  their  unfading  wreath  ! — ^To  bands  of  mirth, 
No  more  in  Tempe  let  the  pipe  resound ! 
Harold,  I  follow  to  thy  place  of  birth 
The  slow  hearse — and  thy  last  sad  pilgrimage  on  earth 

Slow  moves  the  plumed  hearse,  the  mourning  train, — 

I  mark  the  sad  procession  with  a  sigh. 

Silently  passing  to  that  village  fane. 

Where,  Harold,  thy  forefathers  mouldering  lie \ — 

There  sleeps  that  motheb^  who,  Yril\i  \earix3\  e^« 
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Pondering  the  fortunes  of  thy  early  road^ 
Hung  o*er  the  shmobers  of  thine  infancy ; 
Her  Son,  released  from  mortal  labour's  load. 
Now  comes  to  rest,  with  her^  in  the  same  still  abode. 

Bursting  Death's  silence — could  that  mother  speak — 
(Speak  when  the  earth  was  heap*d  upon  his  head)— 
In  thrilling)  hut  with  hollow  accent  weak. 
She  thus  might  give  the  welcome  of  the  dead  : — 
^  Here  rest,  myson^  with  me; — >the  dream  is  fled; — 
The  motley  mask  and  the  great  stir  is  o*er : 
Welcome  to  me,  and  to  this  silent  bed. 
Where  deep  forgetfuYness  succeeds  the  roar 
Of  Life,  and  fretting  passions  waste  the  heart  no  more.* » 

By  his  Lordship's  Will,  a  copy  of  which  will  be  found 
in  the  Appendix,  he  bequeathed  to  his  exectttors,  in  trust 
for  the  benefit  of  his  sister,  Mrs  Leigh,  the  monieB  aris- 
ing from  the  sale  of  all  his  real  estates  at  Rochdi^  and 
elsewhere,  together  with  such  part  of  his  other  property 
as  was  not  settled  upon  Lady  Byron  and  his  daughter 
Ada,  to  be  by  Mrs  Leigh  enjoyed,  free  from  her  hus- 
band's control,  during  her  life,  and,  after  her  decease, 
to  be  inherited  by  her  children. 

We  have  now  followed  to  its  close  a  life  which,  briel' 
as  was  its  span,  may  be  said,  perhaps,  to  have  comprised 
within  itself  a  greater  variety  of  those  excitements  and 
interests  which  spring  out  of  the  deep  workings  of  pas- 
sion and  of  intellect,  than  any  that  the  pen  of  biography 
has  ever  before  commemorated.  As  there  still  remain 
among  the  papers  of  my  friend  some  curious  gleanings 
which,  though  in  the  abundance  of  our  materials  I  have 
not  hitherto  found  a  place  for  them,  are  tpo  valuable 
towards  the  \\\asXtaX\ou  o(  his  character  to  be  lost,  I  shall 
here,  in  setecuug  ii!^«JD^  ^^^  ^^  t«^«^  ^x^  myself  of 
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the  opportunity  of  trespassing^,  for  the  last  time,  on  his 
patience  with  a  few  general  remarks. 

It  must  have  heen  observed,  throughout  these  pages, 
and  by  some,  perhaps,  with  disappointment,  that  into 
the  character  of  Lord  Byron,  as  a  poet,  there  has  been 
little,  if  any,  critical  examination ;  but  that  content  with 
expressing  generally  the  delight  which,  in  common  with 
all,  I  derive  from  his  poetry,  I  have  left  the  task  of 
analysing  the  sources  from  which  this  delight  springs 
to  others.'  In  thus  evading,  if  it  must  be  so  considered^ 
one  of  my  duties  as  a  biographer,  I  have  been  influenced 
no  less  by  a  sense  of  my  own  inaptitude  for  the  office 
of  critic,  than  by  recollecting  with  what  assiduity, 
throughout  the  whole  of  the  poet's  career,  every  new 
rising  of  his  genius  was  watched  from  the  great  obser- 
vatories of  Criticism,  and  the  ever  changing  varieties  of 
its  course  and  splendour  tracked  out  and  recorded  with 
a  degree  of  skill  and  minuteness  which  has  left  but  little 
for  succeeding  observers  to  discover.  It  is,  moreover, 
into  the  character  and  conduct  of  Lord  Byron,  as  a  man, 

*  It  may  be  makiog  too  light  of  criticisin  to  sdy  with  Gray  that,  •  even 
a  bad  verse  is  as  good  a  thing  or  better  than  the  best  observation  that 
ever  was  made  upon  it;»  but  there  are  surely  few  tasks  that  appear  more 
thankless  and  saperflnous  than  that  of  followiog,  as  Criticism  sometimes 
does,  in  the  rear  of  victorious  genins  (like  the  commentators  on  a  field 
of  Blenheim  or  of  Waterloo),  and  either  laboaring  to  point  out  to  us  why 
it  has  triumphed,  or  still  more  unprofitably  contending  that  it  ought  to 
have  failed.  The  well  known  passage  of  La  Bruy^e,  which  even  Vol- 
taire's adulatory  application  of  it  to  some  work  of  the  Ring  of  Prussia 
has  not  spoiled  for  use,  puts  perhaps  in  its  true  point  of  view  the  very 
subordinate  rank  which  Criticism  must  he  content  to  occupy  in  the  train 
of  successful  Genius: — «Quand  une  lecture  vous  ilhve  I'esprit  et  qu'elle 
vous  inspire  des  sentimens  nobles,  ne  cherches  pas  une  autre  r^gle  pour 
juger  de  Tonvrage  ;  il  est  bon  et  fait  de  main  de  I'ouvrier :  La  Critique, 
apr^s  <ja,  pent  s'exercer  sur  les  petites  choses,  relevet  c^el<s^^%  «v^x«s.- 
•iont,  eorriger  des  phrases,  parler  de  »^ni«x.^,«  e\e.  «v.c. 
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not  distinct  from,  but  forming,  on  the  contrary,  the  best 
illustration  of  his  character,  as  a  writer,  that  it  has  been 
the  more  immediate  purpose  of  these  volumes  to  inquire; 
and  if,  in  the  course  of  them,  any  satisfactory  clue  has 
been  afforded  to  those  anomalies,  moral  and  intellectual, 
which  his  life  exhibited, — still  more,  should  it  have  been 
the  effect  of  my  humble  labours  to  clear  away  some  of 
those  mists  that  hung  round  my  friend,  and  show  him, 
in  most  respects,  as  worthy  of  love  as  he  was,  in  all,  of 
admiration,  then  will  the  chief  and  sole  aim  of  this 
work  have  been  accomplished. 

Having  devoted  to  this  object  so  large  a  portion  of 
my  own  share  of  these  pages,  and,  yet  more  fairly, 
enabled  the  world  to  form  a  judgment  for  itself,  by 
placing  the  man,  in  his  own  person^  and  without  dis- 
guise, before  all  eyes,  there  would  seem  to  remain  now 
but  an  easy  duty  in  summing  up  the  various  points  of 
his  character,  and,  out  of  the  features,  already  separately 
described,  combining  one  complete  portrait.  The  task, 
however,  is  by  no  means  so  easy  as  it  may  appear. 
There  are  few  characters  in  which  a  near  acquaintance 
does  not  enable  us  to  discover  some  one  leading  principle 
or  passion,  consistent  enough  in  its  operations  to  be  taken 
confidently  into  account  in  any  estimate  of  the  disposi- 
tion in  which  they  are  found.  Like  those  points  in  the 
human  face,  or  figure,  to  which  all  its  other  proportions 
are  referrible,  there  is  in  most  minds  some  one  govern- 
ing influence,  from  which  chiefly, — though,  of  course, 
biassed  on  some  occasions  by  others, — all  its  various 
impulses  and  tendencies  will  be  found  to  radiate.  In 
Lord  Byron,  however,  this  sort  of  pivot  of  character  was 
almost  wholly  wanting.  Governed  as  he  was  at  differ- 
ent moments  b^  \.o\.3\\>j  ^x^^cvewl^assions,  and  impelled 
•ometimes,  as  dufm^^iAs  ^ot\.  ^wi«8&  ^\  ^^xixmws^  Va 
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Italy,  by  springs  of  action  never  before  developed  in  bis 
nature,  in  bim  tbis  simple  mode  of  tracing  cbaracter  to 
its  sources  must  be  often  ^bolly  at  fault;  and  if,  as  is  not 
impossible,  in  trying  to  solve  tbe  strange  variances  of  bis 
mind,  I  sbould  myself  be  found  to  bave  fallen  into  con- 
tradictions and  inconsistencies^  the  extreme  difficulty  of 
analysing,  without  dazzle  or  bewilderment,  sucb  an 
unexampled  complication  of  qualities,  must  be  admitted 
as  my  excuse. 

So  various,  indeed,  and  contradictory  were  bis  attri- 
butes, both  moral  and  intellectual,  that  be  may  be  pro- 
nounced to  have  been  not  one,,  but  many ;  nor  would  it 
be  any  great  exaggeration  of  tbe  truth  to  say,  that  out 
of 'the  mere  partition  of  tbe  properties  of  bis  single 
mind  a  plurality  of  characters,  all  different  and  all  vi- 
gorous, might  have  been  furnished.  It  was  tbis  multi- 
form aspect  exhibited  by  him  that  led  the  world,  during 
his  short  wondrous  career,  to  compare  him  with  that 
medley  host  of  personages^  almost  all  differing  from 
each  other,  which  be  thus  playfully  enumerates  in  one 
of  his  Journals : — 

« I  bave  been  thinking  over,  the  other  day,  on  tbe 
various  comparisons,  good  or  evil,  which  I  have  seen 
published  of  myself  in  different  journals,  English  and 
foreign.  Tbis  was  suggested  to  me  by  accidentally 
turning  over  a  foreign  one  lately, — for  I  have  made  it  a 
rule  latterly  never  to  search  for  any  thing  of  the  kind, 
but  not  to  avoid  the  perusal,  if  presented  by  chance. 

«  To  begin,  then :  I  have  seen  myself  compared  per- 
sonally or  poetically,  in  English,  French,  German  {as 
interpreted  to  me),  Italian,  and  Portuguese,  within  these 
nine  years,  to  Rousseau,  Goethe,  Young,  Aretine,  Timon 
of  Athens,  Dante,  Petrarch,  '  an  alabaster  vas^^  Iv^JoXsA. 
up  within,'  Satan j  Shakspeare,  Buoua^arX^^ 'X.^^'^^^'^n 
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.£schylu8,  Sophocles,  Euripides,  Harlequin,  the  Clown, 
Sternhold  and  Hopkins,  to  die  phantasmagforia,  to 
Henry  the  Eighth,  to  Ghenier,  to  Mirabeau,  to  young 
R.  Dallas  (the  scho<^l>oy),  to  Michad  Angelo,  to  Raphael, 
to  a  petit-mattre,  to  Diogenes,  to  Ghilde  Harold,  to  Lara, 
to  the  Count  in  Beppo,  to  Milton,  to  Pope,  to  Dryden, 
to  Burns,  to  Savage,  to  Ghatterton,  to  ^  oft  have  I  heard 
of  thee,  my  Lord  Biron,'  in  Shakspeare,  to  Churchill  the 
poet,  to  Kean  the  actor,  to  Alfiert,  etc.  etc.  etc. 

u  The  likeness  to  Alfieri  was  asserted  very  seriously  by 
an  Italian  who  had  known  him  in  his  younger  days. 
It  of  course  related  merely  to  our  apparent  personal 
dispositions.  He  did  not  assert  it  to  me  (for  we  were 
not  then  good  friends),  but  in  society. 

u  The  object  of  so  many  contradictory  comparisons 
must  probably  be  like  something  different  from  them 
aU;  but  what  that  is,  is  more  than  /  know,  or  any  body 
else.)' 

It  would  not  be  uninteresting,  were  there  either 
space  or  time  for  such  a  task,  to  take  a  review  of  the 
names  of  note  in  the  preceding  list,  and  show  in  how 
many  points,  though  differing  so  materially  among 
themselves,  it  might  be  found  that  each  presented  a 
striking  resemblance  to  Lord  Byron.  We  have  seen, 
for  instance,  that  wrongs  and  sufferings  were,  through 
life,  the  main  sources  of  Byron's  inspiration.  Where 
the  hoof  of  the  critic  struck,  the  fountain  was  first  dis- 
closed; and  all  the  tramplings  of  the  world  afterwards 
but  forced  out  the  stream  stronger  and  brighter.  The 
same  obligations  to  misfortune,  the  same  debt  to  the 
«  oppressor's  wrong,»  for  having  wrung  out  from  bitter 
thoughts  the  pure  essence  of  his  genius,  was  due  no  less 
deeply  by  Dante*. — «  c^wixv'^wiv^soXi  amari  cogitatione 
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excitatam,  occulti  divinique  ingenli  vim  exacuerit  et 
inflammarit.n' 

In  that  contempt  for  the  world's  opinion,  which  led 
Dante  to  exclaim,  u  Lascta  dir  le  g^enti,}>  Lord  Byron 
also  bore  a  strong  resemblance  to  that  poet, — though  far 
more,  it  must  be  confessed,  in  profession  than  reality. 
For,  while  scorn  for  tlie  public  voice  was  on  his  lips,  the 
keenest  sensitiveness  to  its  every  breath  was  in  his  heart; 
and,  as  if  every  feeling  of  his  nature  was  to  have  some 
painful  mixture  in  it,  together  with  the  pride  of  Dante 
which  led  him  to  disdain  public  opinion,  he  combined 
the  susceptibility  of  Petrarch  which  placed  him  shrink- 
ingly  at  its  mercy. 

His  agreement,  in  some  other  features  of  character, 
with  Petrarch,  I  have  already  had  occasion  to  remark;* 
and  if  it  be  true,  as  is  often  surmised,  that  Byron's  want 
of  a  due  reverence  for  Shakspeare  arose  from  some 
latent  and  hardly  conscious  jealousy  of  that  poet's  fame, 

'  Paulas  Jovias. — Bayle,  too,  says  of  him,  «il  fit  entrer  plus  de  feu  et 
plus  de  force  dans  ses  livres  qu'il  n'y  en  eillt  mis  s'ii  avoit  joui  d'une  con- 
dition plus  tranqullle. » 

*  Some  passages  in  Foscolo's  Essay  on  Petrarch  may  be  applied,  with 
equal  truth,  to  Lord  Byron. — For  instance,  «  It  was  hardly  possible  with 
Petrarch  to  write  a  sentence  without  pourtraying  himself »—«  Petrarch, 
allured  by  the  idea  that  his  celebrity  would  magnify  into  importance  all 
the  ordinary  occurrences  of  his  li£e,  satisfied  the  curioiiiy  of  the  world,* 
etc.  etc.-«-and  again,  with  still  more  striking  apjdicability, — « In  Petrarch's 
letters,  as  well  as  in  his  Poems  and  Treatises,  we  always  identify  the  author 
with  the  man,  who  felt  himself  irresistibly  impelled  to  develop  his  own 
intense  feelings.  Being  endowed  with  almost  all  the  noble,  and  with 
some  of  the  paltry  passions  of  our  nature,  and  having  never  attempted 
to  conceal  them,  he  awakens  us  to  reflection  upon  ourselves  while  we 
contemplate  in  him  a  being  of  our  own  species,  yet  different  firom  any 
other,  and  whose  originality  excites  even  more  sympathy  thau  adsov 
raijon." 
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a  similar  feeling  is  known  to  have  existed  in  Petrarch 
towarris  Dante;  and  the  same  reason  assi^ed  for  it, — 
that  from  the  lifing  he  had  nothing  to  fear,  while 
before  the  shade  of  Dante  he  might  have  reason  to  feel 
humbled, — is  also  not  a  little  applicable'  in  the  case  of 
Lord  Byron. 

Between  the  dispositions  and  habits  of  Alfieri  and 
those  of  the  noble  poet  of  England,  no  less  remarkable 
coincidences  might  be  traced ;  and  the  sonnet  in  which 
the  Italian  dramatist  professes  to  paint  his  own  cha- 
racter contains,  in  one  comprehensive  line,  a  poitrait 
of  the  versatile  author  of  Don  Juan, — 

Or  stimandome  Achille  ed  or  Tersite. 

By  the  extract  just  given  from  his  Journal,  it  will  be 
perceived  that,  in  Byron's  own  opinion,  a  character 
which,  like  his,  admitted  of  so  many  contradictory 
comparisons,  could  not  be  otherwise  than  wholly  unde- 
finable  itself.  It  will  be  found,  however,  on  reflection, 
that  this  very  versatility,  which  renders  it  so  difficult  to 
fix,  a  ere  it  change, »  the  fairy  fabric  of  his  character  is, 
in  itself,  the  true  clue  through  all  that  fabric's  mazes, — 
is  in  itself  the  solution  of  whatever  was  most  dazzliog 
in  bis  might  or  startling  in  his  levity,  of  all  that  most 
attracted  and  repelled,  whether  in  his  life  or  his  genius. 
A  variety  of  powers  almost  boundless,  and  a  pride  no 
less  vast  in  displaying  them, — a  susceptibility  of  new 
impressions  and  impulses,  even  beyond  the  usual  aJlot- 
ment  of  genius,  and  an  uncontrolled  impetuosity,  as 
well  from  habit  as  temperament,  in  yielding  to  them, 

*  «  II  Pctrarca  poteva  credere  candidamente  ch'ei  non  pativa  d'invidia 
solamente,  perche  ^ra  \\iv\\  \  ^-seati  non  v'era  chi  non  s'arretrasse  per 
cedergU  il  passo  aV\a  "ptxxaa  ^ot\«.,  Osi'ev  tvwv  ^5^^^  %cmirsi  amiliato, 
Aiorchi  dalV  ombta  d\  \>au\.e.» 
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— such  were  the  two  great  and  leading  sources  of  all 
that  varied  spectacle  which  his  life  exhibited ;  of  that 
succession  of  victories  achieved  by  his  genius,  in  almost  _ 
every  field  of  mind  that  genius  ever  trod,  and  of  all 
those  sallies  of  character  in  every  shape  and  direction 
that  unchecked  feeling  and  dominant  self-will  could 
dictate. 

It  must  be  perceived  by  all  endowed  with  quick  powers 
of  association  how  constantly,  when  any  particular 
thought  or  sentiment  presents  itself  to  their  minds, 
its  very  opposite,  at  the  same  moment,  springs  up  there 
also: — if  any  thing  sublime  occurs,  its  neighbour,  the 
ridiculous,  is  by  its  side; — with  a  bright  view  of  the 
present  or  the  future,  a  dark  one  mixes  also  its  shadow; 
— and,  even  in  questions  respecting  morals  and  conduct, 
all  the  reasonings  and  consequences  that  may  suggest 
themselves  on  the  side  of  one  of  two  opposite  courses 
will,  in  such  minds,  be  instantly  confronted  by  an  array 
just  as  cogent  on  the  other.  A  mind  of  this  structure, 
— and  such,  more  or  less,  are  all  those  in  which  the 
reasoning  is  made  subservient  to  the  imaginative  facul- 
ty,— though  enabled,  by  such  rapid  powers  of  associa- 
tion^ to  multiply  its  resources  without  end,  has  need  of 
the  constant  exercise  of  a  controlling  judgment  to  keep 
its  perceptions  pure  and  undisturbed  between  the  con- 
trasts it  thus  simultaneously  calls  up;  the  obvious 
danger  being  that,  where  matters  of  taste  are  concerned, 
the  habit  of  forming  siich  incongruous  juxta-positions 
— as  that,  for  example,  between  the  burlesque  and  sub- 
lime— should  at  last  vitiate  the  mind's  relish  for  the 
nobler  and  higher  quality;  and  that,  on  the  yet  more 
important  subject  of  morals,  a  facility  in  finding  reasons 
for  every  side  of  a  question  may  eiid,\Stio\.m^^^wi^ 
of  the  worsty  at  least  in  a  sceptical  ludviiet^tit^  v»  ^^» 
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In  picturing  to  oneself  so  awful  an  event  as  a  shi|)- 
wreck,  its  many  horrors  and  perils  are  what  alone  offer 
themselves  to  ordinary  fancies.  But  the  keen,  versatile 
imagination  of  Byron  could  detect  in  it  far  other  details, 
and,  at  the  same  moment  with  all  that  is  fearful  and 
appalling  in  such  a  scene,  could  hring  together  all  that 
is  most  ludicrous  and  low.  That  in  this  painful  mixture 
he  was  but  too  true  to  human  nature,  the  testimony  of 
De  Retz  (himself  an  eye-witness  of  such  an  event)  attests: 
— a  Vous  ne  pouvez  vous  imaginer  (says  the  Cardinal) 
I'horreur  d'une  grande  temp^te ; — ^vous  en  pouvez  ima- 
giner aussi  peu  le  ridicule. »  But,  assuredly,  a  poet  less 
wantoning  in  the  variety  of  his  power^  and  less  proud 
of  displaying  it,  would  have  paused  ere  he  mixed  up, 
thus  mockingly,  the  degradation  of  humanity  with  its 
sufferings,  and,  content  to  probe  us  to  the  core  with  the 
miseries  of  our  fellow-men,  would  have  forborne  to 
wring  from  us,  the  next  moment,  a  bitter  smile  at  their 
baseness. 

To  the  moral  sense  so  dangerous  are  the  effects  of  this 
quality,  that  it  would  hardly,  perhaps,  be  generalizing 
too  widely  to  assert  that  wheresoever  great  versatility 
of  power  exists,  there  will  also  be  found  a  tendency  to 
versatility  of  principle.  The  poet  Chatterton,  in  whose 
soul  the  seeds  of  all  that  is  good  and  bad  in  genius  so 
prematurely  ripened,  said,  in  the  consciousness  of  this 
multiple  faculty,  that  he  u  held  that  man  in  contempt 
who  could  not  write  on  both  sides  of  a  question ;»  and  it 
was  by  acting  in  accordance  with  this  principle  himself 
that  he  brought  one  of  the  few  stains  upon  his  name 
which  a  life  so  short  afforded  time  to  incur.  Mirabeau, 
too,  when,  in  the  legal  warfare  between  his  father  and 
mother,  \ie\\eV^e^  to  ^ww  m^  W  ^-a.^  the  pleadings 
against  ibe  oi\ieT,vj«i%*\^^^«^^^^'*^^'^^^'^^^^ 
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pleasure  of  mischief  than  by  this  pride  of  talent,  and 
lost  sight  of  the  unnatural  perfidy  of  the  task  in  the 
adroitness  with  which  he  executed  it. 

The  quality  whidi  I  have  here  denominated  versati- 
lity, as  applied  to  power^  Lord  Byron  has  himself  de- 
signated by  the  French  word  «  mobility,)!  as  applied  to 
fseling  and  conduct;  and,  in  one  of  the  Cantos  of  Don 
Juan,  has  described  happily  some  of  its  lighter  features. 
After  telling  us  that  his  hero  had  begun  to  doubt,  from 
the  great  predominance  of  this  quality  in  her,  «  how 
much  of  Adeline  was  realyn  he  says, — 

So  well  she  acted,  all  and  every  part, 

By  turns, — with  thdt  vivacious  versa tility. 
Which  many  people  take  for  want  of  heart. 

They  err — \  is  merely  what  is  call'd  mobility, 
A  thing  of  temperament  and  not  of  art. 

Though  seeming  so,  from  its  supposed  facility ; 
And  false — though  true ;  for  surely  they  're  sincerest, 
Who  are  strongly  acted  on  by  what  is  nearest. 

That  he  was  fully  aware  not  only  of  the  abundance  of 
dns  quality  in  his  own  nature,  but  of  the  danger  in 
which  it  placed  consistency  and  singleness  of  character, 
did  not  require  the  note  on  this  passage,  where  he  calls 
it  a  an  unhappy  attribute,))  to  assure  us.  The  con- 
sciousness, indeed,  of  his  own  natural  tendency  to  yield 
thus  to  every  chance  impression,  and  change  with  every 
passing  impulse,  was  not  only  for  ever  present  in  his 
mind,  but, — aware  as  he  was  of  the  suspicion  of  weak- 
ness attached  by  the  world  to  any  retractation  or  aban- 
donment of  long  professed  opinions, — had  the  effect  of 
keeping  him  in  that  general  line  of  consistency,  on 
certain  great  subjects,  which,  notwith^tacddva^  wi.t««i»- 
iial  Quctuations  and  contradictious  as  Xo  ii\\e  A^x^^^  ^ 
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these  very  subjects,  he  continued  to  preserve  thronghoot 
life.  A  passage  from  one  of  his  maouscripts  will  show 
how  sagaciously  he  saw  the  necessity  of  guarding  him- 
sdif  against  his  own  instability  in  this  respect,  a  The 
world  visits  change  of  politics  or  change  of  religion  with 
a  more  severe  censure  than  a  mere  difference  of  opi- 
nion would  appear  to  me  to  deserve.  But  there  most 
be  some  reason  for  this  feeling ; — and  I  think  it  is  that 
these  departures  from  the  earliest  instilled  ideas  of  our 
childhood,  and  from  the  line  of  conduct  chosen  by  us 
when  we  first  enter  into  public  life,  have  been  seen  to 
have  more  mischievous  results  for  society,  and  to  pro?e 
more  weakness  of  mind  than  other  actions,  in  them- 
selves, more  immoral. » 

The  same  distrust  in  his  own  steadiness,  thus  keeping 
alive  in  him  a  conscientious  self-watchfulness,  concur- 
red not  a  little,  I  have  no  doubt,  with  the  innate  kindness 
of  his  nature,  to  preserve  so  constant  |ind  unbroken  the 
greater  number  of  his  attachments  through  life ; — some 
of  them,  as  in  the  instance  of  his  mother,  owing  evi- 
dently more  to  a  sense  of  duty  than  to  real  affection, 
the  consistency  with  which,  so  creditably  to  the  strength 
of  his  character,  they  were  maintained. 

But  while  in  these  respects,  as  well  as  in  the  sort  of 
task-like  perseverance  with  which  !the  habits  and  amuse- 
ments of  his  youth  were  held  fast  by  him,  he  succeeded 
in  conquering  the  variableness  and  love  of  novelty  so 
natural  to  him,  in  all  else  that  could  engage  his  mind, 
in  all  the  excursions,  whether  of  his  reason  or  his  fancy, 
he  gave  way  to  this  versatile  humour  without  scruple 
or  check, — taking  every  shape  in  which  genius  could 
manifest  its  power,  and  transferring  himself  to  every 
region  of  tViou^t  ^\k«^  w^^n  ^^"(vc^^ests  were  to  be 
achieved. 
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It  was  impossible  but  that  such  a  range  of  will  and 
power  should  be  abused.  It  was  impossible  that,  among 
the  spirits  he  invoked  from  all  quarters,  those  of  dark- 
ness should  not  appear,  at  his  bidding,  with  those  of 
light.  And  here  the  dangers  of  an  energy  so  multifold, 
and  thus  luxuriating  in  its  own  transformations,  show 
themselves.  To  this  one  great  object  of  displaying 
power, — various,  splendid,  and  all-adorning  power, — 
every  other  consideration  and  duty  were  but  too  likely 
to  be  sacrificed.  Let  the  advocate  but  display  his  elo- 
quence and  art,  no  matter  what  the  cause; — let  the 
stamp  of  energy  be  but  left  behind,  no  matter  with 
what  seal.  Could  it  have  been  expected  that  from  suyh 
a  career  no  mischief  would  ensue,  or  that  among  these 
crossrlights  of  imagination  the  moral  vision  could  re- 
main undisturbed?  Is  it  to  be  at  all  wondered  at  that 
in  the  works  of  one  thus  gifted  and>  carried  away, 
we  should  find, — wholly,  too,  without  any  prepense 
design  of  corrupting  on  his  side, — a  false  splendour 
given  to  Vice  to  make  it  look  like  Virtue,  and  Evil  too 
often  invested  with  a  grandeur  which  belongs  intrinsi- 
cally but  to  Good  ? 

Among  the  less  serious  ills  flowing  from  this  abuse  of 
his  great  versatile  powers, — more  especially  as  exhibit- 
ed in  his  most  characteristic  work,  Don  Juan, — it  will 
be  found  that  even  the  strength  and  impressiveness  of 
his  poetry  is  sometimes  not  a  little  injured  by  the  capri- 
cious and  desultory  flights  into  which  this  pliancy  of 
wing  allures  him.  It  must  be  felt,  indeed,  by  all  readers 
of  that  work,  and  particularly  by  those  who,  being  gift- 
ed with  but  a  small  portion  of  such  ductility  themselves, 
are  unable  to  keep  pace  with  his  changes,  that  the  sud- 
denness with  which  he  passes  from  one  svc^vxi  ^'l  %«o^v- 
ment  to  anotbery — from  the  frolic  to  X\\e  ^^^^itoisv^^ 
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cynical  to  tbe  tender,— beg^ets  a  distrust  in  the  sincerity 
of  one  or  both  moods  of  mind  which  interferes  with, 
if  not  chills,  the  sympathy  that  a  more  natural  transition 
would  inspire.     In  general  such  a  suspicion  would  do 
him  injustice;  as,  among  the  singular  combinations 
which  his  mind  presented,  that  of  uniting  at  once  ver- 
satility and  depth  of  feeling  was  not  the  least  remark- 
able.   But  on  the  whole,  favourable  as  was  all  this  quick- 
ness and  variety  of  association  to  the  extension  of  the 
range  and  resources  of  his  poetry,  it  may  be  questioned 
whether  a  more  select  concentration   of  his  powers 
would  not  have  afforded  a  still  more  grand  and  precious 
result.     Had  the  minds  of  Milton  and  Tasso  been  thus 
thrown  open  to  the  incursions  of  light,  ludicrous  fan- 
cies, who  can  doubt  that  those  solemn  sanctuaries  of 
genius  would  have  been  as  much  injured  as  profaned 
by  the  intrusion? — and  it  is  at  least  a  question  whether, 
if  Lord  Byron  had  not  been  so  actively  versatile,  so  to- 
tally under  the  dominion  of 

A  fancy,  like  the  air,  most  free, 
And  full  of  mutability, 

he  would  not  have  been  less  wonderful,  perhaps,  but 
more  great. 

Nor  was  it  only  in  his  poetical  creations  that  this  lo?e 
and  power  of  variety  showed  itself; — one  of  the  most 
pervading  weaknesses  of  his  life  may  be  traced  to  the 
same  fertile  source.     The  pride  of  personating  every 
description  of  character,  evil  as  well  as  good,  influenced 
but  too  much,  as  we  have  seen,  his  ambition,  and,  not 
a  little,  his  conduct ;  and  as,  in  poetry,  his  own  expe- 
rience of  the  iVV  effects  of  passion  was  made  to  minister 
materials  to  l\ie  ^vOTV\\^^  ol\v\^\xi^5^viMLtion,  so,  in  re- 
turn   his  imag\nsv\\ou%\x^V^\^^^^^«!^<»\^\sj£^ 
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der  which  he  so  often  disg;uised  his  true  aspect  from  the 
world.  To  such  a  perverse  length,  indeed,  did  he  carry 
this  fancy  for  self-defamation,  that  if  (as  sometimes,  in 
his  moments  of  gloom,  he  persuaded  himself)  there  was 
any  tendency  to  derangement  in  his  mental  conforma- 
tion,' on  this  point  alone  could  it  he  pronounced  to 
have  manifested  itself.*  In  the  early  part  of  my  ac- 
quaintance with  him,  when  he  most  gave  way  to  this 
humour, — for  it  was  observable  afterwards,  when  the 
world  joined  in  his  own  opinion  of  himself,  he  rather 
shrunk  from  the  echo, — I  have  known  him  more  than 
once,  as  we  have  sat  together  after  dinner,  and  he  was, 
at  the  time,  perhaps,  a  little  under  the  influence  of  wine. 


<  We  have  seen  hoMr  often,  in  his  JoumaU  and  Letters,  this  saspicion 
of  his  own  mental  soundness  is  intimated.  A  similar  notion,  vi'nh  re- 
spect to  himself,  seems  to  have  taken  hold  also  of  the  strong  mind  of 
Johnson,  who,  like  Byron,  too,  was  disposed  to  attribute  to  an  hereditary 
tinge  that  melancholy  which,  as  he  said,  «  made  him  mad  all  bis  life,  at 
least  not  sober.*  This  peculiar  feature  of  Johnson's  mind  has,  in  the 
forthcoming  edition  of  fiosweli's  Life  of  him,  given  rise  to  some  remarks 
pregnant  with  all  the  editor's  well-known  acuteness,  which,  as  bearing  on 
a  point  so  important  in  the  history  of  the  human  intellect,  will  be  found 
worthy  of  all  attention. 

In  one  of  the  many  letters  of  Lord  Byron  to  myself,  which  I  have 
thought  right  to  omit,  I  find  him  tracing  this  supposed  disturbance  of  his 
own  facullies^Qjhe  marriage  of  Miss  Chaworth — «a  marriage,N  he  says, 
N  for  which  she  sacrificed  the  prospects  of  two  very  ancient  families,  and 
a  heart  which  was  hers  from  ten  years  old,  and  a  head  which  has  never 
been  quite  right  since. » 

*  In  his  Diary  of  18 14  there  is  a  passage  (vol.  ii.  page  85.)  which  1  had 
preserved  solely  for  the  purpose  of  illustrating  this  obliquity  of  his  mind, 
intending,  at  the  same  time,  to  accompany  it  with  an  explanatory  note. 
From  some  inadvertence,  however,  the  note  was  omitted;  and,  thus  left 
to  itself,  this  piece  of  mystification  has,  with  the  French  readers  of  the 
work, I  see,  succeeded  most  perfectly;  there  being  no  imaginable  variety 
of  murder  which  the  votaries  of  the  new  romatiUc  %cYioc\  \w^e.Tio\.\^«.«-vv 
busily  extracting  oat  of  the  mystery  of  thai  pa«&a^c. 
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to  fall  seriously  into  this  sort  of  dark  and  self-accusing 
mood,  and  throw  out  hints  of  his  past  life  with  an  air  of 
gloom  and^ystery  designed  evidently  to  awaken  curio- 
sity and  interest.  He  was,  however,  too  promptly  alive  to 
the  least  approaches  of  ridicule  not  to  perceive,  on  these 
occasions,  that  the  gravity  of  his  hearer  was  only  pre- 
vented from  heing  disturbed  by  an  effort  of  politeness, 
and  he  accordingly  never  again  tried  this  romantic  mys- 
tification upon  me.  From  what  I  have  known,  however, 
of  his  experiments  upon  more  impressible  listeners,  1 
have  little  doubt  that,  to  produce  effect  at  die  moment, 
there  is  hardly  any  crime  so  dark  or  desperate  of  which, 
in  the  excitement  of  thus  acting  upon  the  imaginations 
of  others,  he  would  not  have  hinted  that  he  had  been 
guilty ;  and  it  has  sometimes  occurred  to  me  that  the 
occult  cause  of  his  lady's  separation  from  him,  round 
which  herself  and  her  legal  ad  viser  havethrown  such  for- 
midable mystery,  may  havebeen  nothing  more,  after  all, 
than  some  imposture  of  this  kind,  some  dimly  hinted 
confession  of  undefined  horrors,  which,  though  intended 
by  the  relater  but  to  mystify  and  surprise,  the  hearer 
so  little  understood  him  as  to  take  in  sober  seriousness. 
This  strange  propensity  with  which  the  man  was,  as 
it  were,  inoculated  by  the  poet,  reacted  back  again  upon 
his  poetry,  so  as  to  produce,  in  some  of  his  delineations 
of  character,  that  inconsistency  which  has  not  unfre- 
quently  been  noticed  by  his  critics, — namely,  thejunc* 
tion  of  one  or  two  lofty  and  shining  virtues  with  «  a 
thousand  crimes »  altogether  incompatible  with  them ; 
this  anomaly  being,  in  fact,  accounted  for  by  the  two 
different  sorts  of  ambition  that  actuated  him, — the  na- 
tural one,  of  infusing  into  his  personages  those  high 
and  kindly  qua\\Ues\L^  lt\vewv%c.\w\%  of  within  himself, 
^tnd  the  artific'va\  one,  o^  vks^^vsi^  SX^fexn.  ^hv^  ^^ 
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crimes  which  he  so  boyishly  wished  imputed  to  him  by 
the  world. 

Independently,  however,  of  any  such  efforts  towards 
blackening  his  own  name,  and  even  after  he  had  learn- 
ed from  bitter  experience  the  rash  folly  of  such  a  system, 
there  was  still,  in  the  openness  and  overfrankness  of  his 
nature,  and  that  indulgence  of  impulse  with  which  he 
gave  utterance  to,  if  not  acted  upon,  every  chance  im- 
pression of  fancy  or  passion,  more  than  sufficient  to 
bring  his  character,  in  all  its  least  favourable  lights, 
before  die  world.  Who  is  there,  indeed,  that  could  bear 
to  b#  judged  by  even  the  best  of  those  unnumbered 
thoughts  that  course  each  other,  like  waves  of  the  sea, 
through  our  minds,  passing  away  unuttered  and,  for 
the  most  part,  even  unowned  by  ourselves? — Yet  to  such 
a  test  was  Byron's  character  throughout  his  whole  life 
exposed.  As  well  from  the  precipitance  with  which  he 
gave  way  to  every  impulse  as  from  the  passion  he  had 
for  recording  his  own  impressions,  all  those  heteroge- 
neous thoughts,  fantasies,  and  desires  that,  in  other 
men's  minds,  u  come  like  shadows,  so  depart, »  were  by 
him  fixed  and  embodied  as  they  presented  themselves, 
and,  at  once,  taking  a  shape  cognizable  by  public  opi- 
nion, either  in  his  actions  or  his  words,  either  in  the 
hasty  letter  of  the  moment,  or  the  poem  for  all  time, 
laid  open  such  a  range  of  vulnerable  points  before  his 
judges  as  no  one  individual  perhaps  ever  before,  of 
himself,  presented. 

Widi  such  abundance  and  variety  of  materials  for 
portraiture,  it  may  easily  be  conceived  how  two  pro- 
fessed delineators  of  his  character,  the  one  over  partial 
and  the  other  malicious,  might,— the  former,  by  select- 
ing only  the  fairer,  and  the  latter  on\^  \)aft  <^^xV%«  ^«!v- 
tureSf— produce  two  portraits  oi  L*ord^^TOtv^  ^'5»  \okot 


524  NOTICES  OF  THE  a.  d.  i8a4- 

diff<^rin^  from  each  other  as  they  would  both  be,  on  the 
whole,  unlike  the  original. 

Of  the  utter  powerlessness  of  retention  with  which  he 
promulgated  his  every  thought  and  feeling, — more  es- 
pecially if  at  all  connected  with  the  subject  of  self,— 
without  allowing  even  a  pause  for  the  almost  instinc- 
tive consideration  whether  by  such  disclosures  he  raig[ht 
not  be  conveying  a  calumnious  impression  of  himself, 
a  stronger  instance  could  hardly  be  given  than  is  to  he 
found  in  a  conversation  held  by  him  with  Mr  Trelaw- 
ney,  as  reported  by  this  latter  gentleman,  when  they 
were  on  their  way  together  to  Greece.  After  some  re- 
marks on  the  state  of  his  own  health,'  mental  and  bo- 
dily he  said,  a  I  don't  know  how  it  is,  but  I  am  so  cow- 
ardly at  times,  that  if,  this  morning,  you  had  come 
down  and  horsewhipped  me,  I  should  have  submitted 
without  opposition.  Why  is  this?  If  one  of  these  fits 
come  over  me  when  we  are  in  Greece,  wh^t  shall  I  do?» 
ci  I  told  him  (continues  Mr  Trelawney)  that  it  was  the 
excessive  debility  of  his  nerves.  He  said  ^  Yes,  and  of 
my  head,  too.  I  was  very  heroic  when  I  left  Genoa, 
but,  like  Acres,  I  feel  my  courage  oozing  out  at  my 
palms.')) 

It  will  hardly,  by  those  who  know  any  thing  of  hu- 
man nature,  be  denied  that  such  misgivings  and  heart- 
sinkings  as  are  here  described  may,  under  a  similar 

*  «■  He  often  xnentiooed  (says  Mr  Trelawney)  that  he  thought  he  should 
not  live  many  years,  and  said  that  he  would  die  in  Greece.  This  he  told 
me  at  Cephalonia.  He  always  seemed  unmoved  on  the.e  occasions, per- 
fectly indifferent  as  to  when  he  died,  only  saying  that  he  could  not  bear 
pain.  On  our  voyage  we  had  been  reading  with  great  attention  the  life 
and  letters  of  Swift,  edited  by  Scott,  and  we  almost  daily,  or  rather 
nightly,  talked  them  o^ec,  and  he  more  than  once  expressed  his  horror  of 
existing  in  thai  stale,  auA  tx^t^wa^  wssv^  ^«»x^  ^"vv  \\  ^ould  be  his 
fate.* 
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depression  of  spirits^  have  found  their  way  into  the 
thoughts  of  some  of  the  g;allantest  hearts  that  ever 
breathed  ; — but  then,  untold  and  unremembered,  even 
by  the  sufferer,  they  passed  off  with  the  passing  infir- 
mity that  produced  them,  leaving  neither  to  truth  to 
record  them  as  proofs  of  want  of  health,  nor  to  calumny 
to  fasten  upon  them  a  suspicion  of  want  of  bravery. 
The  assertion  of  some  one  that  all  men  are  by  nature 
cowardly,  would  seem  to  be  countenanced  by  the  readi- 
ness with  which  mbst  men  believe  others  so.  a  I  have 
lived,))  says  the  Prince  de  Ligne,  « to  hear  Voltaire 
called  a  fool,  and  the  great  Frederick  a  coward. »  The 
Duke  of  Marlborough  in  his  own  times,  and  Napoleon 
in  ours,  have  found  persons  not  only  to  assert  but  b&» 
lieve  the  same  charge  against  them.  After  such  glaring 
instances  of  the  tendency  of  some  minds  to  view  great- 
ness only  through  an  inverting  medium,  it  need  little 
surprise  us  that  Lord  Byron's  conduct  in  Greece  should, 
on  the  same  principle,  have  engendered  a  similar  insi- 
nuation against  him;  nor  should  I  have  at  all  noticed 
the  weak  slander,  but  for  the  opportunity  which  it  af" 
fords  me  of  endeavouring  to  point  out  what  appears  to 
me  the  peculiar  nature  of  the  courage  by  which,  on  all 
occasions  that  called  for  it,  he  so  strikingly  distinguish- 
ed himself. 

Whatever  virtue  may  be  allowed  to  belong  to  perso- 
nal courage,  it  is,  most  assuredly,  they  who  are  endow- 
ed by  nature  with  the  liveliest  imaginations,  and  who 
have  therefore  most  vividly  and  simultaneously  before 
their  eyes  all  the  remote  and  possible  consequences  of 
danger,  that  are  most  deserving  of  whatever  praise 
attends  the  exercise  of  that  virtue.  A  bravery  of  this 
kind,  which  springs  more  out  of  in\u^  Wi^vi  \&\xv^^^^- 
mentf—or  rather,  perhaps   out  of  tVie  eonc^e^v  ol  vs^^  1 
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former  over  the  latter, — will  naturally  proportion  its 
exertion  to  the  importance  of  the  occasion ;  and  the  same 
person  who  is  seen  to  shrink  with  an  almost  feminine 
fear  from  ignoble  and  every-day  perils,  may  be  found 
foremost  in  the  very  jaws  of  danger  where  honour  is  to 
be  either  maintained  or  won.  Nor  does  this  remark 
apply  only  to  the  imaginative  class,  of  whom  I  am 
chiefly  treating.  By  the  same  calculating  principle,  it 
will  be  found  that  most  men  whose  bravery  is  the  re- 
sult, not  of  temperament,  but  reflection,  are  regulated 
in  their  daring.  The  wise  De  Wit,  though  negligent  of 
his  life  on  great  occasions,  was  not  ashamed,  we  are 
told,  of  dreading  and  avoiding  whatever  endangered  it 
on  others. 

Of  the  apprehensiveoess  that  attends  quick  imagina- 
tions. Lord  Byron  had,  of  course  a  considerable  share, 
and  in  all  situations  of  ordinary  peril  gave  way  to  it 
without  reserve.  I  have  seldom  seen  any  person,  male 
or  female,  more  timid  in  a  carriage ;  and,  in  riding,  his 
preparation  against  accidents  showed  the  same  nervous 
and  imaginative  fearfulness.  uHis  bridle,))  says  the 
late  Lord  B  *  *,  who  rode  frequently  with  him  at  Genoa, 
((had,  besides  cavesson  and  martingale,  various  reins; 
and  whenever  he  came  near  a  place  where  his  horse 
was  likely  to  shy,  he  gathered  up  these  said  reins  and 
fixed  himself  as  if  he  was  going  at  a  five-barred  gate. " 
None  surely  but  the  most  superficial  or  most  prejudiced 
(^servers  could  ever  seriously  found  upon  such  indica- 
tions of  nervousness  any  conclusion  against  the  real 
courage  of  him  who  was  subject  to  them.  The  poet 
Ariosto,  who  was,  it  seems,  a  victim  to  the  same  fai^ 
weather  alarms^ — who,  when  on  horseback,  would 
aligpkt  at  the  \east  ^^^^^T^xv^ife  ^'t  ^^xm^^'c^  and  on  the 
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water  was  particularly  timorous — could  yet,  in  the  ac- 
tion between  the  Pope's  vassals  and  the  Duke  of  Ferra- 
ra^s,  fight  like  a  lion ;  and  in  the  same  manner  the  cou- 
rage of  Lord  Byron,  as  all  his  companions  in  peril  tes- 
tify, was  of  that  noblest  kind  which  rises  with  the 
greatness  of  the  occasion,  and  becomes  but  the  more 
self-collected  and  resisting,  the  more  imminent  the 
danger. 

In  proposing  to  show  that  the  distinctive  properties  of 
Lord  fiyron's  character,  as  well  moral  as  literary,  arose 
mainly  from  those  two  great  sources,  the  unexampled 
versatility  of  his  powers  and  feelings,  and  the  facility 
with  which  he  gave  way  to  the  impulses  of  both,  it  had 
been  my  intention  to  pursue  the  subject  still  further  in 
detail,  and  to  endeavour  to  trace  throughout  the  various 
excellencies  and  defects,  both  of  his  poetry  and  his  life, 
the  operation  of  these  two  dominant  attributes  of  bis 
nature,  u  No  men,))  says  Cowper,  in  speaking  of 
persons  of  a  versatile  turn  of  mind,  a  are  better  qualified 
for  companions  in  such  a  world  as  this  than  men  of 
such  temperament.  Every  scene  of  life  has  two  sides, 
a  dark  and  a  bright  one;  and  the  mind  that  has  an 
equal  mixture  of  melancholy  and  vivacity  is  best  of  all 
qualified  for  the  contemplation  of  either. «)  It  would 
not  be  difficult  to  show  that  to  this  readiness  in  reflect- 
ing all  hues,  whether  of  the  shadows  or  the  lights  of 
our  variegated  existence,  Lord  Byron  owed  not  only  the 
great  range  of  his  influence  as  a  poet^  but  those  powers 
of  fascination  which  he  possessed  as  a  man.  This 
susceptibility,  indeed,  of  immediate  impressions  which 
in  him  was  so  active,  lent  a  charm,  of  all  others  the 
most  attractive,  to  his  social  intercourse,  by  giving  to 
those  who  were,  at  the  moment,  ipxesewV.,  %\x<^  "^'^o.^^v- 
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dant  influence,  tliat  they  alone  for  the  time  occupied 
all  his  thoughts  and  feelings,  and  brought  whatever  was 
most  agreeable  in  his  nature  into  play.* 

So  much  did  this  extreme  mobility, — this  readiness 
to  be  u  strongly  acted  on  by  what  was  nearest, »  abound 
in  his  disposition  that,  even  with  the  casual  acquaint- 
ances of  the  hour,  his  heart  was  upon  his  lips,'  and  it 
depended  wholly  upon  themselves  whether  they  might 
not  become  at  once  the  depositories  of  every  secret,  if  it 
might  be  so  called, of  his  whole  life.  That  in  this  con- 
vergence of  all  the  powers  of  pleasing  towards  present 
objects,  those  absent  should  be  sometimes  forgot- 
ten, or  what  is  worse,  sacrificed  to  the  reigning  de- 
sire of  the  moment,  is  one  of  the  alloys  attendant 
upon  persons  of  this  temperament,  which  renders 
their  fidelity,  either  as  lovers  or  confidants,  not  a 
little  precarious.  But  of  the  charm  which  such  a 
disposition  diffuses  through  the  manner  there  can  be 

*  In  reference  to  his  pover  of  adapting  himself  to  all  sorts  of  society, 
and  taking  upon  himselJP  all  varieties  of  character^  1  find  a  passage  in  one 
of  my  early  letters  to  him  (from  Ireland)  vhich,  though  it  might  be  ex- 
pressed, perhaps,  in  better  taste,  is  worth  citing  for  its  traih  : — «  Thoagh 
I  have  not  written,  I  have  seldom  ceased  to  think  of  you;  for  yon  are  that 
sort  of  being  whom  every  thing,  high  or  low,  brings  into  one's  mind- 
Whether  I  am  with  the  wise  or  the  waggish,  among  poets  or  among  pu- 
gilists, over  the  boot  or  over  the  bottle,  you  are  sure  to  connect  yourself 
transcendently  with  all,  and  come  *  armed  for  every  ^e\d'  into  my  me- 
mory.* 

^  It  is  curious  to  observe  how,  in  all  times,  and  all  countries,  what  is 
called  the  poetical  temperament  has,  in  the  great  possessors,  and  victims, 
of  that  gift,  produced  similar  effects.  In  the  following  passage,  the  bio- 
grapher of  Tasso  has,  in  painting  that  poet,  described  Byron  also:^ 
«  There  are  some  persons  of  a  sensibility  so  powerful  that  whoever  bap' 
pens  to  be  with  them  is,  at  that  moment,  to  them  the  world :  their  hearts 
involuntarily  o^eix\  lYie^  utc^tom^ted  by  a  strong  desire  to  please;  and 
they  thus  make  coti^Aativ%  oi  xSwivt  %wiJcaa«CL\A\R.^>^^^\\Qm  ihey  in  rea- 
Iklity  regard  N«iO:i  Vsid\t(eteTice.« 
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but  little  doubt, — and  least  of  all  among  those  who 
have  ever  felt  its  full  influence  in  Lord  Byron,  Neither 
are  the  instances  in  which  he  has  been  known  to  make 
imprudent  disclosures,  of  what  had  been  said  or  writ- 
ten by  others  of  the  persons  with  whom  he  was  con- 
versing^, to  be  all  set  down  to  this  rash  overflow  of  the 
social  hour.  In  his  own  frankness  of  spirit  and  hatred 
of  all  disguise,  this  practice,  pregnant  as  it  was  with 
inconvenience,  and  sometimes  danger,  in  a  great  degree 
originated.  To  confront  the  accused  with  the  accuser 
was,  in  such  cases,  his  delight, — not  only  as  a  revenge 
for  having  been  made  the  medium  of  what  men  durst 
not  say  openly  to  each  other,  but  as  a  gratification  of 
that  love  of  small  mischief  which  be  had  retained  from 
boyhood,  and  which  the  confusion  that  followed  such 
exposures  was  always  sure  to  amuse.  This  habit,  too, 
being,  as  1  have  before  remarked,  well  known  to  bis 
friends,  their  sense  of  prudence,  if  not  their  fairness, 
was  put  fully  on  its  guard,  and  he  himself  was  spared 
the  pain  of  hearing  what  he  could  not,  without  inflict- 
ing still  worse,  repeat. 

A  most  apt  illustration  of  this  point  of  his  character 
is  to  be  found  in  an  anecdote  told  of  him  by  Parry,  who, 
though  himself  the  victim,  had  the  sense  and  good 
temper  to  perceive  the  source  to  which  Byron^s  conduct 
was  to  be  traced.  While  the  Turkish  fleet  was  blockad- 
ing Missolonghi,  his  lordship,  one  day,  attended  by 
Parry,  proceeded  in  a  small  punt^  rowed  by  a  boy,  to  the 
mouth  of  theharbour, while inalargeboataccompanying 
them  were  Prince  Mavrocordato  and  hie  attendants.  In 
this  situation,  an  indignant  feeling  of  contempt  and  im- 
patience at  the  supineness  of  their  Greek  friends  seized  the. 
engineer,  and  he  proceeded  to  vent  l\i\%iei^\ti^ViViWt:^ 
Byran  in  no  very  measured  terms,  ptoxioxwwaa^'^'KvaR^  I 

VOL,  IT.  ^ 
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Mavrocordatotobe  u  an  old  gentlewoman,*)  andconclad- 
ing^,  according  to  his  own  statement,  with  the  following 
words:  —  «  If  I  were  in  their  place,  I  should  be  in  a 
fever  at  the  thought  of  my  own  incapacity  and  igno- 
rance, and  should  bum  with  impatience  to  attempt  the 
destruction  of  those  rascal  Turks.  But  the  Greeks  and 
the  Turks  are  opponents  worthy,  by  their  imbecility,  of 
each  other,  w 

a  I  had  scarcely  explained  myself  fully, »  adds  Mr 
Parry,  u  when  his  lordship  ordered  our  bdat  to  be  placed 
alongside  the  other,  and  actually  related  our  whole 
conversation  to  the  Prince.  In  doing  it,  however,  he 
took  on  himself  the  task  of  pacifying  both  the  Priuce 
and  me,  and  though  I  was  at  first  very  angry,  and  the 
Prince,  I  believe,  very  much  annoyed,  he  succeeded. 
Mavrocordato  afterwards  showed  no  dissatisfation  with 
roe,  and  I  prized  Lord  Byron's  regard  too  much,  to 
remain  long  displeased  with  a  proceeding  which  was 
only  an  unpleasant  manner  of  reproving  us  both.n 

Into  these  and  other  such  branches  from  the  main 
course  of  his  character,  it  might  have  been  a  task  of 
some  interest  to  investigate, — certain  as  we  should  be 
that,  even  in  the  remotest  and  narrowest  of  these  wind- 
ings, some  of  the  brightness  and  strength  of  the  original 
current  would  be  perceptible.  Enough  however  has 
been,  perhaps,  said  to  set  other  minds  upon  supplying 
what  remains :  —  if  the  track  of  analysis  here  opened  be 
the  true  one,  to  follow  it  in  its  further  bearings  will  not 
be  difficult.  Already,  indeed,  I  may  be  thought  by 
some  readers  to  have  occupied  too  large  a  portion  of 
these  pages,  not  only  in  tracing  out  such  «  nice  depen- 
dencies »  and  gxaAaXxons  of  my  friend's  character,  but 
Still  more  uae\ess\^,  ais  w^^  \i^  ^wv^avs^^^vx  recording 
all  the  various  \La\i\Xvx^^%  ^^^  -^Vvca^  \s^  ^\s^^  -^^ 
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course  of  his  every-day  life  was  distinguished  from 
that  of  other  people.  That  the  critics  of  the  day  should 
think  it  due  to  their  own  importance  to  object  to  trifles 
is  naturally  to  be  expected ;  but  that  in  other  times, 
such  minute  records  of  a  Byron  will  be  read  with 
interest,  even  such  critics  cannot  doubt.  To  know  that 
Catiline  walked  with  an  agitated  and  uncertain  gait  is, 
by  no  mean  judge  of  human  nature,  deemed  important 
as  an  indication  of  character.  But  far  less  sip^nificant 
details  will  satisfy  the  idolaters  of  genius.  To  be  told 
that  Tasso  loved  malmsey  and  thought  it  favourable  to 
poetic  inspiration  is  a  piece  of  intelligence,  even  at  the 
end  of  three  centuries,  not  unwelcome ;  while  a  still 
more  amusing  proof  of  the  disposition  of  the  world  to 
remember  little  things  of  the  great  is,  that  the  poet 
Petrarch's  excessive  fondness  for  turnips  is  one  of  the 
few  traditions  still  preserved  of  him  at  Arqua. 

The  personal  appearance  of  Lord  Byron  has  been  so 
frequently  described,  both  by  pen  and  pencil,  that  were 
it  not  the  bounden  duty  of  the  biographer  to  attempt 
some  such  sketch,  the  task  would  seem  superfiu^^s. 
Of  his  face,  the  beauty  may  be  pronounced  to  have  been 
of  the  highest  order,  as  combining  at  once  regularity  of 
features  with  the  most  varied  and  interesting  expression. 
The  same  facility,  indeed,  of  change  observable  in  the 
movements  of  his  mind,  was  seen  also  in  the  free  play  of 
his  features  as  the  passing  thoughts  within  darkened  or 
shone  through  them. 

His  eyes,  though  of  a  light  gray,  were  capable  of  ail 
extremes  of  expression,  from  the  most  joyous  hilarity 
to  the  deepest  sadness,    from  the  very  sunshine  of 
benevolence  to  the  most  concentrated  scorn  or  v«k^<t. 
Of  this  latter  passion,  I  had  once  an  o\>^ov\.\xTi\x.^  «5?l 
seeing  what  Bery  interpreters  tte'j  cow\d  \>e.»  ox\  xsv<i 
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telling  him,  thoughtlessly  enough,  that  a  friend  of 
mine  had  said  to  me — «  Beware  of  Lord  Byron;  he 
will,  some  day  or  other,  do  something  very  wicked,  n — 
u  Was  it  man  or  woman  said  so?»  he  exclaimed,  sud- 
denly turning  round  upon  me  with  a  look  of  such 
intense  anger  as,  though  it  lasted  not  an  instant,  could 
not  easily  be  forgot,  and  of  which  no  better  idea  can  be 
given  than  in  the  words  of  one  who,  speaking  of  Chat- 
terton's  eyes,  says  that  u  fire  rolled  at  the  bottom  of 
them.n 

But  it  was  in  the  mouth  and  chin  that  the  great 
beauty  as  w^  as  expression  of  his  fine  countenance 
lay.     u  Many  pictures  have  been  painted  of  him  (says  a 
fair  critic  of  his  features)  with  various  succcess ;  but  the 
excessive  beauty  of  his  lips  escaped  every  paiater  and 
sculptor.    In  their  ceaseless  play  they  represented  every 
emotion,  whether  pale  with  anger,  curled  in  disdain, 
smiling   in  triumph,  or  dimpled   with  archness  and 
love.»  It  would  be  injustice  to  the  reader  not  to  borrow 
from  the  same  pencil  a  few  more  touches  of  portraiture. 
a  This  extreme  facility  of  expression  was   sometimes 
painful,  for  I  have  seen  him  look  absolutely  ugly— I 
have  seen  him  look  so  hard  and  cold,  that  you  must 
hate  him,  and  then,  in  a  moment,  brighter  than  the 
sun,  with  such  playful  softness  in  his  look,  such  affec- 
tionate eagerness  kindling  in  his  eyes,  and  dimpling  his 
lips  into  something  more  sweet  than  a  smile,  that  you 
forgot  the  man,  the  Lord  Byron,   in  the  picture  of 
beauty  presented  to  you,  and  ga^ed  with  intense  cu- 
riosity— I  had  almost  said --as  if  to  satisfy  yourself,  that 
thus  looked  the  god  of  poetry,  the  god  of  the  Vatican, 
when  he  couvonned  with  the  sons  and  daughters  of 
ni()n.i» 
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His  head  was  reftnarkably  small ,' — so  much  so  as  to 
be  rather  out  of  proportion  with  his  face./  The  fore- 
head, thou(^h  a  little  too  narrow,  was  high,  and  ap- 
peared more  so  from  his  having  his  hair  (to  preserve 
it,  as  he  said)  shaved  over  the  temples ;  while  the  glossy, 
dark-brown  Curls,  clustering  over  his  head,  gave  the 
finish  to  its  beauty.  When  to  this  is  added,  that  his 
nose,  though  handsomely,  was  rather  thickly  shaped, 
that  his  teeth  were  white  and  regular,  and  his  com- 
plexion colourless,  as  good  an  idea  perhaps  as  it  is  in 
the  power  of  mere  words  to  convey  may  be  conceived 
of  his  features. 

In  height  he  was,  as  he  himself  has  informed  us,  five 
feet  eight  inches  and  a  half,  and  to  the  length  of  his 
limbs  he  attributed  his  being  such  a  good  swimmer. 
His  hands  were  very  white,  and — according  to  his  own 
notion  of  the  size  of  hands  as  indicating  birth — aristo- 
cratically   small.    The  lameness  of  his   right   foot  ,^ 


*  «  Several  of  ns,  one  day, »  says  Colonel  Napier,  ■  Cried  on  hit  hat, 
and  in  a  party  of  twelve  or  fourteen,  virho  virere  at  dinneik*,  not  one  coald 
put  it  on,  so  exceedingly  small  was  his  head.  My  servant,  Thomas  WeUs, 
who  had  the  smallest  head  in  the  90th  regiment  (so  small  that  he  could 
hardly  get  a  cap  to  fit  him),  was  the  only  person  who  could  put  on  Lord 
Byron's  hat,  and  him  it  fitted  exactly.* 

'  In  speaking  of  this  bmeness  at  the  commencement  of  my  work,  1  for- 
bore, both  from  my  own  doubts  on  the  subject  and  the  great  variance  I 
found  in  the  recollections  of  others,  from  stating  in  which  of  his  feet  this 
lameness  existed.  It  will,  indeed,  with  difficulty  be  believed  what  un- 
certainty I  found  upon  this  point,  even  among  those  most  intimate  with 
him.  Mr  Hunt  in  his  book  slates  it  to  have  been  the  left  foot  that  was 
deformed,  and  this,  though  contrary  to  my  own  impression,  and,  as  it 
appears  also,  to  the  fact,  was  the  opinion  I  found  also  of  others  who  had 
been  much  in  the  habit  of  living  with  him.  On  applying  to  hx%  e«x^ 
friends  at  Southwell  and  (o  the  shoemaker  otikal  xoNttk-wVc^NAQ'^^^^^'^ 
bim,  so  little  prepared  were  they  to  answer  ViCd  «tt^  c«%k«*^  ^'^  '^^^ 
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though  an  obstacle  to  grace,  but  little  impeded  the  ac- 
tivity of  his  movements;  and  from  this  circumstance, 
as  well  as  from  the  skill  with  which  the  foot  was  dis- 
guised by  means  of  long  trowsers,  it  would  be  difficult 
to  conceive  a  defect  of  this  kind  less  obtruding  itself  as 
a  deformity;  while  the  diffidence  which  a  constant 
consciousness  of  the  infirmity  gave  to  his  first  approach 
and  address  made,  in  him,  even  lameness  a  source  of 
interest. 

In  looking  again  into  the  Journal  from  which  it  was 
my  intention  to  give  extracts,  the  following  uncon- 
.  nected  opinions,  or  rather  reveries,  most  of  them  oq 
points  connected  with  his  religious  opinions,  are  all 
that  1  feel  tempted  to  select.  To  an  assertion  in  the 
early  part  of  this  work  that  u  at  no  lime  of  his  life  was 
Lord  Byron  a  confirmed  unbeliever,))  it  has  been  ob- 
jected, that  .many  passages  of  his  writings  prove  the 
direct  contrary.  This  assumption,  however,  as  well  as 
the  interpretation  of  most  of  tlie  passages  referred  to  in 
its  support,  proceed,  as  it  appears  to  me,  upon  the  mis- 
take, not  uncommon  in  conversation,  of  confounding 
together  the  meanings  of  the  words  unbeliever  and 
sceptic, — the  former  implying  decision  of  opinion,  and 
the  latter  only  doubt.  I  have  myself,  I  find,  not  always 
kept  the  significations  of  the  two  words  distinct,  and  in 
one  instance  have  so  far  fallen  into  the  notion  of  these 
objectors  as  to  speak  of  Byron  in  his  youth  as  u  an  un- 
believing   schoolboy,))   when  the    word   «  doubting^ 

subject,  that  it  vas  only  by  recollecling  that  the  lame  foot  «  was  the  off 
one  Id  goiog  up  the  street*  they  at  last  came  to  the  conclusion  that  his 
riglil  limb  -was  the  one  affected;  and  Mr  Jackson,  his  preceptor  in  pagi- 
lism  was,  in  Uke  maiiixeT,  o\k\^^<&^  vo  c«ll  to  mind  whether  his  noble 
pupil  was  a  righl  orUii  Wti^  Ww  V>«SaxtV^  t^^^^tw^  ^v>JaR  vime 

decision. 
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would  have  more  truly  expressed  my  meaning;.  With 
this  necessary  explanation,  I  shall  here  repeat  my  as- 
sertion; or  rather — to  clothe  its  substance  in  a  differ- 
ent form — shall  say  that  Lord  Byron  'was,  to  the  last, 
a  sceptic,  which,  in  itself,  implies  that  he  was,  at  no 
time,  a  confirmed  unbeliever. 


« If  I  were  to  live  over  again,  I  do  not  know  what  1 
would  change  in  my  life,  unless  it  were  for — not  to  have 
lived  at  all, '  All  history,  and  experience,  and  the  rest, 
teaches  us  that  the  good  and  evil  are  pretty  equally 
balanced  in  this  existence,  and  that  what  is  most  to  be 
desired  is  an  easy  passage  out  of  it.  What  can  it  give 
us  but  years?  and  those  have  little  of  good  but  their 
ending. 


«  Of  the  immortality  of  the  soul,  it  appears  to  me 
that  there  can  be  little  doubt,  if  we  attend  for  a  mo- 
ment to  the  action  of  mind  :  it  is  in  perpetual  activity. 
I  used  to  doubt  of  it,  but  reflection  has  taught  me  better. 
It  acts  also  so  very  independent  of  body — in  dreams, 
for  instance; — incoherently  and  madly,  I  grant  you, 
but  still  it  is  mind,  and  much  more  mind  than  when 
we  are  awake.  Now  that  this  should  not  act  separately , 
as  well  as  jointly,  who  can  pronounce?  The  stoics, 
Epictetus  and  Marcus  Aurelius,  call  the  present  state '  a 
soul  which  drags  a  carcass,' — a  heavy  chain,  to  be  sure, 

*  ■  Syiih  early  adopted  (says  Sir  Waller  Scott)  the  custom  of  observ- 
ing his  birth-day,  as  a  term,  not  of  joy,  but  of  sorrow,  and  of  reading, 
irhen  it  annually  recurred,  the  striking  passage  of  Scripture^  in  viIivc\slIcA\ 
laments  and  execrates  the  day  apoQ\Thic\i\tyia&  %a\d.\(i\u&i^>^*^%V^^Q&'«- 
*  that  a  maa-^hild  was  born.' » — Li/e  0/  Swift. 
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but  all  chains  being  material,  may  be  shaiken  off.  How 
far  our  future  life  will  be  individual^  or,  rather,  how  far 
it  will  at  all  resemble  our  present  existence,  is  another 
question ;  but  that  the  mind  is  eternal  seems  as  pro- 
bable as  that  the  body  is  not  so.  Of  course ,  I  here  ven- 
ture upon  the  question  without  recurring  to  revela- 
tion ,  which,  however,  is  at  least  as  rational  a  solution 
of  it  as  any  other.  A  material  resurrection  seems 
strange  and  even  absurd,  except  for  purposes  of  punish- 
ment; and  all  punishment  which  is  to  revenge  rather 
than  correct  must  be  morally  wrong  ;  and  when  the  world 
is  at  an  end,  what  moral  or  warning  purpose  can  eter- 
nal tortures  answer?  Human  passions  have  probably 
disfigured  the  divine  doctrines  here : — but  the  whole 
thing  is  inscrutable. 


«  It  is  useless  to  tell  me  not  to  reason,  but  to  believe. 
You  might  as  well  tell  a  man  not  to  wake,  but  sleep. 
And  then  to  bully  with  torments,  and  all  that !  I  cannot 
help  thinking  that  the  menace  of  hell  makes  as  many 
devils  as  the  severe  penal  codes  of  inhuman  humanity 
make  villains. 


«  Man  is  born  passionate  of  body,  but  with  an  innate 
though  secret  tendency  to  the  love  of  good  in  his  main- 
spring of  mind.  But,  God  help  us  all  1  it  is  at  present 
a  sad  jar  of  atoms. 


u  Matter  is  eternal,  always  changing,  but  reproduced, 
and,  as  far  as  Nve  can  coni^icelvend  eternity,  eternal ; 
and  why  not  mind?   ^\i^  ^w:\^  wox^^  \k«A  ^^ 
ith  and  upon  tVie  unvjet^,  ^^  ^^t^lv^^vs  ^1\\  ^^  x^.^^.. 
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and  with,  the  congregated  dust  called  mankind  ?  See 
how  one  man  acts  upon  himself  and  others,  or  upon 
multitudes!  The  same  agency,  in  a  higher  and  purer 
degree,  may  act  upon  the  stars,  etc.  ad  infinitum. 


u  I  have  often  been  inclined  to  materialism  in  philo- 
sophy, but  could  never  bear  its  introduction  into  Chris* 
lianity^  which  appears  to  me  essentially  founded  upon 
the  50u/.  For  this  reason,  Priestley's  Christian  Mate- 
rialism always  struck  me  as  deadly.  Believe  the  resur- 
rection of  the  body^  if  you  will,  but  not  without  a  soul. 
The  deuce  is  in  it,  if  after  having  had  a  soul  (as  surely 
the  mind^  or  whatever  you  call  it,  is\  in  this  world,  we 
must  part  with  it  in  the  nexty  even  for  an  immortal 
materiality !     I  own  my  partiality  for  spirih 


« I  am  always  most  religious  upon  ^  sunsMny  day, 
as  if  there  was  some  association  betwen  an  internal 
approach  to  greater  light  and  purity  and  the  kindler 
of  this  dark  lantern  of  our  external  existence. 


(I  The  night  is  also  a  religious  concern,  and  even  more 
so  when  I  viewed  the  moon  and  stars  through  Her- 
schell's  telescope,  and  saw  that  they  were  worlds. 


u  If,  according  to  some  speculations,  you  could  prove 
the  world  many  thousand  years  older  than  the  Mosaic 
chronology,  of  if  you  could  get  rid  of  Adam  and  Eve, 
and  the  apple  dnd  serpent^  still,  what  is  to  be  put  up  in 
their  stead?  or  how  is  the  difficulty  rcmoN^A.1  'Wxvw^ 
must  hare  had  a  beginning,  and  yjViat  tiv^wet^  \N.>»^^^ 
or  hew? 
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u  I  sometimes  think  that  man  may  be  the  relic  of  some 
higher  material  being  wrecked  in  a  former  world,  and 
degenerated  in  the  hardship  and  struggle  through  chaos 
into  conformity,  or  something  like  it, — as  we  see  Lap- 
landers, Esquimaux,  etc.  inferior  in  the  present  state, 
as  the  elements  become  more  inexorable.  But  even 
then  this  higherpre-Adamite supposititious  creation  must 
have  had  an  origin  and  a  Creator — for  a  creation  is  a 
more  natural  imagination  than  a  fortuitous  concourse 
of  atoms :  all  things  remount  to  a  fountain,  though  they 
may  flow  to  an  ocean. 


«  Plutarch  says,  in  his  Life  of  Lysander,  that  Aristotle 
observes  'that  in  general  great  geniuses  are  of  a  melan- 
choly turn,  and  instances  Socrates,  Plato,  and  Hercules 
(or  Heraclitus),  as  examples,  and  Lysander,  though  not 
while  young,  yet  as  inclined  to  it  when  approaching 
towards  age.'  Whether  I  am  a  genius  or  not,  I  have 
been  called  such  by  my  friends  as  well  as  enemies,  and 
in  more  countries  and  languages  than  one,  and  also 
within  a  no  very  long  period  of  existence.  Of  my 
genius,  I  can  say  nothing,  but  of  my  melancholy,  that 
it  is  'increasing  and  ought  to  be  diminished.'  But 
how? 

it  I  take  it  that  most  men  are  so  at  bottom,  but  that  it 
is  only  remarked  in  the  remarkable.  The  Duchesse  de 
Broglio,  in  reply  to  a  remark  of  mine  on  the  errors  of 
clever  people,  said  that  'they  were  not  worse  than 
others,  only,  being  more  in  view,  more  noted,  especially 
in  all  that  could  reduce  them  to  the  rest,  or  raise  the 
rest  to  them.'    In  v%v6.>  \hvs  was. 

w  In  fact  (I  suppose  \)£ia?^j*\i  >\3tf!i^^\^^\\^^<5.^^^all 
set  down  like  tViose  o5  ificvt  V\%^^  ^^  ^\5fcV^V^  vawn.^ 
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present  only  a  better  sort  of  fools)  would  appear  almost 
intellig;ent. 


u  It  is  singular  how  soon  we  lose  the  impression  of 
what  ceases  to  be  constantly  before  us:  a  year  impairs; 
a  lustre  obliterates.     There  is  little  distinct  left  without 
an  effort  of  memory.     Then,  indeed,  the  lig;hts  are 
rekindled  for  a  moment;  but  who  can  be  sure  that  ima- 
g^ination  is  not  the  torch-bearer?    Let  any  man  try  at 
the  end  of  ten  years  to  bring  before  him  the  features,  or 
the  mind,  or  the  sayings,  or  the  habits  of  his  best  friend, 
or  his  greatest  man  (I  mean  his  favourite,  his  Buona- 
parte, his  this,  that,  or  t'other),  and  he  will  be  surprised 
at  the  extreme  confusion  of  his  ideas.     I  speak  confi- 
dently on  this  point,  having  always  passed  for  one  who 
had  a  good,  ay,  an  excellent  memory.     I  except,  indeed, 
our  recollection  of  womankind ;  there  is  no  forgetting 
them  (and  be  d — d  to  them)  any  more  than  any  other  re- 
markable era,  such  as  '  the  revolution,'  or  'the  plague,' 
or  '  the  invasion,'  or  'the  comet,'  or ' the  war'  of  such 
and  such  an  epoch, — being  the  favourite  dates  of  man- 
kind, who  have  so  many  blessings  in  their  lot  that  they 
never  make  their  calendars  from  them,  being  too  com- 
mon.    For  instance,  you  see  '  the  great  drought,' '  the 
Thames  frozen  over,'  'the  seven  years'  war  broke  out,' 
'  the  English,  or  French,  or  Spanish  revolution  com- 
menced,'  'the  Lisbon  earthquake/  'the  Lima  earth- 
quake,' '  the  earthquake  of  Calabria,' '  the  plague  of  Lon- 
don,' ditto  'of  Constantinople,' 'the  sweating  sickness,' 
'  the  yellow  fever  of  Philadelphia,'  etc.  etc.  etc.;  but  you 
don't  see  '  the  abundant  harvest,' '  the  fine  samuMyc^ '  \W 
long  peaccj    ^ihe  wealthy  specu\al\OYi^  '^  \k^  ^t^O«XRs& 
voyage f*  recorded  so  emphaticaW^?    "B^  xVi^  ^«^%  ^^-^^ 
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has  been  a  thirty  jears^  war  and  a  seventy  years'  war;  was 
there  ever  a  seventy  or  a  thirty  years'  peace?  or  was  there 
even  a  day's  universal  peace?  except  perhaps  in  China, 
where  they  have  found  out  the  miserable  happiness  of  a 
stationary  and  ttnwarlike  mediocrity.  And  is  all  this 
because  natnre  is  niggard  or  savage?  or  mankind 
ungrateful?    Let  philosophers  decide.     I  am  none. 


u  In  general,  I  do  not  draw  well  with  literary  men ; 
not  that  I  dislike  them,  but  I  never  know  what  to  say  to 
them  after  I  have  praised  their  last  publication.  There 
are  several  exceptions,  to  be  sure,  but  then  they  have 
either  been  men  of  the  world,  such  as  Scott  and  Moore, 
etc.  or  visionaries  out  of  it,  such  as  Shelley,  etc. :  but 
your  literary  every-day  man  and  I  never  went  well  in 
company,  especially  your  foreigner,  whom  I  never  could 
abide;  except  Giordani,  and — and — and — (I  really  can't 
name  any  other) — I  don't  remember  a  man  amongst 
them  whom  I  ever  wished  to  see  twice,  except  perhaps 
Mezzophanti,  who  is  a  monster  of  languages,  the 
Briareus  of  parts  of  speech,  a  walking  Polyglott  and 
more,  who  ought  to  have  existed  at  the  time  of  the 
Tower  of  fiabel  as  universal  interpreter.  He  is  indeed 
a  marvel — unassuming,  also.  I  tried  him  in  all  the 
tongues  of  which  I  knew  a  single  oath  (or  adjuration  to 
the  gods  against  post-boys,  savages,  Tartars,  .boatmen, 
sailors,  pilots,  gondoliers,  muleteers,  camel-drivers,  vet- 
turini,  post-masters,  post-horses,  post-houses,  post- 
every thing),  and  egad!  he  astounded  me — even  to  my 
English. 

a  '  No  man  wou\A  \vs«i  \iA!&\\^fe  w«^  ^^ain^'  is  an  old 
r  and  true  saying  viUAl  aSi  c.wi^^^^^^^^<5a««ffl^^«.. 
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At  the  same  time,  there  are  probahly  moments  in  most 
men's  lives  which  they  would  live  over  the  rest  of  life 
to  regain?  Else  why  do  we  live  at  all?  because  Hope 
recurs  to  Memory,  both  false — but — but — but — but — 
and  this  but  drags  on  till — what?  I  do  not  know;  and 
who  does?    *He  that  died  o'  Wednesday.'" 

In  laying  before  the  reader  these  last  extracts  from 
the  papers  in  my  possession,  it  may  be  expected,  per* 
haps^  that  I  shoul^  say  something, — in  addition  to  what 
has  been  already  stated  on  this  subject,^-respecting 
those  Memoranda,  or  Memoirs,  which,  in  the  exercise  of 
the  discretionary  power  given  to  me  by  my  noble  friend, 
I  placed,  shortly  after  his  death,  at  the  disposal^ of  his 
sister  and  executor,  and  which  they,  from  a  sense  of 
what  they  thought  due  to  his  memory,  consigned  to  the 
flames.  As  the  circumstances,  however,  connected  with 
the  surrender  of  that  manuscript^  besides  requiring 
much  more  detail  than  my  present  limits  allow,  do  not, 
in  any  respect,  concern  the  character  of  Lord  Byron, 
but  affect  solely  my  own,  it  is  not  here,  at  least,  that  I 
feel  myself  called  upon  to  enter  into  an  explanation  of 
them.  The  world  will,  of  course,  continue  to  think  of 
that  step  as  it  pleases ;  but  it  is,  after  all,  on  a  man's  own 
opinion  of  his  actions  that  his  happiness  chiefly  depends, 
and  I  can  only  say  that,  were  I  again  placed  in  the  same 
circumstances,  I  would — even  at  ten  times  the  pecuniary 
sacrifice  which  my  conduct  then  cost  me— again  act 
precisely  in  the  same  manner. 

For  the  satisfaction  of  those  whose  regret  at  the  loss 
of  that  manuscript  arises  from  some  better  motive  than 
the  mere  disappointment  of  a  prurient  curiosity,  I  shall 
here  add,  that  on  the  mysterious  cause  oI\>kv^  sfc^^\^<Nss^^ 
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it  afforded  no  ligbt  whatever; — that,  while  some  of  its 
details  could  never  have  heen  published  at  all/  and 
little,  if  any,  of  what  it  contained  personal  towards 
others  could  have  appeared  till  long;  after  the  individuals 
concerned  had  left  the  scene,  all  that  materially  related 
to  Lord  Bvron  himself  was  (as  I  well  knew  when  I  made 
that  sacrifice)  to  be  found  repeated  in  the  various  Jour- 
nals and  Memorandum-books,  which,  though  not  all  to 
be  made  use  of,  were,  as  the  reader  has  seen  from  the 
preceding  pages,  all  preserved. 

As  far  as  suppression,  indeed,  is  blamable,  I  have  had, 
in  the  course  of  this  task,  abundantly  to  answer  for  it; 
having,  as  the  reader  must  have  perceived,  withheld  a 
large  portion  of  my  materials,  to  which  Lord  Byron,  no 
doubt,  in  his  fearlessness  of  consequences,  would  have 
wished  to  give  publicity,  but  which,  it  is  now  more  than 
probable,  will  never  meet  the  light. 

There  remains  little  more  to  add.  It  has  been  re- 
marked by  Lord  Orford,*  as  ct  strange,  that  the  writing 
a  man^s  life  should  in  general  make  the  biographer 
become  enamoured  of  his  subject,  whereas  one  should 
think  that  the  nicer  disquisition  one  makes  into  the  life 
of  any  man,  the  less  reason  one  should  find  to  love  or 
admire  him.w  On  the  contrary,  may  we  not  rather  say 
that,  as  knowledge  is  ever  the  parent  of  tolerance,  the 
more  insight  we  gain  into  the  springs  and  motives  of  a 
man's  actions,  the  peculiar  circumstances  in  which  he 
was  placed,  and  the  influences  and  temptations  under 
which  he  acted,  the  more  allowance  we  may  be  inclined 

*  This  description  applies  only  to  the  Second  Part  of  the  Memoranda; 
there  having  been  but  little  unfit  for  publication  in  the  First  Part,  which 
was,  indeed,  read,  as  i«  well  known,  by  many  of  the  noble  author's 

/Heads. 
*  In  speaking  oCLotd  ttet^>cn«AQlw\wa^*'^j^t^^^«wt^^\CV. 
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to  make  for  his  errors,  and  the  more  approbation  his 
virtues  may  extort  from  us? 

■    The  arduous  task  of  being  the  biographer  of  Byron 
is  one,  at  least,  on  which  I  have  not  obtruded  myself: 
the  wish  of  my  friend  that  I  should  undertake  that  office 
having  been  more  than  once  expressed,  at  a  time  when 
none  but  a  boding  imagination  like  his  could  have  fore- 
seen much  chance  of  the  sad  honour  devolving  to  me. 
If  in  some  instances  I  have  consulted  rather  the  spirit 
than  the  exact  letter  of  his  injunctions,  it  was  with  the 
view  solely  of  doing  him  more  justice  than  he  would 
have  done  himself;  there  being  no  hands  in  which  bis 
character  could  have  been  less  safe  than  his  own,  nor 
any  greater  wrong  offered  to  his  memory  than  the  sub- 
stitution of  what  he  affected  to  be  fof  what  he  was. 
Of  any  partiality,  however,  beyond  what  our  mutual 
friendship  accounts  for  and  justifies,  T  am  by  no  means 
conscious;  nor  would  it  be  in  the  power,  indeed,  of  even 
the  most  partial  friend  to  allege  any  thing  more  con- 
vincingly favourable  of  bis  character  than  is  contained 
in  the  iFew  simple  facts  with  which  I  shall  here  conclude, 
— that,  through  life,  with  all  his  faults,  he  never  lost  a 
friend; — that  those  about  him  in  his  youth,  whether  as 
companions,  teachers,  or  servants,  remained  attached 
to  him  to  the  last ;-> that  the  woman,  to  whom  he  gave 
the  love  of  his  maturer  years,  idolizes  his  name ;  and 
that,  with  a  single  unhappy  exception,  scarce  an  instance 
is  to  be  found  of  any  one,  once  brought,  however  briefly, 
into  relations  of  amity  with  him,  that  did  not  feel 
towards  him  a  kind  regard  in  life,  and  retain  a  fondness 

for  his  memorv. 

I  have  now  done  with  the  subject,  nor  shall  be  e"asj&?\ 
tempted  into  a  recurrence  to  it.     Kn^  m\%ui>kfc^  Q»\  \s»&- 
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$tatemenU  I  may  be  proved  to  have  made  shall  be  cor- 
rected ; — any  new  facts  which  it  is  in  the  power  of  others 
to  produce  will  speak  for  themselves.  To  mere  opi- 
nions I  am  not  called  upon  to  pay  attention — and,  still 
less,  to  insinuations  or  mysteries.  I  have  here  told  what 
I  myself  know  and  think  concerning  my  friend ;  and 
now  leave  his  character,  moral  as  well  as  literary,  to 
the  judgment  of  the  world. 


APPENDIX. 


TWO  EPISTLES  FROM  THE  ARMENIAN  VERSION. 

THE  EPISTLE  OF  THE  CORINTHIANS  TO  ST  PAUL  THE  APOSTLE.  * 

1  Stephen,*  and  tlie  elders  with  him,  Dabnus,  Eubulus,  The- 
ophilus,  and  Xinon,  to  Paul,  our  father  and  evangelist,  and 
Faithful  roaster  in  Jesus  Christ,  health.' 

2  Two  men  have  come  to  Corinth,  Simon  by  name,  and 
Cleobus,^  who  yeheraentlj  disturb  the  faith  of  some  with  de- 
::eicful  and  corrupt  words; 

3  Of  which  words  thou  shouldst  inform  thyself: 

4  For  neither  have  we  heard  such  words  from  thee,  nor 
From  the  other  apostles : 

5  But  we  know  only  that  what  we  have  heard  from  thee  and 
from  them,  that  we  have  kept  firmly. 

6  But  in  this  chiefly  has  our  Lord  had  compassion,  that, 
whilst  thou  art  yet  with  us  in  the  flesh,  we  are  again  about  to 
hear  from  thee. 

7  Therefore  do  thou  write  to  us,  or  come  thyself  amongst 
us  quickly. 

•  Some  MSS.  have  the  tide  thus :  Epistle  of  Stephen  the  Elder  to  Paul 
the  Apostle  from  the  Corinthians. 

'  la  the  MSS.,  the  marginal  verses  published  by  the  Whistons  are 
wanting. 

>  Id  some  MSS.  we  find.  The  elders  Numenus,  Eubulus,  Theophilus, 
and  Nomeson,  to  Paul  their  brother,  health! 

^  Others  read,  There  came  certain  men,  .  .  .  and  Clobeus,  who  vehe- 
mently shake. 

•lb. 
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8  We  believe  in  the  Lord,  that,  as  it  was  revealed  to  The- 
onas,  he  hath  delivered  thee  from  the  hands  of  the  unrigh- 
teous.* 

9  Bat  these  are  the  sinful  words  of  these  impure  men,  for 
thus  do  they  sa  j  and  teaoh : 

10  That  it  behoves  not  to  admit  the  Pkrophets.' 

1 1  Neither  do  they  affirm  the  omnipotence  of  God : 

1 2  Neither  do  they  affirm  the  resurrection  of  the  flesh : 

1 3  Neither  do  they  affirm  that  man  was  altogether  created 
by  Cod: 

1 4  Neither  do  they  affirm  that  Jesus  Christ  was  born  in  the 
flesh  from  the  Virgiii  Mary :  ^ 

1 5  Neither  do  they  affirm  that  the  world  was  the  vrork  of  God, 
but  of  some  one  of  the  angels. 

1 6  Therefore  do  thou  make  haste^  to  come  amongst  us. 

17  That  this  city  of  the  Corinthians  may  remain  without 
scandal. 

18  And  that  the  folly  of  these  men  may  be  made  manifest 
by  an  open  refutation.     Fare  thee  well.^ 

The  deacons  Thereptus  and  Tichus'  received  and  conveyed 
this  Epistle  to  the  city  of  the  Philippians.^ 

When  Paul  received  the  Epistle,  although  he  was  then  in 
chains  on  account  of  Stratonice,?  the  wife  of  Apofolanus,'  yet, 
as  it  were  forgetting  his  bonds,  he  mourned  over  these  words, 
and  said  weeping :  «  It  were  better  for  me  to  be  dead,  and  with 

'  Some  MSS.  have,  JVe  believe  in  the  Lord,  that  his  presence  umu  madt 
manifest;  and  by  this  hath  the  Lord  delivered  us  from  the  hands  of  the 
unrighteous, 

*  Others  read,  To  read  die  Prophets. 

^  Some  MSS.  have,  Therefore,  brother,  do  thou  make  h€tste. 

^  Others  read,  Fare  thee  well  in  the  Lord. 

^  Some  MSS.  have,  The  deacons  Therepus  and  Techus. 

^  The  Whictooc  have,  To  the  city  ofPhmnicia:  but  in  all  the  MSS.  we 
find,  To  the  city  of  the  Philippians, 

7  Others  read.  On  account  ofOnotice. 

^  The  Whistons  have,  Of  ApoUophamu :  but  in  all  the  MSS.  we  read, 
^pqfolanus. 


f^l^ 
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the  Lord.  For  while  I  am  in  this  body,  and  hear  the  wretched 
words  of  such  false  doctrine,  behold,  grief  arises  upon  grief,  and 
my  trouble  adds  a  weight  to  my  chains;  when  I  behold  this  Ca- 
lamity, and  progress  of  the  machinations  of  Satan,  who  search- 
eth  to  do  wrong. » 

And  thus  with  deep  affliction  Paul  composed  his  reply  to  the 
Epistle. ' 

BVfSTLE  OF  PAUL  TO  THE  GOBIBITHIAKS.' 

I  Paul,  in  bonds  for  Jesus  Christ,  disturbed  by  so  many  er- 
rors^^  to  his  Corinthian  brethren,  health. 

a  I  nothing  marvel  that  the  preachers  of  evil  have  mad^  this 
progress. 

3  For  because  the  Lord  Jesus  is  about  to  fulfil  hi^  coming, 
verily  on  this  account  do  certain  men  pervert  and  despise  his 
words. 

4  But  I,  Verily,  from  the  beginning,  have  taught  you  that 
only  which  I  myself  received  from  the  former  apostles,  who 
always  remained  with  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ. 

5  And  I  now  say  unto  you  that  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ  was 
born  of  the  Virgin  Mary,  who  was  of  the  seed  of  David, 

6  According  to  the  annunciation  of  the  Holy  Ghost,  sent  to 
her  by  our  Father  from  heaven ; 

7  That  Jesus  might  be  introduced  into  the  world,^  and  de- 
liver our  flesh  by  his  flesh,  and  that  he  might  raise  us  up  from 
the  dead; 

8  As  in  this  also  he  himself  became  the  example : 

9  That  it  might  be  made  manifest  that  man  was  created  by 
the  Father, 

10  He  has  not  remained  in  perdition  unsought ;' 

*  Id  the  text  of  this  Epistle  there  are  tome  other  variations  in  the  words, 
bat  the  seuse  is  the  same. 

*  Some  MSS.  have,  Pours  Epistle  from  prison,  for  the  instruction  of 
the  Corinthians. 

'  Others  read,  Disturbed  bjr  various  Compunctions. 

^  Some  MSS.  have,  That  Jesus  might  comfort  the  world, 

*  Others  read,  Be  has  not  remained  indifforeitsi. 
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1 1  But  he  is  soa£^tfor,tluit  he  mig^ht  be  reyived  by  adoptioo. 

12  For  God,  who  is  the  Lord  of  all,  the  Father  of  our  Lord 
Jesus  Christ,  who  made  heaven  and  earth,  sent,  firstly,  the  Pro- 
phets to  the  Jews: 

1 3  That  he  would  absolve  them  from  their  sins,  and  bring 
them  to  his  judgment. 

1 4  Because  he  wished  to  save,  firstly,  the  house  of  Israel,  be 
bestowed  and  poured  forth  his  Spirit  upon  the  Prophets ; 

1 5  That  they  should  for  a  long  time  preach  the  worship  of 
God,  and  the  nativity  of  Christ. 

1 6  But  he  who  was  the  prince  of  evil,  when  he  wished  to  make 
himself  God,  laid  his  hand  upon  them^ 

17  And  bound  all  men  in  sin.' 

1 8  Because  the  judgment  of  the  world  was  approaching. 

19  But  Almighty  God,  when  he  willed  to  justi^,  was  unwiUing 
to  abandon  his  creature  ; 

20  But  when  he  saw  his  affliction,  he  had  compassion  upon 
him: 

2 1  And  at  the  end  of  a  time  he  sent  the  Holy  Ghost  into  the 
Virgin  foretold  by  the  Prophets. 

22  Who,  believing  readily,*  was  made  worthy  to  conceive, 
and  bring  forth  our  Lord  Jesus  Christ. 

23  That  froih  this  perishable  body,  in  which  the  evil  spirit 
was  glorified,  he  should  be  cast  out,  and  it  should  be  made  ma- 
nifest 

24  That  he  was  not  God :  For  Jesus  Christ,  in  his  fleshy  had 
recalled  and  saved  this  perishable  flesh,  and  drawn  it  into  eter- 
nal life  by  faith. 

25  Because  in  his  body  he  would  prepare  a  pure  temple  of 
justice  for  all  ages; 

26  In  whom  we  also,  when  we  believe,  are  saved. 

27  Therefore  know  ye  that  these  men  are  not  the  children  of 
justice,  but  the  children  of  wrath ; 


'  Some  MSS.  have,  Laid  his  handf  and  them  and  all  body  bound  in 
'  Others  read.  Believing  >»\tkapure  heart. 
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a8  Who  turn  away  from  themselves  the  compassioa  of 
God; 

29  Who  say  that  neither  the  heavens  nor  the  earth  were  al- 
together works  made  by  the  hand  of  the  Father  of  all  things.' 

30  But  these  cursed  men'  have  the  doctrine  of  the  serpent. 

3 1  But  do  ye,  by  the  power  of  God,  withdraw  yourselves 
far  from  these,  and  expel  from  amongst  you  the  doctrine  of  the 
wicked. 

33  Because  you  are  not  the  children  of  rebellion,'  but  the 
sons  of  the  beloved  church. 

33  And  on  this  account  the  time  of  the  resurrection  is 
preached  to  all  men. 

34  Therefore  they  who  affirm  that  there  is  no  resurrection  of 
the  flesh,  they  indeed  shall  not  be  raised  up  to  eternal  life; 

35  But  to  judgment  and  condemnation  shall  the  unbeliever 
arise  in  the  flesh : 

36  For  to  that  body  which  denies  the  resurrection  of  the 
body,  shall  be  denied  the  resurrection :  because  such  are  found 
to  refuse  the  resurrection. 

37  But  you  also,  Corinthians  1  have  known,  from  the  seeds 
of  wheat,  and  from  other  seeds, 

38  That  one  grain  falls^  dry  into  the  earth,  and  within  it  first 
dies, 

39  And  afterwards  rises  again,  by  the  will  of  the  Lord,  endued 
with  the  same  body : 

40  Neither  indeed  does  it  arise  with  the  same  simple  body, 
but  manifold,  and  filled  with  blessing. 

41  But  we  produce  the  example  not  only  from  seeds,  but 
from  the  honourable  bodies  of  men.' 

4a  Ye  also  have  known  Jonas,  the  son  of  Amittai.^ 

'  Some  MSS.  have,  Of  God  the  Father  rfall  things, 
*  Others  read,  Thejr  curse  themselves  m  this  thing. 
^  Others  read.  Children  of  tlte  disobedient. 
^  Some  MSS.  have.  That  one  grain  foils  not  dry  into  the  earth. 
^  Others  read.  But  we  have  not  onfy  produced  from  seeds,  but  from  the 
honourable  body  of  man. 

^  Others  read,  The  son  ofEmatthius. 
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43  Becaase  he  delayed  to  preach  to  the  Ninetite^  he  was 
swallowed  up  in  the  hellj  of  a  fish  for  three  days  and  three 
nights : 

44  And  after  three  days  God  heard  his  snpplication,  and 
brought  him  out  from  the  deep  abyss ; 

45  Neither  was  any  part  of  his  body  corrupted  ;  neither  was 
his  eyebrow  bent  down.* 

46  And  how  much  more  for  you,  oh  men  of  little  faith  I 

47  If  you  believe  in  our  Lord  Jesus  Christ,  will  he  raise  yoa 
up,  even  as  he  himself  hath  arisen. 

48  tf  the  bones  of  Elisha  the  prophet,  ftdling  upon  the  dead, 
revived  the  dead, 

49  By  how  much  more  shall  ye,  who  are  supported  by  die 
flesh  and  the  blood  and  the  Spirit  of  Christ,  arise  again  on  that 
day  with  a  perfect  body? 

50  Elias  fhe  prophet,  embracing  the  widow's  son,  raised  him 
from  the  dead : 

5f  By  how  much  more  shall  Jesus  Chri^  revive  you,  on  that 
day,  with  a  perfect  body,  even  as  he  himself  hath  arisen? 
Si  But  if  ye  receive  other  things  vainly,* 

53  Henceforth  no  one  shall  cause  me  to  travail ;  for  I  bear 
on  my  body  these  fetters,' 

54  To  obtain  Christ;  and  I  suffer  with  patience  these  afflic- 
tions to  become  worthy  of  the  resurrection  of  the  dead. 

55  And  do  each  of  you,  having  received  the  law  from  the 
hands  of  the  blessed  Prophets  and  the  holy  gospel,^  firmly 
maintain  it ; 

56  To  the  end  that  you  may  be  rewarded  in  the  resurrection 
of  the  dead,  and  the  possession  of  the  hfe  eternal. 

57  But  if  any  of  ye,  not  believing,  shall  trespass,  he  shall  be 

»  Odiers  add.  Nor  did  a  hair  cfkis  botfyfaU  therefirom. 

*  Some  MSS.  have,  Ye  shall  not  r^ewe  other  things  in  vain, 

*  Others  finished  here  thus,  Henceforth  no  one  can  trouble  me  fiurdien 
for  I  bear  in  my  body  the  sufferings  of  Christ,  The  gmc€  qf  our  Lord 
Jesus  Christ  be  with  your  spirit,  my  brethren.    Amen. 

4  Some  MSS.  have,  Of  the  holy  evangelist. 
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judged  with  the  misdoers,  and  punished  with  those  who  have 
fake  belief. 

58  Because  such  are  the  generations  of  vipers,  and  the  chil- 
dren of  dragons  and  basilisks. 

59  Drive  far  from  amongst  ye,  and  fly  from  such,  with  the  aid 
of  our  Ldrd  Jesus  Christ. 

60  And  the  peace  and  grace  of  the  beloved  Son  be  upon 
you.'     Amen. 

Done  into  English  by  me,  January-Februaryy  1817^  at  the 
Convent  of  San  Lazaro,  tvith  the  aid  and  expantion  of  the 
Armenian  text  by  the  Father  Paschal  Aucher^  Armenian 
Friar* 

Btaon. 

Venice,  April  10th,  1817. 
/  had  also  the  Latin  text,  but  it  is  in  many  places  very  corrupt j 
and  with  great  omissions. 

'  Others  add,  Our  Lord  be  with  ye  all.    Amen. 
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REMARKS  ON  MR  MOORE'S  LIFE  OF  LORD 
RYRON,  RY  LADY  RYRON. 

« I  HAVE  disregarded  Tarions  publications  in  which  facts  within 
my  own  knowledge  have  been  grossly  misrepresented ;  but  I  am 
called  upon  to  notice  some  of  the  erroneous  statements  pro- 
ceeding from  one  who  claims  to  be  considered  as  Lord  Byron's 
confidential  and  authorized  friend.     Domestic  details  ought  not 
to  be  intruded  on  the  pubUc  attention :    if,  however,  they  are 
so  intruded,  the  persons  affected  by  them  have  a  right  to  refute 
injurious   charges.     Mr  Moore  has  promulgated  his   own  im- 
pressions of  private  events  in  which  I  was  most  nearly  concerned, 
as  if  he  possessed  a  competent  knowledge  of  the  subject.     Hav- 
ing survived  Lord  Byron,  I  feel  increased  reluctance  to  advert 
to  any  circumstances  connected  with  the  period  of  my  marriage; 
nor  is  it  now  my  intention  to  disclose  them,  further  than  may 
be  indispensably  requisite  for  the  end  I  have  in  view.     Self- 
vindication  is  not  the  motive  which  actuates  me  to  make  this 
appeal,  and  the  spirit  of  accusation  is  nnmingled  with  it ;  but 
when  the  conduct  of  my  parents  is  brought  forward  in  a  dis- 
graceful light,  by  the  passages  selected  from  Lord  Byron*s  let- 
ters, and  by  the  remarks  of  his  biographer,  I  feel  bound  to 
justify  their  characters  from  imputations  which  I  Arnou;  to  be 
false.      The  passages  from  Lord  Byron's  letters,  to  which  I  re- 
fer, are  the  aspersion  on  my  nother  s  character,  p.  334)  1.  3i : 
— ^My  child  is  very  well,  and  flourishing,  I  hear ;  but  I  must  see 
abo.     I  feel  no  disposition  to  resign  it  to  the  contagion  of  its 
grandmothers  society.*     The   assertion   of  her   dishonourable 
conduct  in  employing  a  spy,  p.  33 1,  1.  2,  etc.    ^  A  Mrs  C.  (now 
a  kind  of  housekeeper  and  spy  of  Lady  iV.'s),  who,  in  her  better 
days,  was  a  washerwoman,  it  supposed  to  be — ^by  the  learned — 
very  much  the   occult  cause   of  our  domestic  discrepancies.' 
The  seeming  exculpation  of  myself,  in  the  extract,  p.  333,  with 
the  words  immediately  following  it,«^'  Her  neai^st  rriatives  are 

;*   where  the  blank  clearly  imphes  somethinjg  too  of- 

osive  for  pubUcaXion.  Thiese  ^^assages  tend  to  throw  soqiicion 
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on  my  parents^  and  give  reason  to  ascribe  the  separation  either 
to  their  direct  agency,  or  to  that  of  ^  officious  spies*  employed  by 
them.*  From  the  following  part  of  the  narrative,  p.  327,  it  must 
also  be  inferred  that  an  undue  influence  was  exercised  by  them 
for  the  accomplishment  of  this  purpose.  ^  It  was  in  a  few  weeks 
after  the  latter  communication  between  us  (Lord  Byron  and  Mr 
Moore),  that  Lady  Byron  adopted  the  determination  of  parting 
from  him.  She  had  left  Loudon  at  the  latter  end  of  January, 
on  a  visit  to  her  father's  house,  in  Leicestershire,  and  Lord  By- 
ron was  in  a  short  time  to  follow  her.  They  had  parted  in  the 
utmost  kindness, — she  wrote  him  a  letter  full  of  playfulness  and 
affection,  on  the  road;  and  immediately  on  her  arrival  at  Kirk- 
by  Mallory,  her  father  wrote  to  acquaint  Lord  Byron  that  she 
would  return  to  him  no  more.*  In  my  observations  upon  this 
statement,  I  shall,  as  far  as  possible,  avoid  touching  on  any  mat- 
ters relating  personally  to  Lord  Byron  and  myself.  The  facts  are : 
—  I  left  London  for  Rirkby  Mallory,  the  residence  of  my  father 
and  mother,  on  the  i5th  of  January,  18 16.  Lord  Byron  had 
signified  to  me  in  writing  (Jan.  6th)  his  absolute  desire  that  I 
should  leave  London  on  theearliest  day  that  I  could  conveniently 
fix.  It  was  not  safe  for  me  to  undertake  the  fatigue  of  a  jour- 
ney sooner  than  the  i5th.  Previously  to  my  departure,  it  had 
been  strongly  impressed  on  my  mind,  that  Lord  Byron  was  under 
the  influence  of  insanity.  This  opinion  was  derived  in  a  great 
measure  from  the  communications  made  to  me  by  his  nearest 
relatives  and  personal  attendant^  who  ked  more  opportunities 
than  myself  of  observing  him  during  the  latter  part  of  my  stay 
in  town.  It  was  even  represented  to  m«  that  he  was  in  danger  of  ^ 
destroying  himself.  With  the  concurrence jof  Kis  family ^  I  had 
consulted  Dr  Baillie  as  a  frimd  (Jan.  8di)  res|fecting  this  sup- 
posed malady.  On  acquainting  him  with  the  slate  of  the  case 
and  with  Lord  Byron's  desire  that  I  should  leave  London,  Dr 
Baillie  thought  that  my  absence  migfit  be  advisable  as  an  expe- 
riment, assuming  the  fact  of  mental  derangement;  for  Dr  • 
Baillie,  not  having  had  access  to  Lord  Byron,  could  not  pro*^ 

<  «  The  pfficious  spies  of  his  privacy,*  ^  %Z'] . 
VOL.  IV.  l}\ 
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uounce  a  positive  opinion  on  that  point.  He  enjoined  that  in 
correspondence  with  Lord  Byron  I  should  avoid  all  bat  light  and 
soothing  topics.  Under  these  impressions,  I  left  London,  de- 
termined to  follow  the  advice  given  by  Dr  Baillie.  Whatever 
might  have  been  the  nature  of  Lord  Byron  s  conduct  towards 
me  from  the  time  of  my  marriage^  yet,  supposing  him  to  be  in  a 
state  of  mental  aUenation,  it  was  not  for  me,  nor  for  any  person 
of  common  humanity,  to  manifest,  at  that  moment,  a  sense  of 
injury.  On  the  day  of  my  departure,  and  again  on  my  arrival  at 
Rirkby,  Jan.  i6th,  I  wrote  to  Lord  Byron  in  a  kind  and  cheerful 
tone,  according  to  those  medical  directions.  The  last  letter  was 
circulated,  and  employed  as  a  pretext  for  the  charge  of  my 
having  been  subsequently  influenced  to  ^  desert**  my  husband.  It 
has  been  argued,  that  I  parted  from  Lord  Byron  in  perfect  har- 
mony;  that  feelings,  incompatible  with  any  deep  sense  of  injury, 
had  dictated  the  letter  which  I  addressed  to  him  ;  and  that  my 
sentiments  must  have  been  changed  by  persuasion  and  interfer- 
ence, when  I  was  under  the  roof  of  my  parents.  These  assertions 
and  inferences  are  wholly  destitute  of  foundation.  When  I  ar- 
rived at  Kirkby  Mallory,  my  parents  were  unacquainted  with  the 
existence  of  any  causes  likely  to  destroy  my  prospects  of  happi- 
ness ;  and  when  I  communicated  to  them  the  opinion  which  had 
been  formed  concerning  Lord  Byron's  state  of  mind,  they  were 
most  anxious  to  promote  his  restoration  by  every  means  in  their 
power.  They  assured  those  relations  who  were  with  him  in  Lon- 
don, that  ^  they  would  devote  their  whole  care  and  attention  to 
the  alleviation  of  his  malady/  and  hoped  to  make  the  best  ar- 
rangements for  his  comfort,  if  he  could  be  induced  to  visit  them. 
With  these  intendons,  my  mother  wrote  on  the  1 7th  to  Lord 
Byron,  inviting  him  to  Kirkby  Mallory.  She  had  always  treated 
liim  with  an  affectionate  consideration  and  indulgence,  which 
extended  to  every  little  peculiarity  of  his  feelings.  Never  did 
an  irritating  word  escape  her  lips  in  her  wrhole  intercourse  with 
him.  The  accounts  given  me  after  I  left  Lord  Byron  by  the 
persons  in  constant  intercourse  with  him,  added  to  those  doubts 

^  »TYvt  de^evved  Husband,*  p.  34o- 
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which  had  before  transiently  occurred  to  my  mind,  as  to  the 
reality  of  the  alleged  disease,  and  the  reports  of  his  medical  at- 
tendant, were  far  from  establishing  the  existence  of  any  thing 
like  lunacy.     Under  this  uncertainty,  I  deemed  it  right  to  com- 
municate to  my  parents^  that  if  I  \^ere  to  consider  Lord  Byron's 
past  conduct  as  that  of  a  person  of  sound  mind,  nothing  could 
induce  me  to  return  to  him.     It  therefore  appeared  expedient 
both  to  them  and  myself  to  consult  the  ablest  advisers.  For  that 
object,  and  also  to  obtain  still  further  information  respecting 
the  appearances  which  seemed  to  indicate  mental  derangement, 
my  mother  determined  to  go  to  London.     She  was  empowered 
by  me  to  take  legal  opinions  on  a  written  statement  of  mine, 
though  I  had  then  reasons  for  reserving  a  part  of  the  case  from 
the  knowledge  even  of  my  father  and  mother.     Being  convinced 
by  the  result  of  these  inquiries,  and  by  the  tenor  of  Lord  Byron's 
proceedings,  that  the  notion  of  insanity  was  an  illusion,  I  no 
longer  hesitated  to  authorise  such  measures  as  were  necessary, 
in  order  to  secure  me  from  being  ever  again  placed  in  his  power. 
Conformably  with  this  resolutiod,  my  father  wrote  to  him  on  the 
2d  of  February,  to  propose  an  amicable  separation.  Lord  Byron 
at  first  rejected  this  proposal ;  but  when  it  was  distinctly  notified 
to  him,  that  if  he  persisted  in  his  refusal,  recourse  must  be  had 
to  legal  measures,  he  agreed  to  sign  a  deed  of  separation.  Upon 
applying  to  Dr  Lushington,  who  was  intimately  acquainted  with 
all  the  circumstances,  to  state  in  writing  what  he  re(^ollected 
upon  this  subject,  I  received  from  him  the  following  letter,  by 
which  it  will  be  manifest  that  my  mother  cannot  have  been  ac- 
tuated by   any   hostile   or  ungenerous   motives  towards  Lord 
Byron.  , 

u  '  MT  DEAR  LADT  BTROK, 

«  ^  I  can  rely  upon  the  accuracy  of  my  memory  for  the  fol- 
lowing statement.  I  was  originally  consvrited  by  Lady  Noel  on 
your  behalf,  whilst  you  were  in  the  country;  &e  circumstances 
detailed  by  her  were  such  as  justified  a  separation,  but  they 
were  not  of  that  aggravated  description  as  to  render  such  a  mea- 
sure indispensable.  On  Lady  Noel's  representation,  I  deemed 
a  reconciliation  with  Lord  Byron  practicable,  and  felt  most  sin.- 
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cerely  a  wish  to  aid  in  effecting  it.  There  was  not  on  Lady 
NoePs  part  any  exag(];eration  of  the  facts ;  nor,  so  far  as  I  could 
perceive,  any  determination  to  prevent  a  return  to  Lord  Byron : 
certainly  none  was  expressed  when  I  spoke  of  a  reconciliation. 
When  you  came  to  town  in  about  a  fortnight,  or  perhaps  more, 
after  my  first  interview  with  Lady  Noel,  I  was  for  the  first  time 
informed  by  you  of  facts  utterly  unknown,  as  I  have  no  donbt, 
to  Sir  Ralph  and  Lady  Noel.  On  receiving  this  additional  in- 
formation, my  opinion  was  entirely  changed;  I  considered  a  re- 
conciliation impossible.  I  declared  my  opinion,  and  added,  that 
if  such  an  idea  should  be  entertained,  I  could  not,  either  pro- 
fessionally or  otherwise,  take  any  part  towards  effecting  it.  Be- 
lieve me,  very  faithfully  yours, 

«  ^StEPH.  LrSBlIfGTOK. 

«  *  Great  George-street,  Jan.  3i,  i83o.* 

«  I  have  only  to  observe,  that  if  the  statements  on  which  my 
legal  advisers  (the  late  Sir  Samuel  Romilly  and  Dr  Lushington) 
formed  their  opinions,  were  false,  the  responsibility  and  the 
odium  should  rest  with  me  only.  I  trust  that  the  facts  which  I 
have  here  briefly  recapitulated  will  absolve  my  father  and  mo- 
ther from  all  accusations  with  regard  to  the  part  they  took  in  the 
separation  between  Lord  Byron  and  myself.  They  neither  ori- 
ginated, instigated,  nor  advised,  that  separation ;  and  they  can- 
not be  Condemned  for  having  afforded  to  their  daughter  the 
assistance  and  protection  which  she  claimed.  There  is  no  other 
near  relative  to  vindicate  their  memory  from  insult.  I  am 
therefore  compelled  to  break  the  silence  which  I  had  hoped  al- 
ways to  observe,  and  to  solicit  from,  the  readers  of  Lord  Byron's 
life  an  impartial  consideration  of  the  testimony  extorted  from 
me. 

K  A.  L  NoelBtbon. 
«  Hanger  Hill,  Feb«  19,  i83o.» 
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LETTER  OF  MR  TURNER, 

referred  to  in  page  85. 

K  Eight  months  after  the  publication  of  my  ^  Tour  in  the 
Levant,*  there  appeared  in  the  London  Magazine,  and  subse* 
quently  in  most  of  the  newspapers,  a  letter  from  the  late  Lord 
Byron  to  Mr  Murray.  % 

K  I  naturally  felt  anxious  at  the  time  to  meet  a  chaiige  of  error 
brou(i;ht  against  me  in  so  direct  a  manner :  but  I  thought,  and 
friends  whom  I  consulted  at  the  time  thought  with  moi,  that  I  had 
better  wait  for  a  more  favourable  opportunity  than  that  afforded 
by  the  newspapers  of  vindicating  my  opinion,  which  even  so 
distinguished  an  authority  as  the  letter  of  Lord  Byron  left  un- 
shaken, and  which,  1  will  venture  to  add,  remains  unshaken  still. 
«  I  must  ever  deplore  that  I  resisted  my  first  impulse  to  reply 
immediately.      The  hand  of  Death  has  snatched  Lord  Byron 
from  his  kingdom  of  literature  and  poetry,  and  I  can  only  guard 
myself  from  the  illiberal  imputation   of  attacking  the  mighty 
dead,  whose  living  talent  I  should'have  trembled  to  encounter, 
by  scrupulously  confining  myself  to  such  facts  and  illustrations 
as  are  strictly  necessary  to  save  me  from  the  charges  of  error, 
misrepresentation,  and  presumptuousness,  of  which  every  writer 
must  wish  to  prove  himself  undeserving. 

«  Lord  Byron  began  by  stating,  ^  The  tide  was  not  in  our  fa- 
vour,' and  added,  ^neither  I  nor  any  person  onboard  the  frigate 
had  any  notion  of  a  difference  of  the  current  on  the  Asiatic 
side ;  I  never  heard  of  it  till  this  moment.'  His  lordship  had 
probably  forgotten  that  Strabo  distinctly  describes  the  diffierence 
in  the  following  words. 

«  '  A(d  xoct  iuitirig-spov  Ix  r^i  2)7^o0  itdipovvi  itocpot^ct^dfie- 
voi  fitxpbv  ini  rhv  TYJi  Upo^i  Tvjpyov,  x&x2(9ev  icftivvig  ra  TrAoTa  vu/jl- 
TipdrrovTOi  toO  pou  Tzphq  rviv  itgpotioKjiv.  Totj  5* 2| A)Su5«'j  Tre- 
pofAorj/uvoti  "noLptxD.oixriov  ig-iv  dq  ravavria,  6xt(&  itou  ^otiioui  iiti  Tvjpyov 
T(va  xar  icvrtxpo  Tijj  2>j^oO,  itniirot  iidtpttv  TrAaytov,  xac  (i.n  T«.VitA«; 
i^oiwrtv  JvavTiov  t^v  feo^* — '  Ideoq^ue  faciiitis  a  Sesto  lYa^VcVaui  ^^^v- 
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lulum  deflex4  navigatioDe  ad  Hems  tarrim,  atque  inde  navigia 
dimittentes  adjuvante  eliamjluxu  trajectum.  Qui  ab  Abydo  tra- 
jiciunt,  in  contrarium  flectunt  partem  ad  octo  stadia  ad  turrim 
quandam  e  regione  Sesti  :  hinc  oblique  trajiciunt,  non  prorsus 
contrario  fluxa.*' 

«  Here  it  is  clearly  asserted  that  the  current  assists  the  crossin(; 
from  Sestos,  and  the  words  ^icfiivriq  rk  TrAotot/ — '  navigia  di- 
mittentes,*— ^letting  the  vessels  go  of  themselves,*  prove  how  con- 
siderable the  assistance  of  the  current  was;  while  the  words 
'  TrAotytov,'  —  *  oblique,'  and  '  reAaws,*  —  *  prorsus^*  show  dis- 
tinctly that  those  who  crossed  from  Abydos  were  obliged  to  do 
so  in  an  oblique  direction,  or  they  would  have  the  current  en- 
tire/^ against  them. 

«  From  this  ancient  authority,  which,  I  own,  appears  to  me 
unanswerable,  let  us  turn  to  the  moderns.  Baron  de  Tott,  who, 
having  been  for  some  time  resident  on  the  spot,  employed  as  an 
engineer  in  the  construction  of  batteries,  must  be  supposed  well 
cognisant  of  the  subject,  has  expressed  himself  as  follows  : — 

« ^  La  surabondance  des  eaux  que  la  Mer  Noire  re9oit,  et 
qu'elle  ne  pent  ^vaporer,  vers^e  dans  la  Mediterran^e  par  le 
Bosphore  de  Thrace  et  La  Propontide,  forme  aux  Dardanelles 
des  courans  si  violens,  que  souvent  les  b^timens,  toutes  voiles 
dehors,  ont  peine  k  les  vaincre.  Les  pilotes  doivent  encore  ob- 
server, lorsque  le  vent  sufBt,  de  dinger  leur  route  de  maniere  a 
presenter  le  moins  de  resistance  possible  k  Feffort  des  eaux.  On 
sent  que  cette  ^tude  k  pour  base  la  direction  des  courans,  qui, 
renvoy^s  d*une  pointe  a  Vautre,  forment  des  obstacles  k  la  navi- 
gation, et  feraient  courir  les  plus  grands  risques  si  Ton  negligeait 
ces  connaissances  hydrographiques.* — Memoires  de  Tott,  3"* 
Partie. 

u  To  the  above  citations,  I  will  add  the  opinion  of  Tournefort, 
who,  in  his  description  of  the  strait,  expresses  with  ridicule  his 
disbelief  of  the  truth  of  Leanders  exploit;  and  to  show  that  the 
latest  travellers  agree  with  the  earlier,  I  will  conclude  my  quo- 
tation with  a   statement  of  Mr  Madden,  who  is  just  returned 
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from  the  spot.  ^  It  was  from  the  European  side  Lord  Byron 
swam  with  the  current,  which  runs  about  four  miles  an  hour- 
Rut  I  beUcve  he  would  have  found  it  totally  impracticable  to 
have  crossed  from  Abydos  to  Europe.* — Madden's  Travels, 
Vol,  I. 

«  There  are  two  other  observations  in  Lord  Byron*s  letter  on 
which  I  feel  it  necessary  lo  remark. 

«  '  Mr  Turner  says,  '  whatever  is  thrown  into  tlie  stream  on 
this  part  of  the  European  bank,  mustarrive  at  the  Asiatic  shore.' 
This  is  so  far  from  bein(;  the  case,  that  it  must  arrive  in  the  Ar- 
chipelago, if  left  to  the  current,  although  a  strong  wind  from  the 
Asiatic'  side  might  have  such  an  effect  occasionally.' 

«  Here  Lord  Byron  is  right,  and  I  have  no  hesitation  in  con-^ 
fessing  that  I  was  wrong.  But  I  was  wrong  only*  in  the  letter  of 
my  remark,  not  in  the  spirit  of  it.  Any  thing  thrown  into  the 
stream  on  the  European  bank  would  be  swept  into  the  Archipe- 
lago, because,  after  arriving  so  near  the  Asiatic  shore  as  to  be 
almost,  if  not  quite,  within  a  man's  depth,  it  would  be  again 
floated  off  from  the  coast  by  the  current  that  is  dashed  from  the 
Asiatic  promontory.  But  this  would  not  affect  a  swimmer,  who, 
being  so  near  the  land,  would  of  course,  if  he  could  not  actually 
walk  to  it,  reach  it  by  a  slight  effort.  f 

M  Lord  Byron  adds,  in  his  P.S.,  '  The  strait  is,  however,  not 
extraordinarily  wide  even  where  it  broadens  above  and  below 
the  forts.'  From  this  statement  I  must  venture  to  express  my 
dissent,  with  diffidence  indeed,  but  with  diffidence  diminished 
by  the  ease  with  which  the  fact  may  be  established.  The  strait 
is  widened  so  considerably  above  the  forts  by  the  Bay  of  Maytos, 
and  the  bay  opposite  to  it  on  the  Asiatic  coast,  that  the  distance 
to  be  passed  by  a  swimmer  in  crossing  higher  up  would  be,  in 

'  «  This  is  evidently  a  mistake  of  the  writer  or  printer.  His  lordship 
must  here  have  meant  a  strong  wind  from  the  European  side,  as  no  wind 
from  the  Asiatic  side  could  have  the  effect^  of  driving  an  object  to  the 
Asiatic  shore.* 

I  think  it  right  to  remark  that  it  is  Mr  Turner  himself  who  has  here 
originated  the  inaccuracy  of  which  he  accuses  others;  the  words  used  by 
Lord  Byron  being,  notf  as  Mr.  Turner  states,  «  from  the  Asiatic  side^« 
but  ■  in  the  Asiatic  direction.* — T.  M. 
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my  poor  jud^^ment,  too  ^eat  £or  any  one  to  accomplish  from 
Asia  to  Europe,  baying  such  a  current  to  stem. 

«  I  conclude  by  expressing  it  as  my  humble  opinion  that  no 
one  is  bound  to  believe  in  the  possibility  of  Leander's  exploit, 
till  the  passage  has  been  performed  by  a  swimmer,  at  least  from 
Asia  to  Europe.  The  sceptic  is  even  entitled  to  exact,  as  the 
condition  of  his  belief,  that  the  strain  be  crossed,  as  Leander 
crossed  it,  both  ways  within  at  most  fourteen  hours. 

«  W.  TURKEH." 


MR   MILLINGEN'S  ACCOUNT  OF  THE  CONSUL- 
TATION, 

referred  to  in  page  49^* 

As  the  account  given  by  Mr  MilHngen  of  this  consultation 
differs  totally  from  that  of  Dr  Bruno,  it  is  fit  that  the  reader 
should  have  it  in  Mr  Miltingen*s  own  words  :— 

«  In  the  morning  (i8th)  a  consultation  was  proposed,  to  which 
Dr  Lucca  Vega  and  Dr  Freiber,  my   assistants,  were  invited. 
t)r  Bruno  and  Lucca  proposed  having  recourse  to  antispasmo- 
dics and  other  remedies  employed  in  the  last  stage  of  typhus. 
Freiber  and  I  maintained  that  they  could  only  hasten  the  fatal 
termination,  that  nothing  could  be  more   empirical  than  flying 
from  one  extreme  to  the  other ;  that  if,  as  we  all  thought,  the 
complaint  was  owing  to  the  metastasis  of  rheumatic  inflamma- 
tion, the  existing  symptoms  only  depended  on  the  rapid  and  ex- 
tensive progress  it  had  made  in  an  organ  previously  so  weaken- 
ed and  irritable.      Antiphlogistic   means    could   never   prove 
hurtful  in  this  case;  they  would  become  useless  only  if  disorga- 
nization were  already  operated ;  but  then,  since  all  hopes  were 
gone,  what  means  would  not  prove  superfluous?     We  recom- 
mended the  application  of  numerous  leeches  to  the  temples,  be- 
hind the  ears,  and  along  the  course  of  the  jugular  vein,  a  lai^ge 
blister  between  the  shoulders,  and  sinapisms  to  the  feet,  as 
*'*^ording,  though  f ceb\e,  '^ev  tiifc\«L«x\ia^«fc  «^i  success.     Dr  B., 
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being  the  patient's  physician,  had  the  casting  vote,  and  prepared 
the  antispasmodic  potion  which  Dr  Lucca  and  he  had  agreed 
upon;  it  was  a  strong  infusion  of  valerian  and  ether,  etc.  After 
its  administration,  the  convulsive  movement,  the  dehrium  in- 
creased; but,  notwithstanding  my  representations,  a  second  dose 
was  given  half  an  hour  after.  After  articulating  confusedly  a 
few  broken  phrases,  the  patient  sunk  shortly  after  into  a  coma- 
tose sleep,  which  the  next  day  terminated  in  death.  He  expired 
on  the  19th  April,  at  six  o'clock  in  the  afternoon. » 


THE  WILL  OF  LORD  BYRON. 

Extracted  from  the  Registry  of  the  Prerogative  Court  of 

Canterbury. 

This  is  the  last  will  and  testament  of  me,  George  Gordon, 
Lord  Byron,  Baron  Byron,  of  Rochdale,  in  the  county  of  Lan- 
caster, as  follows : — I  give  and  devise  all  that  my  manor  or 
lordship  of  Rochdale,  in  the  said  county  of  Lancaster,  with  all 
its  rights,  royalties,  members,  and  appurtenances,  and  all  my  * 
lands,  tenements,  hereditaments,  and  premises  situate,  lying,  and 
being  within  the  parish,  manor,  or  lordship  of  Rochdale  afore- 
said, and  all  other  my  estates,  lands,  hereditaments,  and  premi- 
ses whatsover  and  wheresover,  unto  my  friends  John  Gam  Hob- 
house,  late  of  Trinity  GoUege,  Gambridge,  Esquire,  and  John 
Hanson,  of  Ghancery-Iane,  London,  Esquire,  to  the  use  and 
behoof  of  them,  their  heirs  and  assigns,  upon  trust  that  they 
the  said  John  Gam  Hobhouse  and  John  Hanson,  and  the  sur- 
vivor of  them,  and  the  heirs  and  assigns  of  such  survivor,  do 
and  shall,  as  soon  as  conveniently  may  be  after  my  decease,  sell 
and  dispose  of  all  my  said  manor  and  estates  for  the  most 
money  that  can  or  may  be  had  or  gotten  for  the  same,  either  by 
private  contract  or  public  sale  by  auction,  and  either  together 
or  in  lots,  as  my  said  trustees  shall  think  proper;  and  for  the 
facilitating  such  sale  and  sales,  I  do  direct  that  the  t^eoA'^v  ^xv^ 
receipts  of  my  said  trustees,  andthe  sxxtvVvot  oiiVv^^Kv.j^tv^^^ 
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heirs  and  assigns  of  sudi  survivor,  shall  be  a  good  and  sufficient 
discharge,  and  good  and  sufficient  discharges  to  the  purchaser 
or  purchasers  of  my  said  estates,  or  any  part  or  parts  thereof, 
for  so  much  money  as  in  such  receipt  or  receipts  shall  be  ex- 
pressed or  acknowledged  to  be  received ;  and  that  such  purchaser 
or  purchasers,  his,  her,  or  their  heirs  and  assigns,  shall  not  af- 
terwards be  in  any  manner  answerable  or  accountable  for  such 
purchase  monies,  or  be  obliged  to  see  to  the  appUcation  thereof:  - 
And  I  do  will  and  direct  that  my  said  trustees  shall  stand  pos- 
sessed of  the  monies  to  arise  by  the  sale  of  my  said  estates  upon 
such  trusts  and  for  such  intents  and  purposes  as  I  have  herein- 
after directed  of  and  concerning  the  same  :  And  whereas  I  have 
by  certain  deeds  of  conveyance  made  on  my  marriage  with  my 
present  wife  conveyed  all  my  manor  and  estate  of  Newstead,  in 
the  parishes  of  Newstead  and  Linley,  in  the  county  of  Notting- 
ham, unto  trustees,  upon  trust  to  sell  the  same,  and  apply  the 
sum  of  sixty  thousand  pounds,  part  of  the  money  to  arise  by 
such  sale,  upon  the  trusts  of  my  marriage  settlement :  Now  I  do 
hereby  give  and  bequeath  all  the  remainder  of  the  purchase 
money  to  arise  by  sale  of  my  said  estate  at  Newstead,  and  all 
the  whole  of  the  said  sixty  thousand  pounds^  or  such  part  thereof 
as  shall  not  become  vested  and  payable  under  the  trusts  of  my 
said  marriage  settlement,  unto  the  said  John  Gam  Hobhouse  and 
John  Hanson,  their  executors,  administrators,  and  assigns,  upon 
such  trusts  and  foir  such  ends,  intents,  and  purposes  as  herein- 
after directed  of  and  concerning  the  residue  of  my  personal 
estate.     I  give  and  bequeath  unto  the  said  John  Gam  Hobhouse 
and  John  Hanson  the   sum  of  one  thousand  pounds  each.    I 
give  and  bequeath  all  the  rest,  residue,  and  remainder  of  my 
personal  estate  whatsoever  and  wheresoever  unto  the  said  John 
Gam  Hobhouse  and  John  Hanson,  their  executors,  administra- 
tors, and  assigns,  upon  trust  that  they,  my  said  trustees  and  the 
survivor  of  them,  and  the  executors  and  administrators  of  such 
survivor,  do  and  shall  stand  possessed  of  all  such"  rest  and  residue 
of  my  said  personal  estate  and  the  money  to  arise  by  sale  of  my 
^j  real  estates  hereinbefore  devised  to  them  for  sale,  and  such  of 
^■he  monies  to  at'Ae  Y>^  %iiVct  ol  m^  %aid  estate  at  Newstead  as  1 
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have  power  to  dispose  of,  after  payment  of  my  debts  and  lega* 
cies  hereby  given,  upon  the  trusts  and  for  the  ends,  intents,  and 
purposes  hereinafter  mentioned  and  directed  of  and  conce?ning 
the  same,  that  is  to  say,  upon  trust,  that  they  my  said  trustees 
and  the  survivor  of  them,  and  the  executors  and  administrators 
of  such  survivor,  do  and  shall  lay  out  and  invest  the  same  in  the 
public  stocks  or  funds,  or  upon^  government  or  real  security  at 
interest,  with  power  from  time  to  time  to  change,  vary,  and 
transpose  such  securities,  and  from  time  to  time  during  the  life 
of  my  sister  Augusta  Mary  Leigh,  the  wife  of  George  Leigh, 
Esquire,  pay,  receive,  apply,  and  dispose  of  th^  interest,  divi- 
dends, and  annual  produce  thereof  wheti  and  lis  the  same  shall 
become  due  and  payable  into  the  proper  hands  of  the  said  Au- 
gusta Mary  Leigh,  to  and  for  her  sole  and  separate  use  and  be- 
nefit, free  from  the  control,  debts^  or  engagements  of  her  present 
or  any  future  husband,  or  unto  such  person  or  persons  as  she 
my  said  sister  shall  from  time  tc^time,  by  any  writing  un(fer  her 
hand,  notwithstanding  her  present  or  any  future  coverture,  and 
whether  covert  or  sole,  direct  or  appoint;  and  from  and  im- 
mediately after  the  decease  of  my  said  sister,  then  upon  trust 
that  they  my  said  trustees  and  the  survivor  of  them,  his  execu- 
tors or  administrators,  do  and  shall  assign  and  transfer  all  my 
said  personal  estate  and  other  the  trust  property  hereinbefore 
mentioned,  or  the  stocks,  funds,  or  securities  wherelfi  or  upon 
which  the  same  shall  or  may  be  placed  out/)r  invested  unto  and 
among  all  and  every  the  child  and  children  of  my  said  sister,  if 
more  than  one,  in  such  parts,  shares,  and  proportions,  and  to 
become  a  vested  interest,  and  to  be  paid  and  transferred  at  such 
time  and  times,  and  in  such  manner,  and  with,  under,  and  sub- 
ject to  such  provisions,  conditions,  and  restrictions,  as  my  said 
sister  at  any  time  during  her  life,  whether  covert  or  sole,  by  any 
deed  or  deeds,  instrument  or  instruments,  in  writing,  with  or 
without  power  of  revocation,  to  be  sealed  and  delivered  in  the 
presence  of  two  or  more  credible  witnesses,  or  by  her  last  will 
and  testament  in  writing,  or  any  writing  of  appointment  in  tlie 
nature  of  a  will,  shall  direct  or  appoint,  and  in  default  o£  ^xv^ 
such  appointment,  or  in  case  of  the  deal\\  o^  tn^  %;iv\^\%\.^^'v'c^  J 
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my  lifetime,  tlien  upon  trust  that  they  my  said  trustees  and  the 
sunrivor  of  them,  his  executors,  administrators,  and  assies,  do 
and  shall  assign  and  transfer  all  the  trust,  property,  and  funds 
unto  and  among  the  children  of  my  said  sister,  if  more  than 
one,  equally^  to  be  divided  between  them,  share  and  share  alike, 
and  if  only  one  such  child,  then  to  such  only  child  the  share  and 
shares  of  such  of  them  as  shall  J^e  a  son  or  sons,  to  be  paid  and 
transferred  unto  hirh  and  them  when  and  as  he  or  they  shall 
respectively  attain  his  or  their  a^e  or  ages  of  twenty-one  years ; 
and  the  share  and  shares  of  ^uch  of  them  as  shall  t>e  a  daughter 
or  daughters,  |U>  be  paid  and*  ti^nsferred  unto  her  or  them  when 
and  as  she  or  tfaCy  shall  respectively  attain  his  or  their  age  or 
ages  of  twenty-one  years,  or  be  married^  which  shrill  first  hap- 
pen, andtn  case  any  of  such  children  shall  happen  to  die,  being 
a  son  or  sons,  before  he  or  th«y  shall  attain  the  age  of  twenty- 
one  years,  or  being  a  daughter  or  danghtMS,  before  she  or  they 
shall  attain  the  said  age  of  tweo|y-one,  or  be  married ;  then  it  is 
my  wiH  and  I  do  direct  that  th^  share  and  shares  of  such  of  the 
said  children  as  shall  so  die  shall  go  to  the  survivor  or  survivors 
of  such  children,  with  the  benefit  of  further  accruer  in  case  of 
the  death  of  any  such  surviving  children  before  their  shares 
shall  become  vested.  And  I  do  direct  that  my  said  trustees  shall 
pay  and  apply  the  interest  and  dividends  of  each   of  the  said 
children*s^^hares  in  the  said  trust  funds  for  his,  her,  or  their 
maintenance  and  education   during  their  minorities,   notwith 
standing  their  shares  may  not  become  vested  interests,  but  that 
such  interest  and  dividends  as  shall  not  have  been  so  applied 
shall  accumulate,  and  follow,  and  go  over  with  the  principal,      i 
And  I  do  nominate,  constitute,  and  appoint  the  said  John  Cam 
Hobhouse  and  John  Hanson  executors  of  this  my  will.     And  1 
■  do  will  and  direct  that  my  said  trustees  shall  not  be  answerable 
the  one  of  ihem  for  the  other  of  them,  or  for  the  acts,  deeds,  re- 
ceipts, or  defaults  of  the  other  of  them,  but  each  of  them  for  his 
own  acts,  deeds,  receipts,  and  wilful  defaults  only,  and  that  they 
my  said  trustees  shall  be  entitled  to^  retain  aind  deduct  out  of 
the  monies  which  shall  come  to  th^ir  hands  under  the  trusts 
aforesaid  all  sucVi  costs^  <^ivc^<&%.^  ^vmai^v^  %ud  tvpenses  which 


■ 


APPENDIX.'  565 

they  or  any  of  them  shall  hear,  pay,  sustain,  or  hm  put  unto,  in 
the  execution  and-  performance  of  the  trusts  herein  reposed  in 
them.  I  make  the  above  provision  for  my  sister  and  h«r  children 
in  consequence  of  my  dear  wife  Lady  Byron  and  any  children  I 
may  have  being  otherwise  amply  provided  for;  and,  lastly,  I  do 
revoke  all  former  ^lls  by  me  at  any  time  heretofore  made,  and 
do  declare  this  only  to  be  my  last  will  &nd  testament.  In  witness 
whereof)  I  have  to  this  my  last  will,  contained  in  three  sheets  of 
paper,  set  my  hand  to  the  first  two  sheets  thejreof,  and  to  this 
third  and  last  sheet  my  band  and  se^il  this  ^th  ^j  of  July^  in 
the  year  of  our  Lord  1 8i 5. 

.    *YRON(L.S.). 

Si£;ned,  sealed,  published  and  declared  by  the  said  L^rd  Byron, 
the  testator,  as  and  for  his  last  will  and  testament,  in  the  pre- 
sence of  us,  who,  at  his  request,  in  his  presence,  and  in  the  pre- 
sence of  each  othe%  have  hereto  subscribed  our  names  as  wit- 
nesses. 

Thomas  Jokes  Mawsb, 
Edmifkp  Griffin, 
Frederick  Jeavis, 
Clerks   o  Mr  Hanson,  Ch^cery-lame. 

CODICIL. — This  is  a  Codicil  to  the  last  will  and  testament  ot 
me,  the  Right  Honourable  George  Gordon,  Lord  Byroa.  I  give 
and  bequeath  unto  Allegra  Biron,  «n  infant  of  About  twenty 
months  old,  by  me  brought  up,  and  now  residing  at  Venice,  the 
sum  of  five  thousand  pounds,  which  I  direct  the  cxecutofS  ot 
my  said  will  to  pay  to  her  on  her  attaining  the  age  of  twenty- 
one  years,  or  on  the  day  of  her  maVriage,  on  condition  that  she 
does  not  marry  with  a  native  of  Great  Britain,  which  shall  first 
happen.  And  I  direct  my  said  executors,  as  soon  as  conveni- 
ently may  be  after  my  decease,  to  invest  the  said  sum  of  five 
thousand  pounds  upon  government  or  real  security,  and  to  pay 
and  apply  the  annual  income  thereof  in  or  towards  the  mainte- 
nance and  education  of  the  said  Allegra  ciron,  until  she  attains 
her  said  age  of  twenty-one  years,  or  ^haU  be  mattve^.^  ^%  ^^ox^:- 
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said;  but  ifk  cSise  ^he  shall  die  before  attaining  die  said  age  and 
without  having  been  married,  then  I  direct  Ae  said  sum  of  five 
thousand  pounds  Jo  becoAeptrt  of  the  residue  of  my  personal 
estate,  and  in  all  odiet  respects  I  do  eonfirro  my  «aad  will,  and 
declare  this  to  be  a  co4>C"  ^ci*c^o«  *^°  witness  whereof,  I  have 
hereunto  set  my  haifd  and  seal,  ft  YettCce,  tjits  i^||i  day  of  No- 
vember, in  the  year  of  oifr  Lord  1818. 

•':  •  BYRON  (  L.  S.). 

S^ned,  sealed,  p^UChed,  and  declared  by  fl||je  ssfi^  Lord  By- 
'   ron^s  and  for  a  coaicil  to  his  will,  in  the  presence  of  us,  who,  in 
his  prefence,  at  his  request,  and  in  the  presence  of  each  other, 
havft  subscribed  our  names  as  witnesses.* 
.;  '  .  Newton  Hakson, 

•  William  Fletcher. 


Proved«at  London  (with  a  codicil),  6th  of  July,  1824?  hefore 
the  Worshipful  Stephen  Lushington,  Doctot*  of  Laws,  and  sur- 
rogate, by  the  oaths  of  John  Cam  Qobhouse  and  John  Hanson, 
Esquires,  the  executors  to  whom  administration  was  granted^ 
having  been  first  sworn  duly  to  administer. 

Nathaniel  Griskins, 
George  Jenner, 
Charles  Dynelet, 

Deputy  Registrars. 


TIfE    END. 
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